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BY    THE    EDITOR. 


^'♦VVVOO  long 


long  has  Man,  engrofling  ev*ry  art, 
reject  the  Female's  rightful  part ; 
him,  alone,  had  been  confin'd» 

^^trS^    Heav'n's  greateft  gift,  a  fcientifick  mind. 

The  roagher  arts,  *tis  true,  men  juftly  claim ; 
But  let  the  flnooth  and  tranquil  paths  to  fame^ 
Which  a(k  not  ftrength  of  body,  but  of  mind. 
Be,  as  the  foul,  to  neither  fex  confined. 
For  tho'  fomedmes,  the  fair  might  eafy  prove. 
Females  have  well  in  nobleft  conflids  ftrove ; 
As  when  Eliza  Britain's  fceptre  fway'd. 
And  the  aw'd  world  admir'd  the  matchlefs  maid ; 
Yet  willingly  to  man  the  palm  they  yield. 
From  throne  and  fceptre,  to  the  fword  and  fliicld : 
But  in  thofe  arts  which  humanize  the  mind. 
They  boaft  an  equal  pow'r  with  all  mankind. 

When  fome  lov'd  fair-one  tunes  the  vocal  lay. 
And  the  rapt  foul  with  pleafure  melts  away ; 
Or.  as  (he  raifes  high  th'  enchanting  Ihrain, 
Cecilia  feems  retum'd  to  earth  again. 
While  o'er  the  magick  keys  her  fingers  trace 
The  founds  celeftial  of  th'  immortal  race ; 

A 


^>^^ 


I  v^     BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY. 

Such  as»  to  human  fancy^  muft  inprove 
The  namelefs  raptures  of  the  bleisM  above : 
Where  is  the  wretch  fo  hardy  to  deny» 
But  female  fkill  with  boafte<{  man's  may  vie ! 

The  (acred  art  of  Poetry,  we  owe 
To  that  blefs*d  fource  of  chicfeft  blifs  below. 
The  fond  afFedtion  which  can  live,  alone,  « 

Between  two  hearts  that  love  has  rendered  one : 
Where  Nature  feems  to  fpeak,  with  meaning  plain, 

*  Thy  joys,  proud  man,  were  without  woman  vain  ! 
'  Like  thee,  (he  feels  each  paflion  of  the  heart, 

^  Her  blifs  as  great  as  thine,  as  great  her  fmart ; 

*  And  well  (he  knows,  with  words  of  magick  found, 

*  To  check  the  rifing  hope,  or  heal  the  faithful  wound. 

*  Then  why  refufe  them  to  an  equal  fhare 

*  In  arts  which  owe  their  being  to  the  fair  ? 

'  Say,  canft  thou  meanly  think  that  fdence  fhives 
^  To  taint  the  female  breaft  where  moft  it  thrives  ? 

*  Yet,  if  a  fpark  within  your  own  refides, 
'  Imagine  reafon  ev'ry  adlion  guides  ^ 

'  Exped  diftindion  from  the  lowly  crowd, 
'  And  fcorn  to  fear  your  virtue  difallow'd ! 

*  Unjuft  it  is — ^regard  the  paft  with  fhame ; 

*  And  let  them  henceforth  fhare  the  road  to  fame** 
Happy  for  England,  were  each  female  mind. 

To  fcience  more,  and  lefs  to  pomp  inclin'd  ; 

If  parents,  by  example,  prudence  taught. 

And  from  their  Queen  the  flame  of  virtue  caught ! 

Skill'd  in  each  art  that  Cervts  to  pofifh  life. 
Behold,  in  her,  a  fcientifick  wife! 
Tho'  mofl  entitled  to  the  glare  of  drefi. 
No  private  lady  can  regard  it  lefs : 
Yet  Mil  fhe  keeps  the  glorious  golden  mean. 
And  always  wears  what  beft  becomes  a  queen  ; 
Bich,  tho'  not  tawdry ;  elegant,  tho'  neat ; 
And  all  her  perfon,  like  her  mind,  compleat. 

While, 
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While,  in  «ach  duty  of  domefHck  life. 
She  yields  not  to  the  lefs-exalted  wife ; 
Attends^  herfelf,  the  royal  offspring's  care. 
And  pours  the  virtuous  precept  in  their  ear ; 
Teaches  the.  duty  which  to  Gdd  rfiey  owe. 
And  tells  how  poor. the  thanks  they  can  beflow. 

Nor  doth  herfelf  ncgleft  each  day  to  join 
Their  much-lov'd  prefence  in  the  rites  divine : 
And  oft  her  pipus  lips  to  Heav'n  addrefs 
The  fervent  wifli,  that  Britain's  woes  were  lefs ; 
That  War'  might  fheathe  his  deeply- crimfon'd  fword. 
And  Peace,  throughout  the  world,  be  once  again  reJlor'd. 

Whether  we  view  her  as  a  wife,  poflefs'd 
Of  ev'ry  charm  to  make  her  confort  blefs'd  ; 
(New  fource  of  envy  in  the  breafts  of  thofe 
His  virtues,  with  his  pow'r,  have  rendered  foes  :) 
Or  as  a  mother,  chrillian,  queen,  or  friend; 
Alike  we  muft  admire,  alike  commend  ! 
But  vain  are  words  her  merits  to  impart. 
For  Charlotte's  virtues  reign — in  ew^iy  heart. 

Great  is  the  tafk  my  Genius  has  aFign'd, 
And  much  it  needs  a  more  enlighten 'd  mind  ; 
To  traverfe  Nature's  garden  all  around. 
Where  ev'ry  weed  and  ev'ry  flow'r  is  found ; 
Diftinguifti  well  the  properties  of  all. 
And  harm  no  grateful  herb,  however  imall  i 
Yet  grop  each  painted  pageant  of  a  day. 
That  hardly  blooms  before  it  knows  decay ; 
Nor  leave  a  fmgle  flow'r,  tho'  gay  or  fair. 
Which  owns  a  fcent  lefs  fragrant  than  the  air ; 
Lead  it's  foul  breath  contaminate  the  whole. 
And  make  the  food — the  poifon  of  the  foul. 

The  tafk  is  great,  indeed  !    But,  when  I  fear. 
My  better  Genius  cries,  *  Still  perfevere  ! 
•  Think,  by  your  means,  each  fair-one  may  adorn 
'  Her  brow  with  rofes,  fearlefs  of  the  thorn  j  .     . 

A  2  •  May 
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May  range  thro*  Nature's  rich  parterres  with  eaft^ 
And  fafely  pluck  whatever  flow'r  (he  pleafe  ; 
Nor  ftzr,  howe'er  incautioufly  ihe  trcad„ 
To  place  her  foot  upon  the  adder's  head : 
Aflfur'd  each  plant  or  fiow'r  that  meets  her  eyes. 
Is  to  the  virtuous  mind  a  wdcome  prize. 
E'en  Charlotte's  felf  ibme  leifure  hour  may  rove 
In  thofe  delightful  fcenes  ihe  muft  approve^ 
With  rapture  view  the  fkilful  Gard'ner's  care. 
And  deem  thy  work  a  blefling  to  the  Fair! 
Dare,  then,  proceed^-nor  think  your  labours  hard  ; 
For  what  of  tcil  can  merit  fuch  reward!' 


the;   female    seducers. 

BY    MR.    EDWARD    MOORE. 

j/'l  AIS  faid  of  widow,  niaid,  and  wife, 

X.     That  honour  is  a  woman's  life ; 

Unhappy  fex !  who  only  claim 

A  being  in  the  breath  of  fame, 

\^hich  tainted,  not  the  quick'ning  gales 

That  fweep  Sabea's  fpicy  vales. 

Nor  all  the  healing  fweets  reftore. 

That  breathe  along  Arabia's  Ihore. 

The  trav'ller,  if  he  chance  to  ftray. 

May  turn  uncenfur'd  to  his  way ; 

Polluted  ftreams  again  are  pure. 

And  deepeft  wounds  admit  a  cure : 

But  wimian  no  redemption  knows  ; 

The  wounds  of  honour  never  clofe ! 

Tho'  diftant  ev'ry  hand  to  guide. 

Nor  ikill'd  on  life's  te;npeiluous  tide. 

If  once  her  feeble  bark  recede^ 

Or  deviate  from  the  courfe  decreedj^ 

In 
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tn  vain  (he  feeks  the  friendlefs  (hore« 
Her  fwifter  folly  flies  before ; 
The  circling  ports  againft  her  clofe. 
And  (hut  the  wandVer  from  repofe  ; 
Till,  by  conflicting  waves  oppreis'd^ 
Her  fonnd'ring  pinnace  finks  to  reft. 

Are  there  no  offerings  to  atone 
For  but  a  finele  error  ?— None, 
Tho*  Woman  is  avow'd,  of  old. 
No  daughter  of  celeftial  mould. 
Her  tempering  not  without  allay. 
And  form*d  but  of  the  finer  clay. 
We  challenge  from  the  mortal  dame 
The  ftrength  angclick  natures  claim  ; 
Nay,  more;  for  facred  flories  tell. 
That  e'en  immortal  angels  fell. 

Whatever  fills  the  teeming  fphere 
Of  humid  earth,  and  ambient  air. 
With  varying  elements  enduM, 
Was  formM  to  fall,  and  rife  renew'd. 

The  ftars  no  fix'd  duration  know  ; 
Wide  oceans  ebb,  again  to  flow ; 
The  moon  repletes  her  waining  face. 
All-beauteous,  from  her  late  diigrace ; 
And  funs,  that  mourn  approaching  night. 
Refulgent  rife  with  new-born  light. 

In  vain  may  death  and  time  fubdue. 
While  Nature  mints  her  race  anew. 
And  holds  fome  vital  fpark  apart. 
Like  virtue,  hid  in  ev'ry  heart ; 
'Tis  hence  reviving  warmth  is  feen 
To  clothe  a  naked  world  in  green. 
No  longer  barr'd  by  winter's  cold, 
AgMn  the  gates  of  life  unfold; 
Again  each  infedl  tries  his  wing. 
And  lifts  fiiefh  pinions  on  the  fpring; 


Again,' 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY. 

Again>  from  ev*ry  latent  root. 
The  bladed  flem  and  tendril  ihoot^ 
Exhaling  incenfe  to  die  (Ides, 
Again  to  perifh,  and  to  rife* 

And  muft  weak  Woman,  then,  diibwn 
The  change  to  which  a  worfd  is  prone ; 
In  one  meridian  brightnefi  ihine. 
And  ne'er,  like  ev'ning  funs,  "decline  ? 
Refolv'd  and  firm  alone? — Is  this 
What  we  demand  of  Woman !— Yes. 

But  fhould  the  fpark  of  vetfal  fire. 
In  fome  unguarded  hour  expire ; 
Or  fhould  the  nighHy  thief  invade 
Hefperia's  chafte  andfacred  (hade. 
Of  all  the  blooming  fpoil  poffcfs'd, 
The  dragon  Honour  charm'd  to  reft  ; 
Shall  Virtue's  flame  no  more  return  f 
No  mere  with  virgin  fplendor  bum  ? 
No  more'  tlie  ravag'd  garden  blow 
With  fpring's  fucccediag  bloifom  ? — No. 
Pity  may  mourn,  but  not  reffore ; 
And  Woman  falls,  to  rife  no  more ! 

Within  this  fublunary  fpkere, 
A  country  lies — no  matter  w^tere; 
The  clime  may  readily  be  found 
By  all  who  tread  poetick  ground  : 
A  ftream,  call'd  Life,  acrofs  it  glides. 
And  equally  the  land  di^idiss  ; 
And  here  of  Vice  the  province  lies, 
And  tKere  the  hills  of  Virtue  rife. 

Upon  a  mountain's  airy  ftand, 
Whofe  fummit  look'd  to  «ther  land. 
An  ancient  pair  their  dwelling  chofe,  .         .  . 
As  well  for  profpeft  as  repofs ; 
For  mutual  faith  they  long  wd-e  fam'd. 
And  Temp'rance  and  Religion  nam'd. 
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A  num*roti8  progeny  divine, 
Confcfs'd  the  honours  of  their  line ; 
But  in  a  little  daughter  fair. 
Was  centered  more  than  half  their  care  ; 
For  Heay'n,  to  gratulate  her  birth. 
Gave  iigns  of  future  joy  to  earth ; 
White  was  the  robe  this  infant  wore. 
And  Chaftity  the  name  (he  bore. 

As  now  the  maid  in  ftature  grew, 
(A  flow*r  juft  opening  to  the  view) 
Oft  thro'  her  native  lawns  fhe  ftray'd. 
And  wrefUing  with  the  lambkins  play'd. 
Her  looks  diffuiive  fweets  bequeathed. 
The  breeze  grew  purer  as  fhe  breath'd  ; 
The  mom  her  radiant  blufh  afTum'd, 
The  fpring  with  earlier  fragrance  bloom'd. 
And  Nature  yearly  took  delight. 
Like  her,  to  drefs  the  world  in  white. 

But  when  her  riling  form  was  feen 
To  reach  the  crifis  of  fifteen. 
Her  parents  up  the  mountain's  head. 
With  anxious  Hep  their  darling  led; 
By  turns  they  fnatch'd  her  to  their  breafi. 
And  thus  the  fears  of  age  exprefsM. 

'  O  joyful  caufe  of  many  a  care  ! 

*  O  daughter,  too  divinely  fair ! 

*  Yon  world,  on  this  important  day, 

*  Demands  thee  to  a  dang'rous  way ; 
'  A  painful  journey  all  muft  go, 

*  Whofe  doubted  period  none  can  know ; 

*  Whofe  due  dirediion  who  can  find, 

*  Where  Reafon's  mute,  and  Senfe  is  blind  ? 
'  Ah !  what  unequal  leaders  thefe, 

*  Tliro*  fuch  a  wide  perplexing  maze ! 

*  Then  mark  the  warnings  of  the  wife, 
f[  And  learn  what  love  and  years  advife. 
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'  Far  to  the  right  thy  profpcft  bend, 

*  Where  yonder  tow'ring  hills  afcend ; 

*  Lo,  there  the  arduous  path  in  view, 

*  Which  Virtue  and  her  fons  purfue  ! 

*  With  toil  o'er  lefs'ning  earth  they  rife, 
'  And  gain^  and  gain  upon  the  ikies. 

'  Narrow's  the  way  her  children  tread; 

*  No  walk,  for  pleafure  fmoothly  fprcad  ; 

*  But  rough,  and  difficult,  and  fteep,  « 
'  Painful  to  climb,  and  hard  to  keep. 

'  Fruits  immature  thofe  lands  difpenib^ 

*  A  food  indelicate  to  fenfe, 

*  Of  tafte  unpleafant ;  yet  from  thofe 

*  Pure  health,  with  chearful  vigour  fldWs, 

*  And  ftrength,  unfeeling  of  decay, 

*  Throughout  the  long  laborious  way. 

*  Hence,  as  they  fcale  that  heavenly  road, 
'  Each  limb  is  lighten'd  of  it's  load  ; 

*  From  earth  refining  fttll  they  go, 

*  And  leave  the  mortal  weight  below  ; 

*  Then  fpreads  the  ftrait,  the  doubtful  clears, 

*  And  fmooth  the  rugged  path  appears ; 

*  For  cuftom  turns  fatigue  to  eafe, 

*  And,  taught  by  Virtue,  pain  can  pleafe. 
'  At  length,  the  toilfome  journey  o'er, 

*  And  near  the  bright  celeftial  (hore, 

*  A  gulph,  black,  fearful,  and  profound, 

*  Appears,  of  either  world  the  bound, 

'  Through  darknefs  leading  up  to  light ; 

*  Senfe  backward  ihrinks,  and  fliuns  the  fight  \ 

*  For  there  the  tranfitory  train, 

*  Of  time,  and  form,  and  care,  and  pain, 

*  And  matter's  grofs,  encumb'ring  mafs, 

*  Man's  late  affociates,  cannot  ps^fs  ; 

'  But  finking,  quit  th'  imhiortal  charge, 

*  And  leave  the  woftd'ring  foul  at  large ; 

•  But 
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Lighdy  (he  wing3^  her  obvious  way,' 
And  mingle^  mth  eternal  day. 

*  Thither,  O  thithet  wing  thy  fpced. 
Though  pleafure  cjiarm,  or  pain  impede  ! 
To  (uch  ti*  AU-bottAteoiis  Pow'r  has  giv'n>. 
For  preTent  earth,  a  futtire  heav*n  ; 

F&r  trivial  1^6|^  umneafur'd  gain. 
And  endlefs  blifs,  for  tranfient  pain. 

*  Then  fear,  ah  fear!  to  turn  thy  fight. 
Where  yonder  flow'ry  fields  invite ; 
Wide  on  the  left,  the  path-way  bends. 
And  with  pernicious  eafe  defcends  ; 
Thci^6,  fweet  io  fenfe,  and  fair  to  ihow. 
New  planted  Edens  feem  to  blow, 
Trefes,  that  delicious  poifbn  bear. 

For  death  is  vegetable  there. 

*  Hence  is  the  frame  of  health  unbracM, 
Each  finew  ilack'ning  at  the  tafte^ 

The  foul  to  paffion  jrields  her  throne. 
And  fees  with  organs  not  her  own  ; 
While,  like  the  flumb*rer  in  the  night. 
Pleased  with  the  ihadowy  dream  of  light. 
Before  her  alienated  eyes 
The  fcenes  of  Fairy-land  arifc : 
The  puppet-world's  amufing  fhow, 
Dipp'd  in  the  gayly-colour'd  bow. 
Sceptres,  and  wreaths,  and  glittering  thin^s> 
The  to|ES  of  infants^  and  of  kings. 
That  tempti  along  the  baneful  plain. 
The  idly  wife,  and  lightly  vaii^. 
Till  verging  on  the  gulphy  ihore> 
Sudden  they  fink,  and  rife  no  more* 
<  But  M  to  what  thy  fates  declare  % 
The'  thou  art  woman,  fi*ail  as  fair. 
If  oAce  thy  Aiding  foot  ihould  ftray. 
Once  ^uit  yoivHeay^a-appointed  way> 
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*  For  thee,  loft  maid !  f)r  thee  idoney 

*  Nor  prayers  (hall  plead,  nor  tcart  atont-f       ^^ 

*  Reproach,  fcorn,  infamy,  and  iiate, 

*  On  thy  returning  ftcps  tluUI  Watt ; 
'  Thy  form  be  loatk'd  by  ev'ry  cy*, 

*  And  ev'ry  foot  thy  prefendt  fly  f* 
Thus  arm'd  with  words  of  potent  found. 

Like  guardian  angels  plac'd  around, 
A  charm  by  TniYK  divinely  caft. 
Forward  our  young  advent'tcr  pafi^d* 
Forth  from  her  facred  eye-lids  ient. 
Like  morn,  fore  running  radiance  tircnt. 
While  Honour,*  handmaid  late  affign'd. 
Upheld  her  lucid  train  behind. 

Awe-ftruck,  the  mmch-admiiihg  crowd 
Before  the  virgin-vifion  bovt^^d, 
Gaz'd  with  anev^-'net/  delight^ 
And  caught  freih  virtue  at  the  fight  j 
For  not  of  earth's  nne^al  frame 
They  deemed  the  heayeB-compOnndeS^dame; 
'  If  matter,  furc  lie  moft  r«fiii*a, 
,    *  High  wrought,  and  temper^  into  mind, 

*  Some  darling  daughter  of  the  ^!tf, 

•  And  body*d  by  her  n^lve  ray.* 
Where-e'er  flic  pafles,  thoufands  tend  ; 

And  thoufands,  where  'fhe  moves,  attend : 
Her  ways  obfervant  eyes  confefs. 
Her  fteps  purfuing  priaiies  blefs  ; 
While,  to  the  elevated  maid,         ' -/ 
Oblations,  as  to  Heav'n,are  paidv  - 
*Twas  on  an  ever-HlytiMbhie  day. 

The  jovial  birth  of  roiy  May, 

When  genial  warmth;  ^^^nore^ppfeftiMi 
Now  melts  the  froft.tii^feT^  Weaft> 
The  cheek  with  feoNft^ftnibhig^<^, 
And  looks  kind  tKings  from  cksfteft  ejri^^ 
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The  fun  with  healthier  vii^ge  glows^ 
Afide  his  clouded  k^erchief  throws^ 
And  dances  up  th'  ethereal  plain/ 
Where  late  he  usM  to  c)imb  with  pain  ;  ' 
While  Nature,  as  from  bond^  fet  free. 
Springs  out,  and  gives  a  loofe  to  glee. 

And  now,  for  momentary  reft. 
The  nymph  her  travell'd  fteps  reprefs'dj^ 
Juft  tum'd  to  view  the  (bge  attained,     . 
And  glory*d  in  the  height  ihe  gain'd. 

Out-ftretch'd  before  her  wide  furvey. 
The  realms  of  fweet  perdition  lay ; 
And  pity  to^ch'd  her  foul  with  woe. 
To  fee  a  world  Co  loft  below  i 
When  ftrsdght  the  br^sse  began  to  breathe 
Airs  gently  wafted  from  beneath. 
That  bore  commiffion'd  witchcraft  thence. 
And  reach'd  her  fympathy  offenfe ;       ... 
No  founds  of  difcord,  that  di£i;:lofe 
A  people  funk  and  loft  in  woes,. 
But  as  of  prefent  good  poiFefsM,. 
The  very  triumph  of  the  blefs'd- 
The  maid  in  rapt  attention  hung» 
While  thus  approaching  Sirens  iiuig. 

*  Hither,  faircft !  hither,  hafte ! 

'  Brighteft  beauty,  come  and  tafte 

*  What  the  pow'rs  of  blifs  \^9fold  ; 

*  Joys,  too  mighty  to  be  tpld ! 

*  Taftc  what  extafies  they  give, 

^  Dying  raptures  tafte,  and  live  ! 

'  In  thy  lap,  difdaining  meafure, 

*  Nature  empties  all  her  treafure ! 

<  Soft  defires,  that  fweetly  languilh  ; 

*  fierce  delights^,  that  rife  to  anguiih  ! 

9  2  *  F^eft, 
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'  Faired^  doll  thou  yet  delay  I 
'  Brightefl  beauty,  come  away ! 

*  Lift  not,  whci\  the  froward  chide, 
*  •  Sons  of  pedantry^  and  pride  ; 

'  Snarlers,  to  whofe  feeble  fenfe 

*  April  funihine  is  offence  ; 

*  Age  and  Envy  will  advifc 

^  E'en  againft  the  joys  they  prize, 

^  Come!  in  pleafure's  balmy  bowl 

*  Slake  the  thirftings  of  thy  foul, 

*  Till  thy  raptur'd  pow'rs  arc  fainting 

*  With  enjoyment  paft  the  panting  I 

*  Faireft,  doft'thou  yet  delay  ? 

*  Brighteft  beauty,  come  away  I* 

So  Aing  the  Sirens,  as  of.  yore. 
Upon  the  falfe  Aufonian  fhore  ;  * 
And  O  for  that  preventihg  chain. 
That  bound  Ulyfles  on  the  main ; 
That  fp  our  fair-one  might  withftand 
The  covert  ruin,  now  at  Kane}  ! 

The  fong  her  charmed  attention  drew. 
When  now  the  tempters  ftood  in  view  5 
Curjofity,  with  prying  eyeV, 
And  hands  of  bufy,  bold  emprize ; 
Like  Jlermcs,  feathcr'd  were  her  feet, 
And  like  fore-junning  Fancy,  fleet. 
By  fear.ch  untaught,  by  toil  untir'd. 
To  n«velty  (he  ftifl  afpir'd;  "  ' 

Taftelefs  of  ev'ry  good  poficfs'.d. 
And  but  in  expecbtiqn  blefsM. 

With  her,  affociate,  Plcafure  came. 
Gay  Pleafur^,  frolick-loving  dame ; 
Iler  mien  aU  fwiltiming  in  delight, '  -  -  " 

Her  beauties  half  xeyt^Vd^o  Tight  i 

Looft 
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jLoofe  flow'd  her  garments  from  the  grovnd. 

And  caught  the  kiifing  winds  around* 

As  erft  Medufa's  looks  were  known 

To  turn  beholders  into  ftone  ; 

A  dire  reverfion  here  ihey  fdt. 

And  in  the  eye  of  Pleafure  melt* 

Her  glance  with  iiveet  perfuafion  charmM; 

Unnerv'd  the  ftrong,  the  fteePd  difann'd ; 

No  fafcty  e'en  the  ^flying  find. 

Who,  vent'rous,  look  but  once  behind. 
Thus  was  the  much-admiring  maid. 

While  diftant,  more  than  half  betray'd. 

With  fmiies,  and  aduladon  bland. 

They  join*d  her  fide,  and  feiz'd  her  hand : 

Their  touch  cnvenomM  fwects  inftilPd, 

Her  frame  with  new  sulfations  thrilPd  ; 

While  half  confenting,  half  denying, 

Keludlant  now,  and  now  complying, 

Amidfl  a  war  of  hopes  and  fears. 

Of  trembling  wHhes,  fmilihg  tears. 

Still  down,  and  down,  •  the  winning  pair 

fpompell'd  the  ftruggling,  yielding  fair. 
As  whtn  fome  ftately  veiTel  bound 

To  blefs'd  Arabia's  diflant  ground. 
Borne  from  her  courfes,  haply  lights 
yHiere  Barca's  flow'ry  clime  invites. 
Concealed  around  whole  treacherous  land, 
t.urk  the  dire  rock,  and  dang'rous  fand  ; 
The  pilot  warns  with,  fail  and  oar 
To  fliun  the  much-foipe&d  ihore. 
In  vain ;  the  tide,  too  fubtly  fbong. 
Still  bears  the  wreitlihg  bark  along. 
Till  found'rii^,  ihe  refigns  to  fate,   . 
And  finks,  o'erwhelm'd,  with  all  her  freight. 

So,  baffling  ev'ry  bar  to'fin. 
And  H^^v'n's  own  pilot  pUcM  witliin. 

Along 
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Along  the  devious,  fmoodi  defoent. 
With  powers  increaiing  is  they  went^ 
The  dames,  accaftom'd  to  fobdiiet 
As  with  a  rapid  current  dr^w> 
And  o'er  the  fatal  bounds  .conveyed 
The  loft,  the  long  relaxant  maid! 

Here  flop,  ye  Cur^ones,  and  bewtre^ 
Nor  fend  your  foivi  aft^tiona  ikm  ; 
Yet,  yet  your  darling,  noyr  deplor'd. 
May  turn,  to  you  and  Heav'n  icftor'd ; 
Till  then,  with  weeping  Honour  wait. 
The  fervant  of  her  bcttex  &tc. 
With  Honour,  left  upon  the  Aore* 
Her  friend  and  handmaid  now  no  more  : 
Nor  with  the  guilty  world,  upbraid 
The  fortunes  of  a  wretch  betray M  j 
But  o'er  her  failings  caft  the.veilx 
Rememb'ring  you  yourfelvcs  are  £iFail ! 

And  now,  from  all-enquiring  light, 
Faft  fled  the  confcious  fh^det|  of  night  i 
The  damfel,  from  a  ibf>f%  r^pofe. 
Confounded  at  her  pUg^t,  arofe. 

As  when,  with  flumb'rous  weight  oppieis'dj 
Some  wealthy  mifer  finks  to  reft. 
Where  felons  eye  the  glitt'ring  prey. 
And  fleal  his  hoard  of  joys  away ; 
He,  borne  where  golden  Indus  flre^ms. 
Of  pearl,  and  quarry'd  di'xnond  dreams^ 
Like  Midas,  turns  the  ^ebe  1b6  ore. 
And  flands  all  rapt  amidfl;  his  ftore  ; 
But  wakens  naked,  ^nd  defpdiPd     '^ 
Of  that  for  which  his  years  had  toil'd, 

5o  far'd  the  nymph,  her  treafure  flown. 
And  turn'd,  like  Ni<*e,  to  flwie  :  ... 

Within,  without,  obfcure  and  vc^d. 
She  felt  all  ravag'd,  all  io&jx^^d^ 

An^, 
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And«  '  O  thou  curs'd,.  ilifidioiu  ^cotft ! 
<  Are  thefe  the  blefitQ<|8  dM  caHftboaft? 
^  Thefe,  Virtual  thefe  the  Joys  they  find, 
'  Who  leave  thy  heav'n-topt  hiSh  behind  ? 

*  Shade  me,  ye  pines ;  ye  cs^enls,  hide ; 

*  Ye  mountains  cover  me  I*  (he  cry'd. 

Her  trumpet  Slander  rais^  on  high» 
And  told  the  tidings  to  the  iky  ; 
Contempt  difcharg'd  a  living  dart, 
A  fide-long  vipe;:  to  hdr  Heart ; 
Reproach  breath'd  poifom  bVtr'her  face. 
And  fi>ii*d  and  blailed  ev'ry  grace ; 
OlHdous  Shame,  her  handauid  new. 
Still  tum'd  the  mirror  to  her  view ; 
While  thofe  in  crimes  the  deepeft  dy'dp 
ApproachM  to  whiten  at  hc^  fidj^ ; 
4And  ev'ry  lewd^infiildng  dittie^ 
Upon  her  folly  rofe  to  fame*       #■  . 

What  fhottld  fiie  dof^Atteidpt  outeiaforo 
To  gain  the  late  defertcd  ihore  ?^ 
So  trufUng,  back  the  inourher  Ikw, 
As  faft  the  train  of  fiends  |Mtrfde. 

Again  the  &*ther  (bore's  atiain'd. 
Again  the  land  of  Virtue  gaih'd  ;.  ^ 

But  Echo  gathers  in  themnd. 
And  fhows  her  inftant  foes  liehind* 
Amaz'd,  with  headlong  fpeed  iheitendi^ 
Where  late  (he  left  an  hoft  of  fiiends  ^ 
Alas  !  thofe  Ihrinkihg  SAdnis  dedixie»  ■■  -,  r^  .-.^ 

Nor  longer  own  that  ^ahadhrine i  : .    _  . 

With  fear  they  mark  the  ibll€wiiig>  cry,      .  «r      -  ;  ;    I 
And  from  the  lonely  trtm):^r  ily;  ~   '    * 

Or  backward  drive  her -en  the  Cort, 
Where  peace  was  wfedc'd,  imd  kmoiir  I6ft« ' '.      ':  •  ^  w 
From  earth  thus  hti^g  «id  4a  Vidii,  ^'^  ^ 

To  Heav'n  not  daring  ta  tcnnptaiHj  '  *•  •  *  -^ 


No 
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No  trace  by  hoftile  clamoar  giv'n,  " 
Aiid  from  the  face  of  friendfiiip  driv'n» 
THe  nymph  fuok  prollrate  on  the  ground; 
'Urith  dil  her  \;aeight  of  woes  around. 

Enthron'd  within  a  circling  iky. 
Upon  a  mounts  o'er  mountains  highi 
All  radiatit  fate,  as  in  a  fhrine^ 
Virtue^  £rft  efHucnce  divine  ; 
Far,  far  above  the  fcenes  of  woe; 
That*  Ihut  this  cloud-wrapt  world  below  | 
Superior  goddefs^efience  blight^ 
Beauty  of  uncreated  light  ; 
Whom  ihould  mortality  furvey. 
As  doom'd  upon  a  certain  day^ 
The  breath  of  frailty  muil  expire^ 
The  world  diflblve  in  living  fire  i 
The  gems  of  heav'n,  and  folar  flame^     .  ' 
Be  quench'd  by  her  etqf;ial  beam  ; 
And  Nature;  quickening  in  her  eye^ 
To  rife  a  new-bom  phoenix,  die. 

Hence,  unreveal*d  to  mortal  view, 
A  veil  around  her  form  ihc  threw^ 
Which  three  fad  Meli  of  the  fhadei 
Pain,  Care,  and  Melancholy  made. 

Thro^  this  her  all-enquiring  eye. 
Attentive  from  her  ftatibn  high. 
Beheld,  a1>andon*iI  to  defpair^ 
The  ruins  of  her  fay'rite  fair  j 
And  with  a  voice,  :whofe  awful  fouiri 
Appaird  the  guilty  world  around^ 
£id  the  tumultuoi^  winds..he  QHU  : 

To  numbers  bow'd  each  tift'niAg  hill, 
tTncurPd  the  furging.of  the  main. 
And  fmooth'd  the  thorny  bed  of  pan  ^ 
.V  The  golden  harp  of  heav'n  ihe  fbung. 
And  thtt»  the  tuneful,  goddefs  fi^g* 
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*  Lovely  penitent*  arifei 

*  Come»  aid  dftim  &y  k!ftdr«i  iB^'f   '  " 

*  Comeh  thy  fitter  *e^  fSjr,^^  '      ''•''■".'. 
'  TJiott  haft  wept  %  JEfiiii  ain^.      •      "  '  ' 

'  Let  Experience  now  decide, 

*  *Twixt  the  good  and  tvil  try*d  ; 
'^  In  the  finooth*  endHsnted  pStoA^- 

«  Say,  unfold  &€  tf^^iWes  fiyund ! 

^  Struftures,  raised  tjjr^QiorniQg  dreams  j 
«  Sands  that  tiijtp'd'  tHe.iit&ilr  firei^';  ^ 

*  Down,  that.anchdrs  on  thf  air; 

'  Clouds,  that  patnt-ttteir  chsmges  tlim^^ 

'  Seas,  that  &66iRIy  dimpUng  H^^ 

*  While  the  ftorm  iAipeiids  on  high  ; 
'  Shev^gin  an  obyiohs  j^ia^^ 

'  Joys  that  in  poiledlbh  pais ;  "^^  * 

'  Tranfient,  fickle,  'Ught  and  gay> 

*  Flattl'ring  only  to  Beti^y  ;  .  . 

*  What,  alas !  can  li&  contain  f        '    . 

*  Life!  likeaUitVcuxlcs,  vffiu  ^  ' 

*  Will  the  ftork,  iiit^ffif&it*r^,     ' 
'  On  the  biUow  build  m  ffeS  t 

'  Will  the  bee  demand!  his  ttofi 

'  From  the  bleak  ^df  i>&d^dl'  6i<^6f 

'  Man  alone,  in&tf^'ttirftf^, 

*  Ever  turns  froril  ^!&6TU^i  t^ij^, ' 

*  Lays  up  iWfSl*  ijf  ^f«]^  faiitf, 

'  Sows  the  fea,  isii ptbmiHe &aA    * 


*  Soon 
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Soon  this  elemental  mt^^ 
Soon  th'  incumbering  world  ihtll  ptfi  2 
Term  be  wrtpt  in  waftinf  .fire; 
Time  be  fpent^  and  lift  expixe. 

Then«  ye  bpafted  fens  of  inen« 
Where  is  your  afylum  then  f 
Sons  of  Pleafore,  fisna  of  Care, 
Tell  me^  mortals,  tell  me  where  ? 

Gone^  like  traces  on  the  deep  ^ 
Like  a  fceptre  graip*d  in  fleep  ; 
Dews  exhal'd  from  morning  glades ; 
Melting  fnows,  and  gliding  fiiades ! 

Pais  the  world;  and  whales  behind  ? 
Virtue's  gold,  by  fire  refin'd  ; . 
From  an  univerfe  depraved, 
From  the  wreck  of  natHrefavM. 

Like  the  life-fupportiiig  grain» 
Fruit  of  patience  and  of  paih^ 
On  the  fwain's  autumtud  day,  ' 
Winnow'd  from  the  chaiF  4way,     / 

Little  trembler,  fear  no  more  ; 
Thou  haft  plenteous  crops  in  ftore  ! 
Seed,  by  genial  forrows  fbwn. 
More  than  all  thy  fcomers  own* 

What,  tho*  hoftile  earth  de§)^; 
Heav'n  beholds  with  gentler  ^yes! 
Heaven  thy  friendleis  fteps  ib^  g^ide« 
Chear  thy  hours^  and..gUar4.(l^:iidc< 
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When  the  &tal  tramp  (hall  lbund» 

When  th' immortab  potir  around^   .  ^ 

Heav'n  fludl  thy  fttttm  atteft» 

HdlM  by  myriads  of  the  blefsM. 

Liule  native  of  the  flues. 
Lovely  penitent,  arife ; 
Calm  thy  bofom,  dear  thy  brow. 
Virtue  is  thy  fifter  now ! 

More  delightful  are  my  woes. 
Than  the  rapture  pleafure  knows ; 
Richer  &r  the  weeds  I  bring, 
Th^  the  robes  that  grace  a  king. 

On  my  wais  of  ffiorteft  date, 
Gtovns  of  endlefs  tiiumph  wait ; 
On  nqr  cares,  a  p^od  blefs'd ; 
On  my  toils,  eternal  reft* 

Coim;.  with  Virtue  at  thy  fidei; 
Come!  bit  cv»ry  bar  df  fy'd. 
Tail  we  gaiiwour  nativf  Ihore ; 
Sifterj  cofnej  and  t^  n»  xpofe  V 


THE    ROSCIAD, 

BY    Mil.   CHARLBS    CHURCHILU 

Rp  SCIU  S  deceased,  each  high-afpiring  player 
Pafli'd  all  his  int'reft  for  the  vacant  chair. 
The  btt&in'd  heroes  of  the  mimick  ftage 
No  longer  whi^e  in  Eve,  and  rant  in  rage ; 

C  a  The 
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The  monarch  quits  his  throne,  ^d  aoui^tp^nii  «  j 

Hnmbly  to  court  the  favoiir  of  his  frien4s  s  ;  , 

Por  pity's  fake  tells  andeiiny'd  mifhaps,  •     . 

And  their  applaufe  to  gsun,  recpi^nts.  his  claps. 
Thus  the  vidorioos  chiefs  of  ancient  Rome, 
To  win  the  mob,  a  fuppliant's  foqit^ffiMne;  ,         to 

In  pompons  drain  fight  o'er  th'  extingi^ih'd  war. 
And  ihew  where  honour  bled  in  ey'ry  i^r. 

But  tho'  bare  merit  might  in  Rome  appe9r 
The  ftrongeft^lea  for  favour,  'tis  not  here  $ 
We  form  our  judgment  in  uiodief  way^  -     «         1 5 

And  they  will  beft  fucceed,  who  beft  c^n  pay : 
Thofe  whoi^ould  gain  the  YQtfs  of  Qntlfli  tri^x^      •  ^r 
Muft  add  to  force  of  merit^  fiarcc  of  bri^. 

What  can  an  aftor  give  ?  In  ev'ry  age 
Cafh  hath  been  rudely  banifli'd  from  the  ft^gft ;      .   :  «^      20 
Monarchs  themfelves,  to  grief  of  ey^ry  pWf t         )  * 
Appear  as  often  as  theu*  in^age  thfure; 
They  can't,  like  candidate  for  pther  fe^t. 
Pour  feas  of  wine,  and  mountains  raife  of  meat.    ^ 
Wine !  they  could  bribe  you  with  th^  world  a^  (pon  $  \         25 
And  of  Roaft  Beef  they  only  4^now  the  tune : 
But  what  they  have,  they  giyc  ;.pojald;(J)liYe  do mpre#  . 
Tho'  for  each  millioip  he  had  brought  hoipe  fQur  j 

Shuter  keeps  open  houfe  at  Southwark  fair. 
And  hopes  the  friends  of  humour  will  be  there.  30 

In  Smithfifeld,  Yates  prepares  the  rival  treat. 
For  thofe  who  la^l^^er  Iqv^  ^n^e^ d  of;  fseaf* 
Footc,  at  Old  Houfe,  for  even  Foote  will  be 
In  felf-conceit  an  a^or^^  bribes  ynth  tea ; 
Which  Wilkihfon  at  fecoiid-hand  receives^  35 

AndatUi?]}(cw]^pU54^terojrv$hf^Y«^.  /      ■•    .  , 

The  town  4iy>de(l,  ea^ch.  rjqi^  fev'ral  w^ys. 
As  paflion,  humour,, iixt'^f eft,  p^y.fy^ys.  .  .* 

Things  of  no  moment^  folp^ir  of  tl^e  hair*  .'.  ■  1 

Shape  of  a  leg,  complexion  bi;owp  or  fairj  40 

A  drefs 
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A  drefs  well  ckoSoL,  m  a  f^^  vn^U^^i^   '   •  > 
Conciliate  favpi^r^  QF^Mte  4i^a(W.    . 

From  galkvies  Ipiid  jmb  pf  laughter  tdlg 
And  thunder  9h«t«f*9  pT9Ke9-^ke's.  io  droll. 
Embox'd,  t}\e  ladiM^muft  hare.  fomecUng  fmart;  4$ 

Palmer !  O  Palm^rleps  tliie  janty  part  1 
Seated  in  pit,  tkc  dwarf  with  aching  eyes 
Looks  up,  ^%i  V9W>  that  RaiTy'f  out  »f  S^e ; 
Whilft  to  fix  fee^  tha  vig*rotU  tripling  growp^ 
Declares  that  Gatrick  is  aaother  Coan«  5^ 

When  place  of  judgmrnt  is.  by  whim  fapplyM^ 
And  our  opinions  have  thnr  riie  in  pride ;    . 
When,  ill  difc^iirfipg  on  each  mimiqk  <lf»     » 
We  praifc  and  cenfme  with  an  eye  to  feUi 
All  laaft  neet  frie|ids»  and  AckB»an  bid9  as  Smt*  SS 

In  fttch  a  coiii;t,  aa  Garrick  for  the  i^hatr. 

At  length  agr^  all  i^uabbVes^  XQ  4oade,. 
By  fome  one  ju4ge  tiu^  csMJk  wa^  Vkhn  ^'4. : 
But  this  their  fquabkks  did  afr^  f^m^  I 
Who  Aould  be  ja4ge'in  fuck  a  tria|-^^ho  ?  60 

For  Johnfon  (b^v^  ;  bat  Jolu|(bn,.  i(  ^9^  iear'd, 
Would  be  too  gravo-f-«nd  Sterne  top  gay  appcarM. 
Others  for  Francklii^  voted ;  but  't^tyas:  known. 
He  ficken'd  at  all  tciuffiphs  but  his  own* 
For  Colman  many  $  bat  the  peeviiOi  tongue  ^5 

Of  prudent  age,  fpund  out  that  he  wa^  young. 
For  Murphy  fouxe.  ftw  pilf 'ring  wits  d^flar'd* 
Whim  Folly  clapp'd  her  hands,  and,  Wifdom  ftar'd. 

To  mifchief  trainM,  c*cn  froi^  his  mother's  womb, .     - 
Grown  old  in  fraud,  tho'  yet  in  manhood's  bloom;  7^ 

Adopting  arts  by  whidi  gay  villains  rife. 
And  reach  the  heights  whkh  hoaeft  men  defpife  | 
Mute  at  the  bar,  and.  in  tbe  ibnate  loud ; 
Dull  'mongft  the  duUeft,  prpudeft  of  the  proud  i 
A  pert,  prim  prater^  of  the  northern  race,  75 

Guilt  in  his  heart,  and  famine  in  his  f^ice, 

>  Stood 
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Stood  fbrthnrrand  thrice  he  W2v'd  his  lily  hand. 
And  thrice  he  twirl'd his  tye,  thrice flrok'dhis band* 
<  At  Friendihip^s  c^/  (thus  ofi;»  ynth  trtit'rotts  \ 
Men  void  of  fdth,  ufurp  Faith's  facred  name)  80 

*  At  Friendfliip's  call  I  come,  by  Murphy  fent, 

*  Who  thus,  by  me,  devclopes  hb  intent : 

^  But  left,  transfus'd,  the  fpirit  ihould  be  loft, 
'  That  fpirit  which,  in  ftorms  of  rhet*rick  toft'dj 

*  Bounces  about,  and  flies  like  bottled  beer,  85 
^  In  his  own  words  his  own  intentions  hear. 

*^  Thanks  to  my  friends-v-bnt^  to  vile  fortunes  bom, 
f '  No  robes  of  fur  thefe  Ihoulders  muft  adorn. 
**  Vain  your  applaufe,  no  aid  from  thence  I  draw|     . 
f  <  Vain  all  my  wit,  for  what  is  wit  in  lav!  90 

^^  Twice,  (curs'd  remembrance !)  twictl  ftrove  togam 
''  Admittance  'mongft  th^  law-inftruAed  train, 
*'  Who  in  the  Temple  and  Qray^s  Inn  prepare, 
<'  For  clients  Wretched  feet^^  the  legal  (hare ; 
V  Dead  to  thofe  arts  which  poliih  and  refine,  ^^ 

«'  Deaf  to  all  worth,  becaufe  that  worth  was  nune, 
''  Twice  did  thofe  blockheads  ftartle  at  my  name, 
**  And  foul  reje^on  gave  me  up  to  ihame  % 
^*  To  laws  and  lawyers  then  I  bade  adieu, 
''  And  plans  of  far  more  lib'ral  note  pnrfne.  f  <^ 

*'  Who  will,  may  be  a  judge—- my  kindlmg  breaft 
f '  Burns  for  that  chair  which  Roicius  once  p5%fs*d« 
*f  Here  give  your  votes,  your  int'rcft  here  exert, 
*'*  And  let  fuccefs,  fcr  once,  attend  defert.*^ 

With  fleek  appearance^  and  ^th  amblbg  pace,  toj 

And  type  of  vacant  head  with  vacant  face. 
The  Proteus  Hill  put  in  his  modeft  plea : 

*  Let  favour  fpeak  for  others,  worth  for  me/ 
For  who,  like  him,  his  various  poWrs  could  call 

Into  fo  many  fhapes,  and  fhine  in  all  ?  "  .   siiO 

Who  could  fo  noUy  grace  the  motley  lift,  „  .  .  '  .\ 

A£tor.  Infpeftor,  DoAor,  Botanift? 

Knows 
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Knows  any  one  fo  well'-«-fure  no  one  knows-*  t  .  . 

At  once  to  play/  pitferibe,  compound^  compofe  ? 
Who  can— *-But  Woodward  came— Hill  flipp'd  away,    .      i.i  5 
Melting,  like  ghofts,  before  the  rifing  day. 

With  that  low  cunning  which  in  fools  fapplies^ 
And  amply  too«  the  place  of  being  wife, 
Wldch  Nature,  kind  indulgent  parent  1  gave 
To  qualify  the  blockhead  for. a  knave;      .  ,  lao 

With  that  fmooth  fidihood,  whofe  appearance  channs. 
And  reafoh  of  each  wholeibme  doubt.diiarms  ^ 
Which  to  the  lowefl  depths  of  guile  descends, 
J^y  vileft  meaiis  purfues  the  vileft  end.v 
Wears  friendfhip's  mafk  for  purpofes  of  fpite,    ;  . ; .  1 25 

Fawns  in  the  day,  and  butchers  in  the  night ; 
With  that  malignant  e^yy,  whidi  tur^s  ^pale. 
And  fickens,  even  if  a  friend  pievail ; 
Which  merit-and  fuccefi  purfues  with  hate. 
And  damns  the  wcirth.it  cannot  Imitate ;  130 

With  the  cold  caution  of  a  coward's  fpleen. 
Which  fears  not  gmlt,  but  always  feeks  a  fcreen ; , 
Wluch  keeps  this  masdm  ever  in  her  view— 
What's  bafely  done,  ihonld  be  done  fafely  too ; 
With  that  dull,  rooted,  callous  impudence,  ^  -  ^35 

Which,  deadtoihame,  and  ey*ry  nicer  ienfe. 
Ne'er  biulh'd,  nnleft,  in  fpreading  vice's  fnajre$,    .  .     i 

She  blimder'd  oii.lbme  virtue  unawares ; 
With  all  thefe  blef&ngs,  which  we  feldom  fifid;  .  :  .' 

t.avifh'd  by  Nature  on  one  happy  mind,  *       ^  140 

A  mdtley  figure,  of  the  fribblp  tribe,  .  j  ;; .:  i 

Which  heart  can  Oarce  conceive,  or  ponldcfcribe,  j'I 

Came  fimp'rlng  on;  to  afcert^n  wjiolb^,'.  :. .  .L     .  '•  -.  0 
c.  Twelve  fiige  ii4i«mifteU.'jl  matrons  would  .perplex ; 
Normak»-^or.£fin4fde,;;ndther,  andye^boichi;      '  ':t45 

Of  neuter  ®wterj:  tho'  of  Irifti  gtowth  ;    ■:'.  1 .' 

Ailx  foot  fuckling,  mincing  in  it's  gait,.     

Affefted,  peevilh,  priQi^  and  delicate  I .  :.^  . .  .'V 

:•..'  Feiirful 


a4  BEAUTIES    OF    POKTiir.^ 

Fearfal  it  feem'^,  ^ko*  of  athletick  make^ ' 

Left  brutal  breezet  fliould  too  roughiy  ftakf  ieo 
'  it's  tender  ibrtt,  atid'  firagt  aidtion  fpreal'  ' 

O'er  it's  pale  cheeks  ththotM  vAsoAfrod. 
Much  did  it  t^k>  itt  it'^s  6wn  pt^t^f  piuf^» 

Of  genius  and  of  tafte>  6f  pUyts  Mid  plAys  | 

Much  too  of  wiitirig  whieh  itfelf  had  wi&itl  Y55 

,4Df  fpecial  merit,  tho'  bTHtdtf  note';  ^^ 

For  Fate,  ki  a  ftrimge  hnofeour,  "had  decwdd    '      *  '  ' 

That  what  it  wrote,  nt^e  btit  itMt  ihCfvld  t&di  _    ; 

Much,  too,  it  chattet'd  of  dtaiitadck  litws. 

Misjudging  aiticks,  and  milptfc'd'ipplkifc  I  tCo 

Then,  with  a  feitcompl*aftt>  jittfeg;  a&,^ 

It  fmil'd,  it  fm&J:M>  it  Wriggled  td  th£  Si£ti'  /'''  ; 

And  with  an  aukward  tRfifbief^,  n6t  i^s  'c5Wfi>  .  * . ' 

Looking  around,  and  jic^ldtig  cffi  thtf  diit$if6» 

Triumphant  feem'd— whii  that  ftraige'fb^ge  daflrtf,  is^ 

'  Known  but  to  few,  or  owl^  knbwh  bf-iifflt^i  /^ 

Plain  Common  Senle,  appeared;  by  Natttf tr  thert 

Appointed,  with  Plaift  Trirth,  tdgtfirjf  MhrdWif  i  ;* ;;; 

The  pageant  faw,  and  Mafted  wit^  hif  iifeWrfi/^'  ';"' 

To  it's  firil  date  of  nothing  melted  doWn.^       '        '  '    |  *il^o 

Nor  fhall  the  Mufe  (for  even  thc^e  thfe  pride  '      ■ 

Of  this  vain  nothing  fhall  be  mttdfy'iy-    '     '  '    -  •  '  •  •  ^' 

Nor  fhall  thc.Mttle  (fhotfld  Fate  o^d^jdn- htt- Ayil*sf>  '     *  '' 

Fond,  pleafmg  thought !  t6  live  in  aJRefi^iAitt)  ^'• 

With  fuch  a  trider^s  nart*  her  pag^'  Wfet ;  •       ih^ 

'  JSaiown  be  the  charaftet,  fhe  fhiiig  fdi^f  <     ■  •I 

Let  it,  to  difappoint  eaoh  futow  aim>   "     '  -         '  '     -'  — 

live  withottt<&ii^.  toid  di)^  mthdttt 9  firfiftV^^^   -       '-  •  .^..v^/ 

Cold-blooded  criticfci^  ly'*ftemi«  itei^      ^  ;  '^  '   f^ 

Scarce hamnier'd otit,\id«fH l>f»tttfe*^Ifttbl* ftW-  '5;'  "  '-  'Ifto 

:  qUmmcr'd  their )aA  1  t^lbOi  asggiflPblc^y  hftl^«ta^^"  "  *  '^'^ 

Creeps  laboring  thro*  x)i|-.vritts  j  "tih'ele^hilu€:«^  '^'^ 

Withfancy.kindledJ«ft-*^«itfrvliCf^ftW^    -^  i   '     t  .  "  '  >  A 

Whoinmetrwantoffiifft-dlil^pWei^l  t'  «    C  .^-'i-^A 

.  V     :  Whfr 
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Bigots  to  Greece,  imAfk»'(Hio  jSMfty  rtiHs, 

With  folemn  confoqfatffftfi  ^^tf^di  th'i^  lidk^ 

Could  jnigt  thtt  dwfi,  bat  iSdphocte  ^dkwte-j 

Dupes  to  thd^  faA«yM  ^itetltetce,  tlte  Clt)Wd, 

ObfequiMs  M  ^i»  fttenS^  di^lte>  bow'd.  190 

Wheniftmi  iMiidll  ^  tl^dfig  a  youth  iBod  fbrtlir^ 
Unknown  his  pcrfoiv,  n&l  utiferiown  his  woritfr  ?  * 

His  look  hefp^Uff  ipp}&ia4e  t  iAme  he  fl66d/ 
Alone  he  ftemm'd  ik€  ifi^tf  eritick  fteeid : 
He  talk'd  of  airtiflMtS  «^  fli^  man  biScame,  195 

Who  priz'd  our  nwi^,  bnkl  efn4^  net  tTleir  ftmtf ; 
With  nobk  mr'itftcif  fjMid  of'Gfe^ce  sttid  itoiii^^ 
And  fcom'd  to  teat  the  Unttl  ftmt  fha  fc^b. 
.    '  But  more  than  jM  tp  Mhi^  caiMitiie^  {[nmti^ 
^  Muftwetumbafir^ftaibestoertircM/ir*?  '  260 

*  Where  do  thefe  words  6f  XMfi^ti  and  Roittei^irciil, 

<  That  England  fdxf  wk  pleide  the  ear  fls  will  ? 
'  What  mighty  magick's  in  the  pla^e  df  siii'y 

^  That  all  perfeftions  m^is  mulll  centfe  «)Mel  ?   * 

*  In  ftates>  let  ftrangers  Ubdl]^  be  prefefr'd  j        .  '  205 

*  In  ftate  of  ftttdf^,  Mefk  fii^tild  be  he^d, 
'  Genius  is  of  no^coilxn^  ^her  puise  fay 

*  Spreads  all  abroad,  ae  gem^jral  as  the  day  f      ' 
f  Foe  to  reftraint,  from  plakHr  to  piade^  fhe  flies>  ' 

*  And  may  hereafter  e'en  tA  Hoiland  rife.  -210 
^  May  not,  (to  give  a  plea£ng  fancy  fcope^ 

<  And  chear  a  patnot.hearl!  with  patriot  hope)    ' 
'  May  not  fome  great,,  extebfive  genius,  rdle 

^  The  name  of  Britain 'bcve  Athenian  pndie  ; 

*  And,  whilft  brave  thirft  of  faime  his-  boibm^warms,  ^15 
«  Make  England  great  in  let}(er»  ts  in  arm  ? 

^  There  may-— th^re  hati»-»^iGtid  Shiakefyeare's  mub  dtfix^ 

*  Beyond  the  cexdt'of  fivebca ;;  with  mftthr^  i«es^ 
f  Mounting  aloft,  h^  wingi  his  dtrin^  fiij^r 

«  Whilfi  Sopho«l«»hietaN^  Aa»cfe  iHftibliiig  at  his  height.      220 

D  •  Why 
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'  Why  (hould  #•  then  abroad  Ibr  jvdgetroftiii/ 

*  When  abler  judgt§.wc«uy  find  ftC  home ?  ' 
'  H^ppy  in  tragick  and  in  comick  pow'n, 

-^•<  Have  wenotShakefpearei  is  not  Johnfim  ouni 

«  For  them,  ytmr  nat'nl  jndges,  Britons  I  vote  i  ztf 

*  They'll  judge  like  Britons,  who  like  Britons  wrote.' 
He  faid,  and  conquered— Senie  refum'd'her  (way. 

And  difappointed  pedants  fbdk'd  away :  -    -  '  '-^ 

^' Shakefpeare  and  Johnfon,  with  defenrM  applanle. 
Joint  judges  were  ordaia'd  to  try  the  caufe,  .  .  '  230 

Mean  time  the  ftranger  cv'ry  voice  employ'd^ 
To  afk  or  tell  his  name— Who  is  it  ?— >IJQyd. 
Thus,  when  the  aged  friends  of  Job  ftood  mnte^  '• 
'     And,  tamely  prndent,  gave  up  the  difpute,  * 

Elihu,  with  the  decent  warmth  of  youth,. .  .  '    335 

\  Boldly  ftood  fordi  the  advocate  of  Truth,    ' . 
Confuted  Falfliood,  ahd  difaUed  Pride,  /  .    > 

While  baffled  Age  ftood  fnarling  at  his  fide. 

The  day  of  trial's  fix'd ;  nor  any  fear       

Left  day  of  trial  fliould  be  put  off  here.  :  *  '  240 

Caufes  but  feldom  for  delay  can  call,        .  ' 

In  courts  where  forms<are  few,  fees  none  at  alL 

The  morning  came;  nor  find  I  that  the  inn,.  >  1      * 

-■   As  he  on  other 'great  events  hath  doiie,  '.    .    --v:  • 

Put  on  a  brighter  robe  than  what  he  wore  ^245 

'     To  go  his  journey  in  the  day  before.      .   ' 
Full  in  the  centre  of  a  fpacious  plain. 
On  plan  entirely  new,  where  nothing  vain* 
-  •  Nothing  magnificent,  appeared,  but « Art,  i ,         .  .  - . 

With  decent  modefty  perfbrm'd  her  part,   .    .  /  '^     r  •  •  J  250 

Rofe  a  tribunal ;  fi^m  no  other  ^onrt 

It  borrow^  ornament, ;  or  fought  fupport !  ^ 

Nojurieshere  were  pack'd  to  kill  or  dear;:       .  /'     ,.  -    ' 

No  bribes  v^ere  taken^  nor  oaths  broken  htxe%  ■ 

No  gownfmen,, ,pi^al' to  adienf s  caofe,  ,\  .  25J 

To  their  own  pnrpofeturft'd  the  pBant  ltWi.|.  .:  . . ;  -;:.x;  v/ 


beauties: OF  poetry*  %j 

Each  judge  was  true  and  fttady  to  jhis  tnd;     '     * 
As  Mansfield  wife,  and  as  old  Fofter  joft. 
'.  In  the  fir4-ieat>.  in  lobe :Qf  vadous  dyet« 
A  noble  wildneft  flaiku^  from  Ui  eyesj  afe 

\    Sat  Shakefpeare-TttiOB'e.handawandliebQrej 
For  mighty  wonders  fam'd  in  days  of  yore  % 
The  other  held  a  globe^  which  to  his  will 
Obedient  tom'd^  and  own'd  the  maftfr's  ikill; 
Things  of  the  no^left  kind  his  genius  ditw«  265 

And  look'd  through  Nature  at  a  £ngle  view  {     ,      ;       . 
A  loofe  he  gave  to  his  unbounded  ibdi» 
And  uught  new  lands  to  rife,  new  feas  to  roll ; 
Call'd  into  being  fcenes  unknown  before. 
And  paffing  Nature's  bounds,  was  fbmething  more.  270 

Next  Johnfon  fat,  in  ancient  learning  trained. 
His  rigid  judgment  fancy's  flights  reftrain'd, 
Correftly  prun'd  each  wild  luxuriant  thought^ 
Marked  out  her  courfe,  nor-fpar'd  a  glteious  fault : 
The  book  of  Man  he  read  with  niceft  art,  275 

^   And  ranfack'd  all  the  fecrets  of  the  heart; 
Exerted  penetradon's  utmoft  force. 
And  tracM  each  paffion  to  it's  proper  (buroe  ; 
Then,  ftrongly  mark'd,  in  livelieft  colonn  drtw^;     - 
And  brought  each  foible  forth  to  publick  view :  .  .    260 

The  coxcomb  felt  a  laih  in  ev'ry  word. 
And  fools  hung  out,  their  brother  fbols  detert'd : 
His  comick  humour  kept  the  world  in  awe,. 
And  Laughter  frighten'd  Folly  more  than  Law. .  . .  •« 

But,  hark  !— the  trumpet  founds,  the  crowd  gives  way,. .  285 
And  the  proceflion  comes  in  juft  array. 

Now  fhould  I,  in  fome  fweet  poetick  line^  - 

Offer  up  incenfe  at  Apollo's  ihrine, 
(Invoke  the  Mufe  to  quit  her  calm  abode. 
And  waken  mem'ry  with  a  fleepmg  ode :  ;        •  *  290 

For'how  (hould- mortal  man,  in  mortal  verft. 
Their  titles,  merits^  ordieir  names,  retlMKfe?  ^ 

Da  But 
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But  give,  kind  D9bi£&  •  memdiy  %M  rhyme. 

We'll  put  off  Genius  till  anodxer^iMe. 

Firft,  Order  caiQe^TyM^di  iblemn  ibp  and  iow,      -      *     z^^ 

In  meafur'd  time  his  fitct  wtre  tangly  Co  go : 

Behind,  frbm  tinu  to  time,  he  cdt^hit  €f^g  '•  -  - 

Leil  this  fhould  quit  his  place,  that  ftep  awiy  t 

Appearances  to  fave,  his  «n!y  care ;  . 

So  things  feem^ght,- «o  natter  what  they  «fe^  j66 

Via  him  his  parents  feiwF  thcmfelves  ren€w*<ty 

Begotten  by  Sir  Critlek  on  Sunt  Pra^.     . 

Then  come  Drum,  'i*f  iimpet>  Haa4fbey,  Rddle^  Flute  ^— 

Next  Snuffer,;  Sweeper,  Shiftir,  SokH^rr  Mvte  i    -    .  -'  ^-ir. . 

Legions  of  angels  all  in  white  ad'vauce  {  •       505 

<r^  Fifries  all  fire,  cq^ie  forward  in  ta  dance ; 

Pantomime  figjircs  then  are  bnooght  to  view. 

Fools  hand  in  ha^with  fi>olfi,  go  two  by  two* 

Next  came  the  Trwfurer  of  either  Hoitfe, 

One  with:  fiUl  p«r&,:  t'other  with  not  a  ibn^  t  ■    '  9 |o 

Behin*d  a  group  of  iigi|ffe»  a^e .cra^tej 

Set  off  with  all  xh\mp9t^ft^f  of  ^(e ;   .    . 

By  lace  and  feather  confeqral^  to!  fysm. 

Expletive  kings  an4  quf  ^as  withoat;^  name,  -  ~ 

HereHav^d^-^liar^ae^iiH.tbo  A^i^^ains,  3,15 

.  Loves,  hates^  and  raget;  tnumphs^  a«d  complains } 

His  eafy  vacant  face  pri}du|it/4  >  h^f 

Which, could :iiPt-fe»r  emoUony*  ner.ttipart. 

With  him  came  mighty  Daviea-^n  my  Ufe» 

That  Davies  hath  a  very  pretty  wife  !  .    '    3^0 

;Stat«fiiuui  all  pver  Irr-in  plots  femofis  grown  l«-» 

He  mouths  a  fentence,  as  cnra  month  a^  boQC* 
Next  Holland  came-^^th-  truly  trtigicli  fta)k. 

He  creeps,  he  flies— a  hero.flioald  notfii|iMiUc.<  • 

As  ifwithHeav'nhpifww'd,  his^^f4gfreycs  '    3W  " 

V  ^Planted  their  batteries  agaiaft  t^p_  /M^i  *  .' '  '   >   ' '    . 

Attitude,  aaion,.|if*pHvfe>  Jvt,  ligh/^<W,         '  s     *       . 

He  borrow'd^  sQHtrmfdl  \kk  of  aa  W»  9fftu   - 
-'   •  •  .    .        •'  "By 
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•^  9y  Fortune  thro|W  » im  o4«r  fc»gCr 

He  might  perhaps  ii»yefJfM|'4an«»fyl|gc  J  330 

Jut  now  appeals  i>  fopy,  %n4  no  m^ffi^. 

Of  fomething  bfti^.we  b^yg  fepi  1m^. 

The  a£br  w1k>  ^quld  bui)4  a  ibl^  £u9e,  , 
,  Muft  imitation's  fervil^  art»  diiclaimi 

Ad  from  himfelfj^  on  his  -own  bPUom  ftaad :  335 

1  hate  e*en  Garrick^  iJiiiSy  at  fisoond^hand. 

Behind  came  King-74m4  «p  io  modeft  lotea 

Baihfnl  and  yoang,  ha  fiuight  Hihjemia,'fi  Acre; 
:  Hibenua!  fam'd>  'boreev'ry  othtrgrace^ 

Fonnatchlefs  intifpidiQri)f  fhoe.  .    -   34^ 

From  her  his  features  can^t  the  gen'rous  ftame> 

And  bid  defiance  tQ  ill  ftnii;  of  ih^Qie.; 

Tutor*d  by  her  all  rivals  t^  furpafs,.  • . 
^?Mongft  Drury's  foils  he  comcs*  jmd  filing  in  Brafs. 

Lo>  Yates  1— without  the  letft  fineile  of  vt,  345 

He  gets  applaufe-rl  wiflk  he'id  get  his  f^ft^ 

When  hot  impatience  is  in  fiiU  career^  ^ 

How  vilely  *  Hark'e !  Hark'el'  grates. the  ear; 

When  a^ve  fancy  from  the  hrlmi  is  fent> 

And  ftands  on  tip-toe  for  ibme  wiAi'd  fvent,  .     3^0 

I  hate  thofe  care}e&-blttndfvs»  which  recal 

-  Snfpended  fenfe,  andproveitfidion  all. 

In  charaders  of  lowland  yjfflgur  mouldy 
:  Where  Nature's  coarieft  features  we  behold*  , 
Where,  deftitute^i^ry  decent  grace,  .355 

Unmanner'd  jefts  are  blurted  in  your  hct ;  . 
There  Yates,  with  juftice  Arid,  attention  draws,      . 
Afts  truly  from  )asaU£,  and  gains  applaufe ;    ^ 

-  Sttt  when  to  pleafii  ]|imielf,  or  charm  hit  wife. 

He  aims  at  ihmcfhing  in  politer  life,  3^^ 

•  When,  blindly  thwarting  Nature's  ftubbprn  plan. 
He  treads  the  ftage  by  vni:y  of  gentleman. 
The  clown,  w^o  9a  one  touch  of  bieedi^g  knows, 
iMkil  like  Tom  Sniiiiidre&'d  in  Clincher's  ck»t^^ 

Fond 
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Fondofhis  drefs^  fond-of  his  perfbn  growiij  '  36 J 

Laugh'd  at  by  all,  and  ta  himfelf  nnknowa,  . 
From  fide  to  fide  he  ftrots,  he  fmilcsy  he  prates. 
And  feems  to  wonder  what's  become  of  Yates. 

Woodward,  enda'd  with  various  tiicks  of  face. 
Great  maftcr  in  the  fcience  of  grimace,  570 

From  Ireland  ventures,  fav'rite  of  the  town, 
Lur'd  by  the  pleafmg  proipcft  of  renown  $ 
A  fpeaking  Harlequin,  made  up  of  whim. 

He  twifls,  he  twines,  he  tortures  ev'ry  limb;  

Plays  to  the  eye  with  a  mere  monkey's  art, 375 

'  And  leaves  to  fenfe  the  con^eft  of  the- heart. 
We  laugh,  indeed ;  but,  on  refledHon's  birth,  .  ".      .     .  . 

We  wonder  at  ourfelves,  and  curfe  our  niirth. 
His  walk  of  parts  he  fatally  mifplac'd. 

And  inclination  fondly  took  for  tafte ;  380 

Hence  hath  the  town  fo  often  (een  difplayM,- 
Beau  in  burlefque,  high  life  in  mafquerade.- 

But  when  bold  wits,  not  fuch  as  pu.tch  up  plays 
Cold  and  corred,  in  thefe  inilpid  days. 

Some  comick  character,  ftrong  featured,  urg^^'  3^5 

To  probability's  extremeft  verge, .  -.  .       -. 

Where  modeft  judgment  her  decree  fu{J)end9,' 
And  for  a  time  nor  cenfures  nor  commexid^^  • 
Where  criticks  can't  determine  on  dhe  fpot,  •         \       •     * 
Whether  it  is  in  nature  found  or  not  •         -  590 

There  Woodward  fafelyfli  alibis  pow'rs  exert. 
Nor  fail  of  favour  where  he  fliewsdefert;  •  ' 

Hence  he  in  Bobadil  fuch  praifcs  bore/-  • 

Such  worthy  praifes,  Kitely  fcarce  had  more. 

By  turns  transformed  into  all  kind  of  fliapes,  .  •    '  395 

Gonftant  to  none,  Foote  laughs,  cries,  fthttr,  and  fcrapes :       ' 
Now  in  the  centre,  now  in  van  or  rear,'  -••-.. 
The  Proteus  Ihifts,  bawd,  paribn,  audioneer. 
His  ftrokes  of  humour,  and  his  barfts -of  fport,-      *        ••    •— 
Arc  all  contain^ditt  this  one-wordi  distort**  *  -  4bo 

Doth 
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Doth  a  man  Mtt^,\ock  aiqiiiiit»  or  kalt,. ' 

Mimicks  draw  humour  out  of  NatuK^s  fault ; 

With  perfonal  defBftstiiiarmirdi  adorn. 

And  hang  misfortunes  ^tit  lb  pablkkfcom.*  -■  .  -  ' 

E'en  I,  whom*  Nature  dift  in^deous  mould,        '-"^  '  - ' '  -    40; 

Whom  having  made,  fiiie  trem^bled  tobehold# 

Beneath  the  load  of  mimicloy  may  groan. 

And  find  that  Nature^s  errors  are' my  own. 

Shadows  behind  of  Foote  and  Woodward'tame, 

Wilkinfon  this,  Obrien  was  that  name.        *  '410 

Strange  to  relate,  but  wonderfully  true,  ' '  ^ 

That  even  fhadow^  have  their  ihakiows  too! 

With  not  a  fmgle  comick  pow*r  endued. 

The  firft  a  mere'  mere  mimick's  mimick  ftood ; 

The  laft,  by  Nature  form'd  to'pleafe,  who  fhowis,  415^ 

*^  In  Johnfon's  Stephen,  which  way  genius  grows. 

Self  quite  put  off,  affedb  with  too  much  art 

To  put  on  Woodward  in  each  mangled  part ; 

Adopts  his  ihrug,  his  wink,  his  ftafe;  nay,  more. 

His  voice,  and  croaks ;  foi*  Woodward  croak'd  before.         420 
•When  a  dull  copier  fimple  grace;  negle^. 

And  refts  his  imitation  in  defe£ts,  * 

We  readily  forgive ;  but  fuch  vile  arts 
.  Are  double  guilt  in  men  of  real  parts. 

By  Nature  form'd  in  her  perverieft  mood,  425 

With  no  one  requifite  of  art  endu'd^ 

Next  Jackfon  came— Obferve  that  fettled  glare. 

Which  better  fpeaks  a  puppet  than  a  play'r ; 

Lift  to  that  voice— did  ever  difcord  h(^ 

Sounds  fo  well  fitted-  to  her  untuned*  ear  ?  430 

When,  to  enforce  ibine  very  tender  part. 

The  right-hand  fleeps  by  inftin^  on  the  heart. 

His  foul,  of  :cv*ry  other  thought  bereft. 

Is  anxious  only  where,  to  place  the  left : 

He  fobs  and  pants,  to  foothe.his  weeping  ipoufe ;  435 

To  feothe  his  weeptog  mother,  turns  .and  bows : 

Aukward, 
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Aukward^  embanfift'd^  t6ff,  witkoift  the  fldlt  * 

Ofmoving  gracefblly,  or  ftsndxng  flill; 

One  leg>  as  if  fufpickms  of  his  brothsr,        ::  ' 

Defirous  feems  to  na  sgkty  hown  V^Uier.  '     '  440 

Someerrors^  hifnAfd  dowfa  fcetoago to  age^      -" 

Plead  cnftom's  ^Me,  And  Ititt  poficit  tho  Aa^. : 

That's  vile — Should  we  a  parait't  iaolu  a^brc ;     *     .   .     : 

And  err>  becaufe  pur  fathers  err'd  before  1     -         r    >  .    . 

If,  inattex^tive  to  the  author^j  mkidj  445 

•    Some  afbrs  made  the  je&  they  could  not  ted  f    :  . 

If  by  low  tricks  they  marred  fidr  Natoreli  xnklk. 

And  blurr'd  the  graces  of  thl^  fimp^e  fcene  ;  ' 

Shall  we,  if  reafon  rightly  is- employ 'dy 

Not  fee  their  faults ;  or,  feeing,  not  amid?'  '      45<^ 

>    When  FalftaiF  ftands  deteded  in  a  lye. 

Why,  without  meaning,  rolls  Love's  glafTy  eye  ? 

Why — there's  no  caufe— at  leaft,  no  caufe  we  know--*' 

It  was  the  hStdon  twenty  years  ago. 

Faihion  !  a  word  which  knavts  and  fools  may  afe,  455 

Their  knaiwry  and  felly  to  excnfe. 

To  copy  beauties,  forfeits  all  pretence 

To  fame;  to  copy  faults,  is  want  of  fenfe. 
Yet  (tho'  in  fome  particulars  he  fails. 

Some  few  particulars,  where  mode  prevaMs)  460 

-    If  in  thefe  hallow'd  times,  when  fober,  fad. 

All  gentlemen  are  melancholy  mad; . 

When  'tis  not  dbem'd  fo  great  a  cnmie,  by  half. 

To  violate  a  veftjd,  as  to- laugh; 

Rude  mirth  may  hope  ptefiunpt'ous  to  engage  '    1^65 

An  ad  of  toleration  for  the  ftage;     ' 

And  courtiers  will,  Hke  reafonaUe  creatiire»^ 

Sufpend  vain  fiUbioii,  and  unfcrew  their  features  t 

Old  FalftafF,  play'd  by  Love^  fhall  pieafe  oaoe  mQr<;,     . 

And  humour  fet  the  audienoe  in  a  roar.  470 

Adiors  I've  U»tky  and  of  no  vulgar  mour. 

Who  being  fioin  one  part  poibft'd  of  ^pMSy  '  ^ 

Whether 
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Whether  they  are  to  laugh,  crjr,  wldne^  ^4niw1» 
-  9lill  introduce  that  favorite  {ttrt  in  all. 

Here,  Love,  be  cautiotts— ne'er  be  thoa  betrayed  47$ 

To  call  in  that  wag  Palftaff^s  dang'nwfl  aid; 

Like  Gothsof  old,  however  he  feems  a  fnend. 

He'll  feize  diat  throne  yotf  ip(^  him  to  defend. 
,  hi  a  peculiar  moQld  by  Kumou'C^, 

For  Falftaff^^  fram'jdp-himieif  the  firft  and  laft—  4^0 

He  ftands  aloof  from  all-^malntains  his  ftate. 

And  icoms,  like  Scotihien,  to  aJBmilate. 

Vain  all  difguift^-^too  plain  we  fee  the  trick, 
'  Tho'  the  knight  wears  the  weeds  of  D<nnintck  ; 

And  Boniface,  difgrac'd,  betrays^  the  fmack,  485 

In  ANNO  DOMiNErOf  FalAaiF^s  fack. 

Arms  crofs'd,  brows  bent,  eyes  fix'd,feet  marching  flow, 

A  band  of  malcontents  with  fpleen  overflow  $ 

Wrapt  in  ooncdit's  impenetrable  fog. 

Which  pride,  like  Phoebus,  draws  from  ev'ry  bog,  490 

They  cuHe  the  managers/ and  curfe  the  town, 

Whofe  partial  favour  keeps  fuch  merit  down. 
But  if  fome  man,  mcMre  iugrdy  than  the  reft. 

Should  dare  attack  theie  gnatlings  in  their  neft. 

At  once  they  rife  with  impotence  of  ftBge,  49S 

Whet  their  fmall  ftings,  and  buisz  about  the  ftage. 

'  'Tis  breach  of  privilege !— Shall  any  dare 

*  To  arm  fatirick  truth  agatnft  a  play'r? 

*  Prefcriptivc  rights  we  ptead,  time  out  of  mind; 

'  A£brs,  unlaih*d  themfelves,  may  lafli  mankind.*  50Q 

-What  *  ihall  Opinion,  then,  of  Nature  ii^. 
And  Hb'ral  as  the  vagrant  air,  agree 
To  ruft  in  chains  like  thefe,  imposM  by  ^igs 
Which,  lefs  than  nothing,  ape  the  pride  of  kings  f 
No— tho'  half  poets  with  half  players  job,  505 

To  cnrfe  the  freedom  of  each  honeft  lin^ ; 
Tho*  rage  and  maUce  dim  their  faded  dieek. 
What  the  Mufe  fineely  diiaks,  (he'll  freely  fpeak ; 

E  With 
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Withjuftdifdaij>Qf^'rypi4mr;fcwrr,    ; 
Stranger  alike  to  flattery  jaii^  fegr#      *  .-:  .  .1.'     .jio 

IjCi  purpofc  fi|c'4,  axvd  tp  fcerfclf  ^  riil«»   :.  .... 

Publick  contempt  item  ]K»t  ^  pi*lifik.t>pl..        ;  =  I  ii. .  v>  * 

AufHn  would  i4w9>yf  gliAlMI  in  Ff^och  filju  a    •   ii'k  ' 
Ackman  would  .No|TM..berTi^JP>id«r,  Wilki;->    •  -  ^ 

For  who,  like  Ackman,  ca^  y4^  htfjUQOr  pUftfr^.  .J45 

Who  can,  like  ff^^Ur,  .cfeMfii^wi*  fipTigWjr  fttft  ?■      :  '        1 
ffigher  than  all  (iw  rpfi»  ^  Swafljy  tout^  :         : .    r : 
A  mighty  Gulliver  in  LilUpaftl  ,   .  i  iii  -    .i^    -  -  r 

Ludicrous  Naturel  wfaiek at  Alice coiilfifliowf  '  *  ;.    ' 
A  man  fo  very.higJi,  fi)  vciy  low*   •  ''  •:  jio 

If  Iforget  theQ,.Blakc8,  orif  Ifay      .  :.-  /  .-:- 

Aught  hurtful,  may  I  never  (ktHtUi  play  I    .  .  ..1 ..  i  ... .  \  " 
.  .Letqritick^ifiidibilfup^rciUouagir,.      ^         /.  ^^   ■  .r,  .   ,.;. 
Decry  thy  variou;  merit,  ^xui  d^ass. 

Frenchman  is  ftill  at  top—^but  fcem  ik»X  rag^»  . . ;  j :  . .   .    .  •  J^5 
Which,  in  piui:king  t^^  »M»cks  ihe  age*  .   :  . 
French  follies,  H^ii^pecfUly  fi9ibra«'il,  .- 
At  once  provoke  QiHr  l©iftk*  «ld£>rm  i^  t«S9i 

Long  from  a  p^^on  ^vfjr  hardly  U^^ *  , .  /  .  ^ 

At  random  cei^fw'd,  Wfi9450|ily  rfwM^d, '  .  :,         '5  JO 

•  Have  Britons  drawn  their  fp<Ht;  witb|>Wtial  vkw-  ."t  -   -^ 
Formed  gen'r^l  i|ot49i|$  fif)^  ^  t^^  ^W  i 
Condemn'd  a  people,  a^  for  vices  known,       . 
Which,  from  their  co|intry  bamih'd,  U^k  P»»  »Wtt. 
At  length,  hwp'w,  Ae  ilayift  chftii)  i«.bl©k«>  5JS 

.  And  Senfe,  iWliken'd,  feoms  h?r  aacii»ai  yoke :  . 
Taught  by  thee,  Moody*.  we  nqw  Ica^  tio  r?ife 
Mirth  from  their  foibles,  fr€a!%.th£ir  virtyies  praife. 

Next  came  the  legion  which  que  fualmer  Bayes 
From  alleys  here  and  there  contriv'd  to  raife,  540 

Fiufh'd  with  vaft  hqpe^i^  and  certain  to  fucceed« 
With  wits  who  cannot  write,  and  fcarca  can  read. 
-  Vet'rans  no  more  Aipporl  the  ix^tten  cauie^ 

No  more  frox|i  Elliot's  wflrth  they  rtsiji  appbuife^i  . 
..   .-  1;  Each 
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Eachonhimfeirdetertiune».tdfely;       ''  "^^^ 

Be  Yates  din)aiided|  aad.  let  SlHot  fly. 

Never  did  play'rs  ib  i^ll'  an 'aatk»r  ^%^' 

To  Nature  deed,  and  fbe^  declared  td  wit. 

So  loud  each  fotf^y  (•^elftpty  wa»  cfaeh  heKd/ 

So  much  they  tallc'd^  kyerf  iktle  faid,  j^o 

So  WQnd'rous  dull>  and  yet  ib  wond'rcfm  vaifi^     . 

At  once  fb  willing  and  mfift  to-  rag»» 

That  Reafon  fwore^  Aor would  tlteoiath  rees^^ 

Their  mighty  ^lafter's  fetll  iikfom'd  them  lUh 

As  one  with  various  difapfNAAftfteiftS'  fed^  ^  j  j 

VEHiom  dulnefs  only  kept  fi[\m  being  mad^ 
Apart  from  all  the  reft  great  Mulphy  eame-^ 
Common  to  fools  and  wits  the  rage  of  fame. 
What  tho'  the  fims  of  N^lfetilb  hail  him  Sii«, 
Auditor,  Author,  Manager,  and  Squire?  j6o 

His  reiUefs  foul's  Udlatioa  ftop»  not  there ; 
To  make  his  triumf>hB  ferfe^,  dub  him  Pla/v. 

In  perfon  tall,  a  figure  form'd  to  pleaie> 
if  fymmetry  could  charm,:  depriiv'd'of  eaie : 
When  motionlefs  he  fUnds^  we'aU  approver  ^  ^6^ 

What  pity  'tis  the  thmg; was  made  to  move  I 

His  voice,  in  one  dull,  deep>  unvary'd  found. 
Seems  toTbreak  forth  from  caverns  under  ground) 
JFrom  hollow  cheft  dke  low  iepulchral  note 
Unwilling  heaves,  and  ftrugglea  in  his  throat.   .  j^o 

Could  authors  bntcher'd  gpive  an  ador  grase^ 
All  mufl  to  him  refign  the  foremoft  place. 
When  he  attempts,  in  ibme  one  fav'rite  part. 
To  ape  the  feelings  of  a  manly  heart, 

Hb  honeft  features  the  difguife  defy>  $75 

And  hi&  face  loudly  gives.  bi&  tongue  the  Ije. 

Still  in  extreraciBjr  he  knows  no  happy  mean. 
Or  raving  mad,  or  ftupidly  iereno:  . 
In  cold-wrought  fcenes^  the  lifele^  a&or  flags ; 
In  paffion,  tean  the  paflion  into  tags.  }8o 

tz  Can 
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Can  none  remember  ?    Yes,  I  know  all  muft. 
When  in  the  Moor  he  ground  his  teeth  to  du&. 
When  o*cr  the  ftage  he  Folly's  ftandard  bore, 
'Whilil  Common  Senfe  flood  trembling  at  the  door. 

How  few  are  found  with  real  talents  blefs'd !  585 

Fewer  with  Nature's  gifts  contented  reft. 
Man  from  his  fphere  eccentrick  ftarts  aftray; 
All  hunt  for  fame,  but  moft  miftake  the  way. 
Bred  at  St.  Omer*s  to  the  ihuffling  trade. 
The  hopeful  youth  a  Jeiuit  might  have  made,  590 

With  various  readings  ftor*d  his  empty  fcuU, 
Learn'd  without  fenie,  and  venerably  dull ; 
Or  at  fome  banker's  deik,  like  many  more. 
Content  to  tell  that  two  and  two  make  four. 
His  name  had  ftood  in  dty  annals  fair,  ^^r 

And  prudent  dulnefs  mark'd  him  for  a  mayV. 

What  then  could  tempt  thee,  in  a  critick  age. 
Such  blooming  hopes  to  forfeit  on  a  ftage  ? 
Could  it  be  worth  thy  wondrous  wafl«  of  pains. 
To  publifti  to  the  world  thy  lack  of  brains  ?  600 

Or  might  not  Reafon  e'en  to  thee  have  (hown. 
Thy  greateft  praifc  had  been,  to  live  unknown  ? 
Yet  let  not  vanity  like  thine  defpair ; 
Fortune  makes  Folly  her  peculiar  care. 

A  vacant  throne  higli-plac'd  in  Smithfield  view,  ^5; 

To  facred  Dulnefs  and  her  firft-bom  due. 
Thither  with  hafte  in  happy  hour  repair, 
-  Thy  birth-right  claim,  nor  fear  a  rival  there; 
Shutcr  himfelf  fhall  own  thy  jufter  claim,  *    ' 

And  venal  Ledgers  pufF  their  Murphy's  name ;  6to 

'  Whilft  Vaughan  or  Dapper,  call  him  which  you  will^ 
Shall  blow  the  trumpet,  and  give  out  the  bill. 

There  rule  fccure  from  criticks  and  from  fenfc. 
Nor  once  ihall  Genius  rife  to  give  offence ; 
Eternal  peace  (hall  blefs  the  happy  fhore,  615 

And  little  fadions  break  thy  reft  no  more. 

From 
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From  Covent  Garden  crowds  promifcuoos  go. 
Whom  the  Mufe  knows  not,  nor  defires  to  know: 
Vet'rans  they  ieemM,  bat  knew  of  arms  no  more 
Than  if,  till  th^it  time,  i|rms  they  never  bore:  620 

'  Like  Welbninfter  milida,  train'd  to  fight. 
They  fcarcely  knew  the  left  hand  from  the  right : 
Aiham'd  among  fuch  troops  to  Oiew  the  head. 
Their  chiefs  were  fcatter'd,  aiid  their  heroes  fled. 

Sparks,  at  his  glafs  fat  comfortably  down,  (525 

To  fep'rate  frown  from  finile,  and  fmile  from  &own. 
Smith,  the  genteel,  the  airy,  and  the  (mart. 
Smith  was  juft  gone  to  fchool  to  fay  his  part* 
Rofs  (a  misfortune  which  we  often  meet) 
Was  faft  aflecp  at  dear  Statira's  feet ;  630 

;  Statira,  with  her  hero  to  agree. 
Stood  on  her  feet; as  faft.  afleep  as  he. 
Macklin,  who  largely  deab  in  half-form*d  founds, 
.Who  wantonly  tran^refles  Nature's  bounds, 
Whofe  adting's  hard,  a&£led,  and  conftrain'd»  635 

Whofe  features,  as  each  other  they  difdain'd. 
At  variance  fet,  inflexible  and  coarfe. 
Ne'er  know  the  workings  of  united  force. 
Ne'er  kindly  foften  to  each  other's  aid. 

Nor  fliew  the  nnngled  pow'rs  of  light  and  (hade ;  640 

No  longer  for  a  thanklefs  flage  concem'd^ 
To  worthier  thoughts  his  mighty  genius  tum'd, 
Harangu'd,  gave  ledures,  made  each  Ample  elf 
Almoft  as  good  a  fpeaker  as  himfelf ; 

Whilft  the  whole  town,  mad  with  miflaken  zeal,  645 

An  aukward  rage  for  elocution  feel. 
Dull  dts  and  grave  divines  his  praife  proclaim. 
And  join  with  Sheridan's,  their  Macklin's  name. 
Shuter,  who  never  car'd  a  fmgle  pin. 

Whether  he  left  out  nonfenfe,  or  put  in ;  650 

Who  aim'd  at  wit,  tho'  levell'd  in  the  dark. 
The  random  arrow  feldom  hit  the  mark. 

At 
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At  Iflington,  all  bjr  tKe  placid  Aram, 
Where  city  (wains  in  lap  of  dulnefs  dream; 
Where  quiet  as  her  ftrains  their  ftrains  do  flow,  ,    655 

'^   That  all  the  patron  by  the  bards  may  know^ 
'  Secret  as  night,  with  Rolfs  eicpenenc'd  aid,. 
The  plan  of  future  operations  laid,  -' 

Proje^ed  fcheines  the  fummer  months  to  diear. 
And  fpin  out  happy  folly  thro'  the  year.  660 

Bnt  think  not,  tho'  theie  daflnrd  chiefs  are  fled, . 
That  Covent  Garden  troops  fliall  want  a  head:         • 
Harlequin  comes,  their  chief  !-^See,  from  afiu*^ 
The  hero  feated  in  fantaflick  car ! 

Wedded  to  Novelty,  his  only  arma  656 

Are  wooden  fwords,  wands,  taliiinans,  and  charaM : 
On  one  fide  Folly  fits,  by  fomc  call'd  Fun  | 
And,  on  the  other,  his  arch  patron,  Lun  ; 
Behind,  foi;  liberty  athirft  in  vain, 

Senfe,  helplefs  captire !  drags  the  galling  chain  ;  670 

Six  rude  mif-fhapen  beafts  the  chariot  draw. 
Whom  Reafon  loaths,  and  Nature  never  faw ! 
Monfters  with  tails  of  ice,  and  heads  of  fire>  •  - ' 

Gorgons  and  Hydras,  and  Chymarras  dire* 
Each  was  beflrode  by  full  as  monflrous  wight,  675 

Giant,  Dwarf,  Genius,  Elf,  Hermaphrodite. 
The  town,  as  ufual,  met  him  in  full  cry  j. 
The  town,  as  ufual,  knew  no  reaibn  why : 
But  fafhion  {o  direds,  and  modems  raiie. 
On  fafhion's  mould'ring  bafe,  their  tranfient  praiie.  6S0 

Next,  to  the  field  a  band  of  females  draw 
Their  force,  for  Britain  owns  no  Salique  law : 
Jnfl  to  their  worth,  we  female  rights  admit. 
Nor  bar  their  claim  to  empire,  or  to  wit* 

Firfi,  giggling,  plotting  chamber-maids  arrire,  6S5 

Hoydons  and  romps,  led  on  by  Gen'ral  Clive  ; 
In  fpite  of  outward  btemiflies  fhe  ihone. 
For  humour  fam'd,  and  Inimonif  all  her  own : 

Eafy, 
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.  Safy»  as  if  at  home*  the  ftige  ike  trod. 

Nor  fought  the  critick's  praift,  nor  feared  hb  rod :  690 

Original  in  fpirit,  and  in  ea(e» 

Shepleas'd^  by  Mding  all  attempts  to  pltale  1 

No  comick  a^efs  ever  yet  coold  ndfe, 
-On  humour  Vbaie>  more  merit  or  more  praife* 

With  all  the  native  vigour  of  fixteen,  695 

Among  the  merry  troop  con^icuous  ieen> 

See  lively  Pope  advance  in  jig,  and  trip 

Corinna,  Chf ny;  Honeycomb*  and  Snip ; 
- 1<^  without  art,  bnt  yet  tO'Natnre  true. 

She  charms  the  town  with  humour  juft,  yet  new :  700 

Chear'd  by  her  promife,  we  the  Icfs  deplore 

The  &tal  dme  whoi  CUv0  ibaU  be  no  more. 
Lo !  Vincent  c^nMf-v^-with  fimple  grace  arrty'd»  . 

She  laughs  at  paltry  arts,  and  (corns  parade : 

Nature  thro'  her  is  by  refte^on  (hown,  705 

Whilil  Gay  once  xi^W9  knom  Polly  for  his  own. 
Talk  not  to  me  of  diffidence  and  fear— 

I  fee  it  all,  but  muft  forgive  it  here ; 
-  Pefeds  like  thefe,  which  modeft  terrors  caufe. 

From  impudence  itielf  estbrt  applaufe.  710 

Candour  and  Reafon  ftill  take  Virtue's  part ;  >^ 

We  love  e'en  foibles  in  fo  good  a  heart* 
Let  Tommy  Arn<^  with  ufualpomp  of  ftyle, 

Whofe  chief,  whofe  o»ly  merit's  ta  compile,. 

Who,  meanly  pUf'ring  here  and  there  a  bit,  715 

Deals  muiick  out,  as  Murphy  deals  out  wit, 

Publiih  propofals,  laws  for  tafte  prefcribe. 

And  chaunt  the  praife  of  an  Italian  tribe ; 

JjCt  him  reverfe  kind  Nature's  firft  decree?. 

And  teach  e'en,  Brent  a  method  not  to  pleafe ;  72^ 

But  never  fhall  a  tridy  Britifh  age 

Bear  a  vile  race  of  eunuchs  on  the  ftage  : 

The  boafted  work's  call'd  National  in  vain> 

If  one  Italian  voice  pollutea  the  ftrain. 

Where 
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Where  tyrants  rule,  ai^d  ilave^.wkk  joy  obey,  .  :  ,  "  .725 

Let  ilaviih  miailrels  pour.  th'.  enervate  \kj; 

To  Britons  far  more  noble  pleafures  ipring,  ■ 

In  native  notes  whilit  Beard  and  Vincent  fing*  ■    ■ 

Might  figure  give  a  title  unto  £ime^  :         .     .:...> 
What  rival  fhould  with  Yate«  difpute  her  claim  ?  ' :     :.:...'    Ji^ 
But  juftice  may  not  partial  trophies  raife. 
Nor  fink  the  adb-efs  in  the  won^n's  praife.  '    :^ 

Still  hand  in  hand  her  words  and  anions  go,  .  ^ 
And  the  heart  feels  more  than  the  features  ihpiw;   -^  «...  s 
For  thro'  the  regions  of  that  beauteous  face    .         •        ••  '  75$ 
We  no  variety  of  paffions  trace;  *  ..       .  .    ? 

Dead  to  the  foft  emotions  of  the  hesort,         ;  ^  . .     ,  -  1  ...  -  -  ^ 
No  kindred  foftnefs  can  thofc  eyes  impu-t:    •      -"  '  ■■'•'*}  -  •  ^ 
The  brow,  ftill  fix'd  in  forrow's  fullen  frames -*         >     '    !     I 
Void  of  diitinfiion,  marks  all  parts  the  fame*     .  740 

What's  a  fine  perfon,  or  a  beauteous  f^e,  • 
Unlefs  deportment  gives  them  decent  grace? -- 
Blefs'd  with  all  other  requifites  to  pleafe. 
Some  want  the  (biking  elegance  of  eaie;  *' 

The  curious  eye  Aeir  aukward  movement  tires;  745 

They  feem  like  puppets  led  about  by  mres :  .    * 

Others,  like  flatues,  in  one  poilure  ftill. 
Give  great  ideas  of  the  workman's  ikiU ; 
Wondering,  his  art  we  praife  the  more  we  view. 
And  only  grieve  he  gave  not  motion  too;  •     750 

Weak,  of  themfelves,  are  what  we  beauties  call ; 

It  is  the  manner  wjiich  gives  flrength  to  all : 

This  teaches  ev'ry  beauty  .to  unite. 

And  brings  them  forward  in  the. noblefl  light. 

Happy  in  this,  behold,  amidfl  the  throngs  755 

With  tranfient  gleam  of  grace.  Hart  fweeps  along.  . 

If  all  the  wonders  of  eternal  grace, 
A  perfon  finely  turn'd,  a  mould  of  face. 
Where,  union  rare,  ExprefEon's  lively  force 
With  Beauty's  foftcft  magick  holds  difcourfe,  ,.      .  7.60 

Attrad 
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Attra^  the  eye  ;  if  feelings,  void  of  art, 
Rouze  the  quick  paflions,  a&d  inflame  the  heart ; 
If  mtifick  fweetly  breathiiig  from  the  tongue, 
^Captives  the  ear.  Bride  muft  not  pais  unfung. 

When  fear,  which  rank  ilUivature  terms  conceit,  765 

By  time  and  cuflpm  conquer'd,  (hall  retreat ; 
When  judgment,  tator'd  by  experience  fage. 
Shall  ihoot  abroad,  and  gather  ftrength  from  age  ; 
.When  Heav'n  in  mercy  Ihall  the  fbge  releale 
From  the  dull  flumbers  of  a  (HlUlife  piece ;  77a 

When  fome  flale  flow'r,  difgraceful  to  the  walk. 
Which  long  hath  hung,  tho'  wither 'd,  on  the  iUlk, 
Shall  kindly  drop,  then  Bride  ihall  make  her  way, 
^And  merit  find  a  paiTage  to  the  day  ; 

Brought  into  a^on,  ihe  at  once  ihall  raiie,  77^ 

Her  own  renown,  and  juftify  our  jH-ufe. 

Form'd  for  the  tragick  fcene,  to  grace  the  ihige 
With  rival  excellence  of  love  and  rage, 
Miflrefs  of  eac^  foft  art,  with  nfatchlefs  ikill 
To  turn  and  wind  the  .paffions  as  ihe  will ;  780 

To  melt  the  heart  with  fympathetick  woe. 
Awake  the  iigh,  and  teach  the  tear  to  flow  ; 
To  put  on  frenzy's  wild  diHraftcd  glare. 
And  freeze  the  foul  with  horror  and  defpair ; 
With  juil  dcfcrt  cnrollM  in  endlefs  fame,  785 

Confcious  of  worth  fuperior.  Gibber  came. 

When  poor  Alicia's  maddening  brains  are  rack'd. 
And  fh-ongly  imag'd  griefs  her  mind  diilrad. 
Struck  with  her  grief,  I  catch  the  maHnefs  too. 
My  brain  turns  round,  the  headleis  trunk  I  view  !  790 

The  roof  cracks,  fhakes,  and  falls ! — new  horrors  rife. 
And  Reafoh  bury'd  in  the  ruin  lies. 

Nobly  difdainful  of  each  ilaviih  art. 
She  makes  her  firfk  attack  upon  the  heart ; 
Pleas'd  with  the  fummons,  it  receives  her  laws»  795 

And  all  is  iilence,  fympathy,  applaufe. 

F.  But 
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But  when,  by  fond  ambition  drawn  afide. 
Giddy  with  praife,  and  puff'd  with  female  pride. 
She  quits  the  tragick  fcenc,  and  in  pretence 
To  comick  merit  breaks  down  Nature's  fence,  So* 

I  icarcely  can  believe  my  ears  or  eyes. 
Or  find  out  Gibber  thro*  the  dark  difguiie. 

Pritchard,  by  Nature  for  the  ftage  defign'd. 
In  perfon  graceful,  and  in  fcnfe  refin'd ; 
Her  art  as  much  as  Nature's  friend  became,  S05 

Her  voice  as  free  from  blemifh  as  Jier  fame : 
Who  knows  fo  well  in  majefty  to  plcafe, 
Attempcr'd  with  the  graceful  charms  of  eafe  ? 

When  Corigreve's  favour'd  pantomime  to  grace. 
She  comes  a  captive  queen  of  Moorifh  race ;  Sio 

When  love,  hate,  jealoufy,  defpair,  and  rage. 
With  wildeft  tumults  in  her  breaft  engage. 
Still  equal  to  herfelf  is  Zara  feen ; 
Her  paffions  are  the  paiTions  of  a  queen. 

AVhen  fhe  to  murder  whets  the  tim'rous  Thane,  81  j 

I  feel  ambition  rufh  through  ev'ry  vein ; 
Perfuafion  hangs  lipon  her  daring  tongue. 
My  heart  grows  flint,  and  ev'ry  nerve's  new  ftrung. 

In  comedy — *  Nay,  there,'  cries  Critick,  'hold! 

*  PrJtchard's  for  comedy  too  fat  and  old :  82Q 
^  Who  can,  with  patience,  bear  the  grey  coquette, 

*  Or  force  a  laugh  with  over-grown  Julett  ? 

*  Her  fpcech,  look,  aftion,  humour,  all  are  juft, 

*  But  then  her  age  and  figpre  give  difguft/ 

Are  foibles,  then,  and  graces  of  the  mind,  825 

In  real  life,  to  iize  or  age  confin'd? 
Do  fpirits  flow,  and  is  good-breeding  plac'd. 
In  any  fet  circumference  of  waift  ? 
As  we  grow  old,  doth  afFeftation  ceafe  ; 

Or  gives  not  age  new  vigour  to  caprice  ?  830 

If  in  originals  thefe  things  appear. 
Why  fhould  we  bar  them  in  the  copy  here  ? 

The 
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The  nice  punftilio-mongers  of  this  age, 

The  grand  minute  reformers  of  the  fUge^ 

Slaves  to  propriety  of  ev'ry  kind,  835 

Some  ftandard  meafure  fpr  each  part  fliould  find; 

Which  when  the  beft  of  adors  (hall  exceed^ 

Let  it  devolve  to  ope  of  fiaaller  breed. 

^11  Adors,  too,  upon  the  back  ihould  bear 

Certificate  of  birth — time  when — ^place  where;  640 

For  how  can  cntidks  rightly  ^x  their  worth, 

XJnlefs  they  know  the  minute  of  their  birth  ? 

An  audience,  too,  deceived,  may  find,  too  late, 

That  they  have  clapp'd  an  z&or  out  of  date. 

Figure,  I  own,  at  firfl  nuy  give  pfifence,  845 

i^nd  harihly  ftrike  the  eye's  to6  curious  feofe ; 
But  when  perfections  of  the  mind  break  forth. 
Humour's  chafte  fallies,  judgment's  folid  worth ; 
When  the  pure  genuine  flame,  by  Nature  taught. 
Springs  into  (enfe,  and  ev'ry  addon's  thought ;  850 

Before  fuch  merit  all  objedlions  fly, 
Pritchard's  genteel,  and  Ganlck's  fix  feet  hi^gh. 

Oft  have  I,  Pritchard,  fecn  thy  wond'rous  flcill ; 
Confefs'd  thee  great,  but  find  thee  greater  itill ; 

That  worth  which  fhone  in  fcattcr'd  rays  before,  855 

Colleded  now,  breaks  forth  with  double  pow'r^ 

The  Jealous  Wife!  on  that  thy  trophies  raife. 

Inferior  only  to  the  author's  praife. 
From  Dublin,  fam'd  in  legends  of  romance. 

For  mighty  magick  of  enchanted  lancey  860 

With  which  her  heroes  arm'd,  victorious  prove. 

And  like  a  flood,  run  o'er  the  land  of  Love, 

Moflbp  and  Barry  came — names  ne'er  defign'd 

By  Fate  in  the  fame  fentence  to  be  join'd. 

Rais'd  by  the  breath  of  popular  acclaim,  S65 

They  mounted  to  the  pinnacle  of  fame ; 

There  tht  weak  brain,  made  giddy  with  the  he^S^^» 

Spurred  on  the  rival  chiefs  to  mortal  fight : 

¥2  Tha* 
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Thus  fportive  boys,  around  Iblnc  bafon*s  brim. 

Behold  the  pipe-drawn  bladders  circling  fwiim  ;  S70 

But  if,  from  lungs  more  potent,  there  arife 

Two  bubbles  of  a  more  than  common  llzc. 

Eager  for  honour,  they  for  fight  p^rpare. 

Bubble  meets  bubble,  and  both  (ink  to  air. 

Mofibp,  attach'd  to  military  plan,  -         ^5 

Still  kept  his  eye  fix'd  on  his  right-hand  man ; 
A^Tiilft  the  mouth  mcafures  words  with  feeming  ikift 
The  right-hand  labours,'  and  the  left  lies  (till ; 
For  he  reiblv'd  on  Scripture  grounds  to  go. 
What  the  right  doth,  the  left-hand  ftiari  not  fcnow.  S80 

With  ftudy'd  impropriety  of  fpeech 
He  foars  beyond  the  hackney  critick*s  reach  ; 
To  epithets  allots  emphatick  ftatc, 
Whilft  principals,  nngrac'd,  like  lacquics,  rmt ;     • 
In  ways  firft  trodden  by  himfclf  excels,  885 

And  ftands  alone, in  indeclinables  ; 
Conjunftion,  prepofition,  adverb,  join,' 
To  ftamp  new  vigour  on  the  nervous  line : 
In  monofyllaUes  his  thunders  roll. 
He,  (he,  it,  and  we,  ye,  they,  fright  the  foiil.  ^90 

In  perfbn  taller  than  the  common  fixe. 
Behold  where  Barry  draws  admiring  eyes ! 
When  lab'ring  pafGons,  in  his  bofom  pent, 
Convulfive  rage,  and  ftruggling  heave  for  vent. 
Spectators,  with  imagrn'd  terrors  warm,  "'•      895 

Anxious  cxpeft  the  burfting  of  the  llorm  ;  ''    ' 

But  all  unfit  in  ftick  a  pile  to  dwell. 
His  voice  comes  forth  Ifke  Echo  from  her  tell; 
To  fwell  the  tempcft  needfol  aid  denies. 
And  all  adown  the  ftage  in  feeble  murmurs  diesi  $00 

What  man,  like  Barry,  with  fuch  pains  can  err. 
In  elocution,  adion,  charafter  ? 
What  man  cot^  give,  if  Barry  was  not  here,        '• 
Such  well-applauded  tendemcfs  to  Lear?     ■ 

Who 
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Who  dfe  can  fpeak  fo  very,  very  fine,  905 

That  fenfe  may  kindly  end  with  ev'iy  Kne  ? 

Some  dozen  lines  befwe  the  ghoft  as  there, 

Bdiold  him  for  the  iolemn  fcene  prepare  ; 

S^e  how  he  frames  his  eyes,  pcnzes  each  limb. 

Puts  the  whole  body  into  proper  trim :  9x0 

From  whence  we  learn,  with  no  great  ftretch  of  art. 

Five  lines  hence  comes  a  ghoft ;  and.  Ha  t  4  fiart. 

When  he  appears  molt  perfed,  iHll  we  find 
Something  which  jars  upon  and  harts  the  mind : 
Whatever  lights  upon  a  part  are  thrown,  915 

We  fee  too  plainly  they  are  not  his  own : 
No  flame  from  Natirc  ever  yet  he  caoght. 
Nor  knew  a  feeling  which  he  was  not  tanght : 
He  rais'd  his  trophies  on  the  bafe  of  art. 
And  conn'd  his  paflions  as  he  conn'd  his  part.  920 

Quin,  from  afar,  !\ir'd  by  the  (cent  of  fame, 
A  ftage  leviathan,  put  in  his  t^aim. 
Pupil  of  Betterton  and  Booth.     Alome, 
Sullen  he  walk'd,  and  deem'd  the  chair  his  own ; ' 
For  how  fhould  moderns,  muffarooms  of  the  day,  925 

Who  ne'er  thole  mafters  knew,  know  how  to  play  ?— • 
Grey-bearded  veterans,  who  with  partial  tongue. 
Extol  the  times  when  they  diemfelves  were  young ; 
Who  having  loft  all  reliih  for  the  ftage. 

See  not  their  own  defeds,  but  Ia(h  the  age ;  930 

Received,  with  joyful  murmurs  of  applaufe. 
Their  darling  chief,  and  iin'd  his  £iv'rite  caufe. 

Far  be  it  from  the  candid  Mufe,  to  tread 
Infulting  o'er  the  afhes  of  the  dead  ; 

But,  juft  to  living  merit,  ihe  maintains,  93J 

And  dares  the  teft,  whilft  Garrick's  genius  reigns. 
Ancients  in  vain  etideavoor  to  excel. 
Happily  prais'd,  if  they  could  ad  as  well. 
But  tho'  prefcription's  force  we  difallow. 
Nor  to  antiquity  fuhmiffive  bow ;  940 

Tho' 
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Tho'  we  deny  imaginary  grace^ 

Founded  on  accidents  of  .time  atid  place. 

Yet  real  worth  of  ev*ry  growth  (hall  bear 

Due  praife ;  nor  muft  we,  Quin,  forget  thee  there. 

Hb  words  bore  fterling  weight ;  nervous  and  fbong.  54.5 

In  manly  tides  of  fenfe  they  roU'd  along  : 

Happy  in  art,  he  chiftfly  had  pretence 

To  keep  up  numbers,  yet  not  forfeit  fenfe. 

No  a^r  ever  greater  heights  could  reach. 

In  all  the  laboured  artifice  of  fpeech.  950 

Speech  !  is  that  all  ? — And  ihall  an  after  found 
An  univerfal  fame  on  partial  ground  ? 
Parrots  themfelves  fpeak  properly  by  rote. 
And  in  fix  months  my  dog  fhall  howl  by  note. 
I  laugh  at  thofe  who,  when  the  ftage  they  tread,  g^^ 

Negled  the  heart  to  compliment  the  head  ; 
With  ftridl  propriety  their  care's  coniin'd 
To  weigh  out  words,  wliile  paiTion  halts  behind : 
To  fyllable-difleftors  they  appeal. 

Allow  them  accent,  cadence — fools  may  feel^  g6p 

But,  fpite  of  all  the  criticifing  elves, 
Thofe  who  WOUI4  make  us  feel,  muft  feel  themfelves! 

His  eyes  in  gloomy  focket  taught  to  roll, 
Proclaim'd  the  fullen  habit  of  his  foul : 

Heavy  and  phlegmatick  he  trod  the  ftage,  965 

Too  proud  for  tendernefs,  too  dull  for  rage. 
When  Hedlor's  lovely  widow  ihines  in  tears. 
Or  Rowe's  gay  rake  dependent  virtue  jeers. 
With  the  fame  caft  of  features  he  is  feen 
To  chide  the  libertine,  and  court  the  queen.  970 

Firom  the  tame  fcene,  which  without  paffion  flows. 
With  juft  defert  his  reputation  rofe  ; 
Nor  lefs  he  pleas'd,  when,  on  fome  furly  plan. 
He  was,  at  once,  the  aftor  and  the  man. 

In  Brute  he  Ihone  unequalPd  :  all  agree,  975 

Garrick's  not  half  fo  great  a  Brule  as  he* 

When 
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When  Cato's  labour'd  fcenes  are  brought  to  view. 

With  equal  praife  the  aftor  laboured  too  ; 

For  ftill  you'll  find,  trace  paffions  to  their  root. 

Small  difference  *twixt  the  ftoick  and  the  brute.  98Q 

In  fancy'd  fcenes,  as  i^  life's  real  plan. 

He  could  not,  for  a  moment,  fink  die  man. 

In  whatever  cafl  his  character  was  laid. 

Self  ftill,  like  oil,  upon  the  furface  play'd. 

Nature,  in  fpite  of  all  his  ikill,  crept  in  :  985 

Horatio,  Dorax,  Falftaff— ftill  'twas  Quiu. 

Next  ibllows  Sheridan— -a  doubtful  name. 
As  yet  unfettled  in  the  rank  of  fame  : 
This,  fondly  laviih  in  his  praifes  grown. 
Gives  him  all  merit,  that  allows  him  none.  990 

Between  them  both  we'll  fteer  the  middle  ccurfe. 
Nor,  loving  praife,  rob  judgment  of  her  force. 

Juft  his  conceptions,  natural  and  great. 
His  feelings  ftrong,  his  words  enforc'd  with  weight. 
Was  fpeech-fara'd  Quin  himielf  to  hear  him  fpeak,  995 

Envy  would  drive  the  colour  from  his  cheek  ; 
But  ftep-dame  Nature,  niggard  of  her  grace, 
Deny'd  the  focial  pow'rs  of  voice  and  face. 
Fix'd  in  one  frame  of  features,  glare  of  eye, 
Paftions,  like  chaos,  in  confufion  lie :     .  looo 

In  v^n  the  wonders  of  his  ikill  are  try'd 
To  form  diftin£Uons  Nature  hath  deny'd. 
His  voioe  no  touch  of  harmony  admits, 
irregularly  deep,  and  fhrill,  by  fits ; 

The  two  extremes  appear  like  man  and  wife,  1005 

Coupled  together  for  the  fake  of  ftrife. 

His  aftions  always  ftrong,  but  fometimes  fuch. 
That  candour  muft  declare  he  a6ls  too  much. 
Why  muft  impatience  fall  three  paces  back  ? 
Why  paces  three  return  to  the  attack  ?  1.0  lo 

Why  is  the  right  leg,  too,  forbid  to  ftir,  , 

Unlefs  in  motioii  femi-circular  ? 

Why 
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Why  muft  the  hero  with  the  Nailor  vie^ 

And  hurl  the  clofe<clinch'd  fifl  at  nofe  or  eye  ? 

In  Royal  Johu>  with  FhiUp  angry  grown,  .       ^015 

I  thought  he  wooki  have  knocked  poor  Darits  down* 

Inhuman  tyrant !  was  it  not  %  ihame. 

To  fright  a  king  fo  haiTnlefs  and  {6  tanac  ? 

But,  fpitc  of  all  defe£l$,  his  glories  rife. 

And  art,  by  judgment  for^o'd,  with  Nature  vies'.  .    H>tm 

Behold  him  found  the  depth  of  Hubert's  fouU 

Whilil  in  his  own  contending  paffiont  roll : 

View  the  whole  fcene,  with  critick  judgment  fcan. 

And  then  deny  him  merit,  if  you  can. 

Where  he  falls  fhort,  'tis  Nature's  fault  alone ;  1 025 

Where  he  fucceeds,  the  merit's  all  his  own* 

Lafl,  Garrick  came— Behind  Um  throng  4  train  '    . 

Of  fnarling  Criticks,  ignorant  as  vain. 

One  finds  out '  He's  of  ilature  fomewhat  low  ; 

*  Your  hero  always  (liould  be  tall,  yon  know :  ipjo 

*  True  nat'ral  greatnefs  all  conftfts  in  height.'  .       * 
Produce  your  voucher,  Critick.—*  Serjeant  Kite.' 

Anotlier  can't  forgive  tl|e  paltry  arts 
By  which  he  niakes  his  way  to  (hallow  hearts;.         .   » 
Mere  pieces  of  fincfle,  traps  for  applaufe.  ^035 

*  Avaunt !  unnat'ral  ftart,  affedled  paufc' 

For  me,  by  Nature  form'd  to  judge  with  phlegm, 
I  can't  acquit  by  wholefale,  nor  condemn. 
I'he  befl  things  carried  to  excefs  are  wrong ; 
The  ftzTt  may  be  too  frequent,  paufe  too  long ;  I040 

Sut,  only  us'd  in  proper  time  and  place, 
Severeft  judgment  mu&  allow  them  grace. 

If  bunglers,  form'd  on  imitation's  plan, 
Juft  in  the  way  that  monkies  mimick  man. 
Their  copy'd  fcene  with  mangled  arts  difgrace,  1045 

And  paufe  and  ilart  with  the  fame  vacant  face. 
We  join  the  critick  laugh ;  thofe  tricks  we  fcom> 
Which  fpoil  the  fcenes  they  mean  ^em  to  adorn ; 

But 
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X«t  when,  frpm  (Nature's  pure  and  genuine  fource, 
Thcfe  ftrokes  of  adking  flow  with  gch*rous  force»  105b 

When  in  thp  features  all  the  foul's  pourtray'd. 
And  pailions  fuch  as  Garrick's  are  difplay'd. 
To  me  thqy  feem  fix)m  quickeft  feelings  caught) 
s£adi  ftart  is  Nature,  and  each  paufe  is  thought. 

When  reafon  yields  to  paflion's  wild  alarms,  1055 

And  the  whole  date  of  man  is  i)p  in  arms. 
What  but  a  critick  could  condemn  the  play'r 
For  paufing  here,  when  cool*  feftfe  paufts  tiieref 
Whllft,  working  from  the  heart,  the  fire  I  trace. 
And  mark  it  ftrongly  flaming  to  the  face;  I060 

Whilft  in  each  found  I  hear  the  very  man, 
1  can't  catch  words,  and  pity  thofe  who  caA. 

Let  wits,  like  fpiders,  from  the  tortur'd  brain 
Fine-draw  the  critick-web  with  curious  pain ; 
The  gods---a  kindnefs  I  with  thanks  muft  pay—*  io6j 

Hare  form'd  me  of  a  coarfer  kind  of  clay; 
Nor  ftung  with  envy,  nor  with  fpleen  difeas'd* 
A  poor  dull  ci-eaturey  fUll  with  Nature  pteas'd: 
H^nce  to  thy  praifes,  Garrick,  I  agree. 
And  pleas'd  with  Nature,  muft  be  pleas 'd  with  thee.         1079 

Now  might  I  tell  how  iilence  reign'd  throughout. 
And  deep  attention  hufli'd  the  rabble  rout ; 
How  ev'ry  claimant,  tortur'd  with  defilre. 
Was  pale  as  aJhes,  or  as  red  as  fire ; 

But,  loofe  to  fame,  the  Mufe  more  Amply  a^,  ^075 

Rejefts  all  flouriih,  and  relates  mere  fadb. 

The  judges,  as  the  fev^ral  parties  came. 
With  tamper  heard,  with  judgment  weigh'd  each  claim ; 
And,  in  their  fentence  happily  agreed. 
In  name  of  both,  great  Shakefpeare  thus  decreed^  1080 

'  If  manly  fenfe ;  if  Nature  link'd  with  art ; 
'  If  thorough  knowledge  of  the  human  heart ; 
*  If  powers  of  acting,  vaft  and  unccmfinM ; 
«  If  fewefl  faults  with  greateft  beauties  join'd ; 

G  Mf 
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*  If  flrong  cypreflion,  and  flrange  pow'rs  which  lit  id^ 

*  Within  tlic  magick  circle  pf  the  eye ; 

*  If  feelings,  which  -few  hearts  like  his  can  kuow» 
'And  which  no  face  fo  well  as  his  can  (how, 

*  Dcfcrve  the  prcfrencc — Garrick !  take  the  chair  ; 

*  Nor  quit  it-^till  thou  place  an  equal  there  !*  1.09^ 


A      NIGHT  .  PIECE.   . 

BY    MISS    CAB.TER.. 

WHILE  Night  in  folemn  fhadc  invefb  the  pole. 
And  calm  refle^Hon  foothes  the  penfive  foul ; 
While  reafon  undifturb*d  aflcrts  her  fway. 
And  life's  deceitful  colours  fade  away  ; 
To  thee  !  All-confcious  Prefence  !  I  devote 
This  peaceful  interval  of  fober  thought  2 
Here  all  my  better  faculties  confine ; 
And  be  this  hour  of  facred  filence  thine  ! 

If,  by  the  day's  illufive  fcenes  mifled. 
My  erring  foul  from  Virtue's  path  has  ffray'd  f 
Snar'd  by  example,  or  by  paffion  warm'd. 
Some  falfe  delight  ;my  giddy  fenfe  has  charmM; 
My  calmer  thoughts  the  wretched  choice  reprove^ 
And  my  bed  hopes  are  c^nter'd  In  thy  love* 
Depriv'd  of  this,  can  Kfe  one  joy  afford ! 
It's  utmoft  boaft,  a  vain  tinmeaning  word* 

But,  ah !  how  oft  my  lawlefs  paffions  rove. 
And  break  thofe  awful  precepts  I  approve  I 
Purfue  the  fatal  impulfe  I  abhor, . 
And  violate  the  virtue  I  adore  \ 
Oft,  when  thy  better  Spirit's  guardian  care 
Warn'd  my  fond  foul  to  fhnn  the  tempting  fhare. 
My  ftubborn  will  his  gentle  aid  reprcfs'd. 
And  check'd  the  riling  goodnefs  in  my  breaft, 

Mad^ 
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Mad  with  vain  Kdpes,  or  nrg'd  by  felfe  defires, 
iitiird  his  foft  voice»  and  quench'd  his  iacred  fires. 

With  grief  o^prrfs^d,  and  proftrate  in  the  duft^ 
$hottld'ft  thop  condemn,  I  own  the  fentence  jull. 
But,  oh ;  thy  ipftcr  title?  Ut  9^e  claim. 
And  plead  my  caufe  by  Mercy's  gentle  name. 
Mercy  !  thai  .i^dpts.tl^o  jiet^te^^al  tefu> 
And  diflipates  the  horrors  of  defpair ; 
Ffdm  rigoroas  juftioe  Seals  the  vengeful  hoiir» 
Softens  the  dftadfbl  attribute  of  Poiwer» 
Difarms  the  wrath  of  an  ofiended  God, 
And  feals  my  pardon  in  a  Saviour's  blood! 

All-powerliil  Grace,  exert  thy  gentle  fway. 
And  teach  my  rebel  paffiohs  to  obey ; 
Left  lurking  folly,  with  inficUous  art. 
Regain  my  volatile  intiOii^bMt  heart ! 
Shall  evety  high  reiblve  devotion  framed. 
Be  only  lifelefs  knmda  Mi  fpeciocus  names  f 
O  rather,  while  thy  hope^  Bird  leajh  c(mtMi]> 
In  this  fiill  hour^  each  molten  of  my  fbtiU 
Secure  it's  fafety  by  a  fudden  doom. 
And  be  the  foft  retreat  of  iS«ep  my  WAh  ! 
Calm  lef  me  flnmber  in  that  tiarfc  repofe. 
Till  the  lafl  nkotn  ifs  orient  b^am  (Micloie : 
Then,  when  the^ieat  irdiKnge^'s  poteftt  foani 
Shall  echo  thro'  creatton's  am{>le  round, 
Wak'd  from  the  deep  of  death  widi  joy  lurvey 
The  openiag  Iplendofs  of  etenud  inf. 


Cfa  THE 
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THE    DEATH    OF    ARAGHNE; 

AN    HERpI-COMI-TRAGIClC    POEM. 

BY  JOHN  HAWKESW.ORTH,  LL.t>. 

TH  £  fhiinking  brooks  and  fuifet  meads  comfribdn^il. 
That  fummef's  tyrant,  fenrid  Sirius,  retgn'd  ;  . 
Full  weft  the  fun  from  heaven  defcending  rodci 
And  fix  the  fhadow  on  the  dikl  fliow'd. 

Philo,  tho*.)joung,  to  mufmg  much  inclin'd,      .: 
A  Ihamelefs  floven,  in  his  gown  had  din'd)  .♦ 

From  table  fncaking  with  a  fheepifh  face,    • 
Before  the  circle  was  difmife'd  with  grace, 
And  fmoaking  noyr,  his  deik  with  books  p'erijiread. 
Thick  clouds  oPincenfe  ^11  around  his  head  :        '    ' 
His  head,  wh^ch  i&ve  a  quarter's  growth  of  hair^    -. -^ 
His  woollen  cap  Ipng  iince  fcrattfa'd  off*,  was  hsbrt ;  > 
His  beard  three  days  had  grown,  of  golden  hue ;  '. 

Black  was  his  fhin,  oncoraely  to  d^e  view^  . 
Crofs-legg'd  he  fat,  and  his  ui^garter'd  hoie. 
Of  each  lean  limb  ha)f  l^ide  a|id  half  expofe  ;  , 
His  cheek  1^  lean'd  i|pon  l^is  hand ;  below. 
His  nut-brown  flipper  hung  jipon  his  toe* 

Now  with4Lt>ftra£ted  flight  he  climbs  apace. 
High  and  more  high,  through  pure  unbounded  fpace  -^ 
Now  mere;  privation  fails  the  wings  of  thought. 
He  drops  down  headlong  tl^rough  th^  vaft  of  nought, 
A  friendly  vapour  Mathefls  fupplies ; 
Borne  on  the  furging  fmoke,  he  joys  to  rife : 
Matter  thro'  modes  and  qu^ties  purfues ; 
Now  caught,  entranc'd  it's  naked  eflence  views ; 
Now  wakes— the  vifion  fading  from  his  fight. 
Leaves  doubts  behind, .  th^  mifl$  of  mental  night. 

Exifling 


ExiiHng  not,  but  poffible  alone,  -    " 

He  deems  all  fubilance,  and  fufpe^  his  own. 

like  wave  by  wave  impcU'd,  nowrque^ons  rolf--^ 

Docs  foul  in  aught  fubfift,  or  all  in  foul? 

Is  fpace,  extenfion,  nothing  but  a  name. 

And  mere  idea  Naturfc's  mighty  frame  ? 

AH  power,  all  forms^  to  intcliea  confin'd ; 

Place,' agerit,  fubjed,  inilrument  combih'd?  '  • 

Is  fpirit  diverfe„  yet  from  number  free. 

Conjoined  by  harmony  in  unity  i^^ '  .  j 

Truth's  fpotlefs  white,  what  pierdngeye  defaie^,        -'      * 

When  the  ray  broken  takes  Opinion'^  dyes ! 

In  vain  now  Philo  feeks  the  facred  light)  .  ^  :      ' 

In  chaos  pl^ng'd^  where  embryo /yftems  fight*- 

In  this  dark  faotfr,ttniiotic'd,  Chloe.camej 
His  ibidy-doc^  admits  the  ihining  dame : 
With  Natur/s's.oharms,;  &«  jtiin'd  the  duums  c^  art^    ■ 
Wife  of  his  choice^  and  miftrefs  of  bis  heart.  * 

What  on  her  head  ihe  w«m,  tseOi  /and  high,  '  s' 

Unnam'd  ^ovci  ia  called  011  earth  a  fly  ;     .  ^ 

In  wanton  ringlets  her  fair  trdlfics  fell,' 
Her  breads  beneath  traniparent  inuilin  fwell : 
{Studded  witl\  'ilaming  gems  a  buckle  bound 
Th'  embroidered  Z(me  her  flender  waift  around  3 
Thenc^to  her  feet  a  vaft  rotund  difplay'd  :       ^ 

The  mingling  colours  of  the  rich  boocade  ; 
This  aiding  fancy,  blending  ihame  and  pnde. 
Inflames  with  beauties  it  was  meant  to  hide. 
With  parelefs  eafe  the  nyn^h  firft  fhappM  her  fan;- 
Roird  round  her  radiant  eyes,  and  thus  l>egan. 
'  How  canft  thou,  Philo,  here  delight  to  fit, 
f  Immers'd  in  learning,  naftinefs,  and  wit? 
f  Clean  from  the  cheft  where  various  odours  breathe^ 
f  And  dying  rofes  their  laft  fweets  bequeath, 
^  A  ihirt  for  thee,  by  i!ny  command,  the  maid 
f  Three  ho|ir$  ago  before  the  fire  difplay'd  j 

•  The 
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*  The  barber,  waidug  to  renew  thy  fnce» 

*  Holds  thy  wig  powdepd  fai  thie  paAtboard  tafe  i 
«  Thy  filkeo  breeches,  and  thy  httfb  of  thready 

'  Coat,  waiftcoat, .  all.  He  ready  oh  the  bed. 
'  Renounce  that  odsmt  pipe,  this  filthy  cell, 
«  Where  filence,  doft,  and  Pagan  authors  dwell'; 

<  Come  !  fliall  the  kdies  wait  in  vain  lor  thee? 

<  Come!  tafte  with  «s  the  dianns  of  mirth  and  tea.*. 
As  Philo  heard  confo^  tiie  filrer  Iblnid,  ' 

^is  fonl  emerges  findm  the  dark  pxofinmd  i 
Qn  the  bright  vifion  fnU  he  tom'd  his  ^yes  : 
ToachM,  as  he  gax^d,  with  pltoafiire  and'itirpriqe« 
The  firft  faint  dawnii^  of  a  fmile  appeared  I    ^ 
And  now,  in  aa  to  ^peak^  he  firok*d  his  beltfd; 
When,  £rom  a  Ihelf  juft  o'er  the  fiur^one'^  kead, 
Down  dropt  Arachns  by  the  viicous  tUead. 
Back  flirts  the  wfm)^  wkh  tenolf  and  dHmay^. 

<  The  fpider  !  oh !'  wis  all  that  McouU iay« 
At  this  the  fage  rtfnmM  die  Jook  fevere.   ' 

«  Renounce,  with  womanU  -foUy,  wbman's  fear  Jl' 
He  faid  ;  and  careful  to  the  ftelf  c6nT^Vl  ' 
The  haplefs  rival  oT  the  b]u«^*d  ttaid. 

Th*  enormous  (ked  ftfttMidi^d  Ckk>6  ▼iew'dj^ 
And  rage  the  crimlbli  Oft  her  chieek  t>eii6w*d. 
'  Mail  then,^  iaid  ihe,  '  iiikh  Iddeons  veHhtn  crav^Ij^ 
'  Indulged,  protefted,  o'er  tte  cabwcb'd  wall  ? 

*  Deftroy  her  tjuickly-^herc  her  life  I  claim ; 
f  If  not  for  love  or  decency,  for  fhanjc  I* 

*  Shame  be  to  gvilt  !*  tepliies  the  man  of  thought; 
♦.  To  flavcs  of  cuftoal,  ije'er  by  reaibn  taught ; 

*  Who  fpare  no  life  di^t  touches  not  their  own, 
'  By  fear  their  cruelty  vetoin'd  alone. 

'  No  Mameiers  inftd  lives  it's  deftin'd  hear, 

<  Caught  in  the  uurdering  vwtiex  of  dieir  power. 

<  For  me,  the  yirtues  oF  the  mind  I  letLrn 

'  From  fage  ^rachne,.  fbr  wiiofe  K^  ybi^  bom ; 


From 
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From  her,  w^  biifyrall  th^jtuoiner's  day 

She  weaves  the  carious  woof  l^uu  fhaies  her  pvoy* 

I  learn  iair  indofiry  and  art  to  prize. 

Admiring  Nature  providtotly  wife; 

Who,  tha'  her  bounty  unezhauftcd  Sows, 

Not  daily  br6ad  on  idleneft  heftoww 

'  Arachne,  fiiU  fuperior  to  deipair, 

Reftores  with  art  what  accidents  impair. 

The  thouiandth  time  the  broken  thread  renews. 

And  one  great  end  with  fortitude  pnifues : 

To  me  her  toil  is  ne^er  renew'd  in  vain. 

Taught  wh^t  the  wife  by  perfeyerance  gain ; 

WarmM  by  example  to  the  glorious  ftrife. 

And  taught  to  conquer  in  the  fight  of  life. 

'  When  now  \^th  reft  amidft  her  labours  crownM^ 

She  watchful,  patient,  eyes  the  circle  round ; 

I  learn,  when  toil  has  well  deferv'd  {vLccck, 

Hope's  placid,  calm  expedbmce,  to  poflefe  i 

With  care  ta  watch,  with  patience  ftiU  to  wait. 

The  golden  moment^  dio'  deby^'d  by  Fate*' 

Impatient  Chloe  thus  .again  ieply'd: 

How  fiy>n  is  errcM*  tfajDO*  each  veil  defcry'd ! 

Still  boafHng  reafim*s  power,  how  ii^eak  are  we  t  . 

How  blind,  alas !  to  all  we  would  not  (eel 

Elfe  how  could  Philo,  in  a  Spder's  caufe» 

Talk  thus  of  mercy  with  deferv*d  applaufe  f 

Or  call  aught  virtuous  induftry  and  lk)lU 

Exerted  only  to  fuiprize  and  kill ! 

The  blamelefs  infed,  whpm  no  mmpder  feeds. 

For  her.  At  vi^dm  of  her  cuiwing,  bleeds  J 

Cunning!  which  when  to  wifdpm we  compare. 

Is  but  to  her,  to  men  what  monkies  are.* 

'  Hold !'  Philo  cries;  «  and  know,  the  Qmo  deoee 

Gave  her  the  4y»  which  j^ves  the  lamb  to  thee  ; 

Or  why  thofe  wmgs  adapted  to  die  fiiate,. 

Why  interceptive  hangs  tht  Sit  in  air  ? . 
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*  As  plain  in  thcfe  the  pnrcq>t,  ♦'  Kill  and  cat,'^ 

*  As  in  thy  ikill  to  carve  tlie  living  treat.' 

*  To  this/   fhe  aiesj^  '  perfuadc  me,  if  you  can; 
^  Man's  lord  of  all,  and- all. was  madsilarnian/ 

*  Vain  thought  I  the  child  of  ignorance  and  pride.! . 
Difdainful  fmiling,  quickly  he  reply 'd« 

*  To  man,  vain  reptile  I  tell  me  of  whfLt  nCe 

*  Are  all  that  Africk's  peopled  waftc^rproduce  ? 

*  The  namelefs  monftcrs  of  the  fwarming  feas, 

*  The  pigmy  nations  wafted,  on  the  breeze  i 

*  The  happy  myriads,  by  his  eyes  unfeen, 

*  That  balk  in  flowers,  and  quicken  all  the  green  ? 

*  Why  live  thefe  numbers  blefs'd  in  Nature's  ftatc? 

*  Why  lives  this  Spider  objedl  of  thy  hate? 

*  Why  M^  ?  but  life  in  comtnon  to  poilefs, 

*  Wide  to  diiFufe  the  ftream  of  happinefs  : 

♦,  Blefs'd  ftream  !  th'  o'erflowing  of  the  parent  mind  j 
«  Great  without  pride,  and  without  weaknefs  kind.* 

With  downcaft  eyes,  and  (ighs,  and  modeft  air. 
Thus  in  fbft  founds  reply'd  the  wily  fair: 

*  This  fatal  fubtilty  thy  books  impart, 

*  To  baffle  truth,  when  unfiifbrin'd  by  art ; 

«  For  this,  i;^hen  Chloe  goes  at  twelve  to  bed, 
^  Till  three  you  fit  in  conVcrfe  with  the  dead  ; 

*  No  wonder,  then,  in  vain  my  ftiirs  employed 

*  To  prove  it  beft  that  vermin  be  deftroy'd  ! 

*  But  tho'  you  proudly  triumph  o'er  my  fcx, 

*  Joy  to  confute,  and  reafon  but  to  vex; 

*  Yet,  ifyottloVe  ine>  to  oblige  yourwife^ 

*  What  could  y6u  leis  !  you'd  take  a  Spider's  life* 
•uOnce,  to  prevent  my  wiflxes,  Philo  flew ; 

*  But  time,  that  alters  all,  has  alter'd  you* 

*  Yet  ftiU  unchang'^d  poor  Chlb^'a  lave  remains  ^ 

*  Thefe  tears  my  witnefs,  i^ch  your  pride  difdairts  J 
^  Thefe  tears,  at  opce  rijy  vWitnefs  and  relief  I' 

Hete  paus'd  the  fair,  alKeloquenC  in  grief. 


He, 
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He,  who  had  often,  and  alone^  o'ertnni'd 
Witlings^  and  fophifb,  when  his  fury  biirn'd« 
Now  yields  to  love  the  fbrtreis  of  his  foal ! 
ICs  eyes  with  vengeance  cm  Arachne  roll : 

*  Cors'd  wretch !  thou  poifimons  quintefience  of  ill, 

•  Thofe  predous  drops,  unpmiilh'd,  ihalt  thou  fpillf* 
He  faid  ;  and  floojnngj^irom  his  foot  he  drew* 
Black  as  his  purpoie,  m^t  was  once  a  fhoe : 

Now,  high  in  )ur  tike  fa&I  heel  aicends, 

Reaibn's  laft  effort  now  the  ftrokefuipends,-    ■     •       „ 

In  doubt  he  flood— when,  breadi'd  from  Chloe's  hreaft; 

A  ftruggling  figh  her  inward  grief  ex|»vfs'd. 

Fir'd  by  the  found,  <  Die !  fOTcerefs,  die !'  he  cry'd. 

And  to  his  arm  his  ntmofi:  ftrength  apply'd : 

Crufh'd  falls  the  foe,  one  complicated  wound. 

And  the  fmote  fhelf  returns  a  jarring  found.     • 

On  Ida's  tc^  thus  Venus  erfb  prevail'd. 
When  all  the  fapience  of  Minerva  faifd : 
Thus  to  like  arts  a  piey,  as  poets  tellj 
9y  Juno  lov'd  in  vain,  great  Dido  fell. 
And  thus,  for  ever,  beauty  ihall  controul. 
The  faint's,  the  fage's,  and  the  hero's  foul. 

But  Jove  with  hate  beheld  th'  atrocious  deed^ 
And  vengeance  follows  with  tremendous  fpeed  3 
In  Philo's  mind  fiie  quenched  the  ray  that  fir'd 
With  love  of  fdence,  and  with  verfe  infpir'd  ; 
Expung'd  at  once  the  philofbphick  theme. 
All  fages  think,  and  all  that  poets  dream ; 
Yields  him,  thus  chang'd,  a  vaffal  to  the  fair. 
And  forth  fhe  leads  him  witha  vigor's  air :  .   - 
Drefs'd  to  her  wifh,  he  mixes  with  the^gay,- 
As  much  a  trifle,  and  as  vain  as  they ; 
To  fix  their  pow'r,  md  rivet  faft  the  chain. 
They  lead  where  pleafiire  fpreads  her  kdk  domain  ;  .  •^^    - 
Where,  drown'd  in  mufick  Reafon's  hoarier  call,  :; ':  * 

Love  fmilestriumphant^m  thy.  groves^  Vauxhall,       - 

H  A  FA- 
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A   FATHER'S  ADVICE  TO  HIS  SON. 


BY    JOHN    GILBERT    COOPER,   ESQ;, 

DEEP  in  a  grove,  by  cyprefs  fliaded. 
Where  mid-day  fun  had  feldom  ihone. 
Or  noife  the  folemn  fcene  invaded. 
Save  fome  afflided  Mufe's  moan ; 

A  Twain  towards  full-ag'd  manhood  wending. 

Sat  forrowing  at  the  clofe  of  day; 
At  whofe  fond  fide  a  boy  attending, 

Lifp'd  half  his  father's  cares  away. 

The  father's  eyes  no  objeft  wrefted. 

But  on  the  fmiling  prattler  hung  ; 
Till,  what  his  throbbing  heart  fuggefled, . 

Thefe  accents  trembled  from  his  tongue. 

'  My  youth's  fir  ft  hopes,  my  manhood's  treafure! 

'  My  prattling  innocent  attend  ; 
*  Nor  fear  rebuke,  nor  four  difpleafure, 

*  A  father's  lovelieft  name  is  Friend. 


*  Some  truths,  from  long  experience  flowing, 

*  Worth  more  than  royal  grants,  receive ; 

*  For  truths  are  wealth  of  Heav'n's  bellowing, 

•  Which  kings  have  feldom  power  to  give. 

'  Since,  from  an  ancient  race  defcended, 
'  You  boaft  an  unattainted  blood ; 

*  By  your's  be  their  fair  fame  attended, 

'  And  claim  by  birthright  to  be  good. 


In 
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*  In  love  for  every  fellow-creature, 
'  Superior  rife  above  the  crowd  ; 

*  What  moft  ennoblA  human  nature, 

*  Was  ne'er  ^e  portion  of  the  proud. 

'  Be  thine  die  generotis  heart,  that  borrows 

*  From  other's  joys  a  friendly  glow  ; 

^  And  for  each  haplefi  neighbour's  forrows, 

*  Throbs  with  a  fympath^tkfc  Woe. 

'  This  is  the  temper  jnoft  endearing  i^  .  .  I  . 

*  Tho' wide  proud  Pomp  lier  bannte-s  fpr65a4^, 

*  An  heavenlier  power,  good-nature  bearing,  ' 

*  Each  heart  in  willing  thraldom  leads. 

*  Tafte  not  from  fame's  nncertsdn  fountain,  ' 

*  The  peace-deftroying  ftreams  that -flow; 

*  Nor  from  ambition's  dihgerons  mountain, 

*  Look  down  iipati  the  world  below.  '  ^    ' 

*  The  princely  pifle  on  hills  C5raitcd,  '■ 

'  Whotbibftybkhchf^s-clearetheiky, 

*  By  winds  long  bkv'dy  -aU'laft  dflanlted, 

*  Is  headlong  wMrl'4  itf  ?d«(t  ^o  lie  :  p 

*  Whilft  the  mild  fbfei  ri<!^*feTdy  growing, 

*  Low  in  it's  ttiiiffpiring  ^ale/  :. 

*  Amidft  retiromeiiK's  (helter*bl6«ring,    « 

*  Exchanges  fw^^switlr'^te^rygdei-' 

'  Wilh  not  for  b^5«ily^dlttl4ttgii»ttt#e8^ 

*  Mouldf4*y  *&lttu:«j'3.f(hidliiig pOw«r ;  * 
^  For  faireft  fomii  'Ibiong  Imioan  cf  eatuis^, 

*  Shinebut',^ril^g^^,i^.9|^l^or.a*  .:  ' 

Ha  '  I  faw 
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'  I  &w  the  pride  of  all  the  meadow, 

*  At  noon,  a  gay  Nardflbs,  blow 

•  Upon  a  river's  bank,  whofe  ihadow 

'  Bloom'd  in  the  iilver  waves  below ; 

''  By  noon-tide*s  heat  it's  yoath  was  wifM, 
'  The  waters  as  they  pafs'd,  complainM; 

•  At  eve  it's  glories  all  were  blofled,     •  .^    - 

*  And  opt  one  former  tint  lemain'd.. 

•  Nor  let  vain  vni^s  deceitful  glory     . 

'  Lead  yon  frc^  wifdom's  padi  aftray^ 
'  What  genius  lives  renown'd  in  ftory, 
'  To  happinefi  who  fomifd  the  way  ? 

•  In  jrondcr  mead,  behold  that  vapour,     ' 

*  Whofe  vivid  beams  illuiive  play : 

•  Fsw  off,  it  feems  a  friendly  taper,     ' 

'  To  guide  the  traveUer  on  his  way ; 

•  But  fliould  feme  haplefs  wretch  pnrfiiing,    * 

^  Tread  where  the  treacherous  meteors  glow, 

•  He'd  find,  too  late  his  rafhnefs  rueing, 

<  That  fatal  ^oickfands  lurk  below. 

'  In  life,  fuch  babbles  nought  admifing^ 

«  Gilt  with  falfe  light,  ^d  fiU'd  with  air, 
<  Do  you,  from  pageant  crowds  retiring;^  ; 

*  To  peace,  i^virtue's  cot,  cepai;:   . 

*^  There  feek  the  nev«r-waAed  titafoe,  / 

<  Which  mutual  love ismd  frieddflap gitrt ;  •■■" 
Domeftick  dttti^rt,  'fpocleft  pleafiure  i 

«  And  blefi'dy  «id i4»Aig^  foa JillJnrei  ' 
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*  If  Heaven  with  children  crowns  your  dwelling, 
^  As  mine  it*s  bounty  does  with  you; 

*  la  fondnefs  fadierly  excelling, 

*  Th*  example  you  have  felt,  purfue** 

He  paasM*!— ibr,  tenderly  careffing 

llie  darling  of  his  wounded  heart. 
Looks  had  means  only  of  expreffing 

Thoughts  language  never  could  impart^ 

Now  ni^ht  her  mournful  mangle  fpreading. 

Had  rob'd  with  black  th'  horizon  round. 
And  dank  dews  from  her  trefles  ihedding. 

With  genial  moifture  bath'd  the  ground : 

When  back  to  dty  £bllies  flying, 

'Midft  cuibm's  flares  he  liv'd  rei^'d ; 
His  flice,  array'd  in  iiniles,  denying 

The  true  complesdon  of  his  minds 

F4>r  ferioufly  around  furveying 

Each  charader  in  youth  and  age. 
Of  fools  betray'd,  and  knaves  betraying. 

That  play'd  upon  this  human  flage; 

(Peaceful  himielf,  and  undefigning)     , 

He  loath'd  the  fcenes  of  guile  and  firifc* 
And  felt  each  fecret  wifli  indkiing 

To  leave  this  fretfiiliaice  of  life. 

Yet,  to  whatt^er  above  was  fiited. 

Obediently  he  bow'd  his  foul ; 
For,  what  All*botmteottt  Heav's  created. 

He  thou^^t  Heff^  oafy  (mlU  contmil* 
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ELEGY; 

DESCRIBING  THE  SORROW  OF  AN  INGENUOUS  MIKD^  ON  THB 
MELANCHOLY  EVENT    OF  A  LICENTJOU.S  AMOUR. 

3Y    W.    SHEN  STONE,    ESQj^' 

WH  Y  mourns  my  friend?  why  weeps  his  downcafi:  eye? 
That  eye  where  mirth;  where  fancy  Us'd  to  fhine  ! 
Thy.  chearful  meads  reprove  that  fwelling  figh ; 
Spring  ne'er  enamellM  fairer  meads  than  thirte.       ' 

Art  thou  not  lodg'd  in  Fortune^i  Varm  embrace  P 
Wert  thou  not  form*d^y  Natirre^s  partial  care? 

Blefs'd  in  thy  fong,  and  blefs'd  in  every  grace 
That  wins  the  friend,  or  thit  enchants  thcf  f£r  ? 

•  Damon/  faid  he,  *  tRy  partid'  praite  reftrami  *  '^■'" 

*  Not  Damon's  friendfliip'can  my  peace  reftbre;  '  ^-'  ^ 

•  Alas  !  his  very  praife  awakes  my  pain, 

'  And  my  poor  wounded  bofont  bfeeds  thi^  more,  "    • 


*  For,  oh!  that  Nature  oil  my IfftJi  had  frowh'dY 

•  Or  Fortune  fix'd  me- to  foitoe  lowly  ceU'!  *'  "'^    ^  - 

*  Then  had  my  bofom  'fcap'd  this  fatal  wound, 

•  Nor  had  I  bid  thefe  irehiaJ  f^fifets  farbwel.' '^'^   '  -'i-:.: 

*  But  led  by  Fortune's  haikl,*!herflifHtig  cSiifd;*   '  ";' 

•  My  youth  her  vain  Uccntitmslilffsr  arfmii^d ;  ''■  ^ 

*  In  Fortune's  train  the  Syren  Flattery  fmil'd, 

•  Andrafhlyhallow'dali^te'^en'inf^d.'''' 

*  Of  folly  ftudious,'e'enoF vices  VaJn,      '       '"'    •         • 

•  Ah,  vices!  gHdedl^y  ^c  nSUriift^ ^ay T •  - '« 
**  I  chas'd  the  gviilelefs  daughters  of  the  plain; 

•  Nor^dfopp'd  the  chafe,  till  Jefly  was  my  prey. 


Poor, 
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^  Poor,  artlefs  maid!  tjO  ft^n  thy  fpotk& name, 

*  Expence,  aad  art,  and  toil,  united  iti-ove ;  '. 

*  To  lure  a  breaft  that  felt  the  pnreft  flame, 

*  Suftain'd  by  virtue,  but  betray'd  by  love. 

*  Schooled  in  the  fdence  of  love's  mazy  wiles, 

*  I  cloath'd  each  feature  with  affcdcd  fcom; 
'  I  fpoke  of  jealous  doubts,  and  fickle  fimles, 

*  And,  feigning,  left  her  anxious  and  forlorn. 

*  Then,  while  the  fancy'd  rage  alarm'd  her  care, 

*  Warm  to  deny,  and  zealous  to  difprove  ; 

*  I  bade  my  words  the  wonted  foftncfs  wear, 

*  And  feiz'd  the  minute  of  returning  love. 

*  To  thee,  my  Damon,  dare  I  paint  the  reft? 

*  Will,  yet,  thy  love  a  candid  ear  incline  ? 

*  Aflur'd,  that  virtue,  by  misfortune  prefs'd, 

*  Feels  not  the  fharpnefs  of  a  pang  like  mine. 

*  Nine  en^ous  moons  matur'd  her  growing  fhame ; 

*  Ere  while  to  flaunt  it  in  the  face  of  day  : 

*  When,  fcornM  by  virtue,  ftigmatiz'd  by  fame, 
'  Low  at  my  feet  defponding  JeiTy  lay. 

**  Henry,"  flie  faid,  '*  by  thy  dear  form  fubduM, 

"  See  the  fad  relicks  of  a  nymph  undone ! 
*•  I  find,  I  find  each  riling  fob  renew'd ; 

*'  I  iigh  in  fhades,  and  ficken  at  the  fun. 

•*  Amid  the  dreary  gloom  of  night,  I  cry, 

**  When  will  the  mom's  once  pleafing  fcenes  return  ? 

*'  Yet  what  can  mom's  returning  ray  fupply, 

'*  But  foes  that  triumph— or,  but  friends  that  moum  ! 

"Alas! 
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*'  Alas !  no  more  the  joyooB  morn  appears, 
^'  That  led  the  tranquil  hoars  of  fpodeis  fiune ; 

<*  For  I  have  fieep'd  a  Other's  couch  in  tears, 
«'  And  ting'd  a  mother's  glowing  cheek  with  ihame. 

*'  The  vocal  birds  that  raife  their  matin  ftrain, 
^'  The  fportive  lambs  increafe  my  penfive  moan ;: 

^*  All  feem  to  chafe  me  ^m  the  chearful  plain, 
^*  And  talk  of  truth  and  innocence  alone. 

**  If  thro*  the  garden's  flow'ry  tribes  I  ftray, 
*'  Where  bloom  the  jafmines  that  could  once  allure-— 

♦*  Hope  not  to  find  delight  in  us,"  they  fay, 
••  For  we  are  fpotlefs,  Jefly ;  we  are  pure.*' 

^'  Te  flowers !  that  well  reproach  a  nymph  fo  frail, 
*'  Say,  could  ye  with  my  virgin  fame  compare  ? 

^  The  brighteft  bud  that  fcents  the  vernal  gale, 
*'  Was  not  fo  fragrant,  and  was  not  {o  fair. 

*^  Now  the  grave  old  alarm  the  gentler  young ; 

••  And  all  my  fame's  abhorr'd  contagion  flee; 
••  Trembles  each  lip,  and  faulters  every  tongue, 

**  That  bids  the  morn  propitious  fmile  on  me. 

•'  Thus,  for  your  fake,  I  Ihun  each  human  eye ; 

*'  I  bid  the  fweets  of  blooming  youth  adieu  : 
*'  To  die  I  languifh,  but  I  dread  to  die, 

''  Left  my  iad  fate  fhould  nourifh  pangs  for  you. 

^  Raift  me  from  earth,  the  pangs  of  want  remove, 
i         *'  And  let  me  filent  feek  fome  friendly  ihore ; 
^  ••  There  only,  baniih'd  from  the  form  I  love, 
*«  My  weepmg  virtue  ihall  relapfe  no  more- 
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**  Be  but  my  friend  !  I  aik  no  dearer  name ; 

'\  Be  fudi  the  meed  of  foftie  mote  artfaJ  fail- : 
**  Nor  could  it  heal  my  peace,  or  chafe  my  fhame, 

**  That  pity  gave  what  love  rfefus^d  to  Iharc, 

*'  Force  not  my  tongue  to  aik  it's  fcahty  bread ; 

**  Nor  hurl  thy  Jeify  to  ^he  vulgar  crew : 
*'  .Not  £ich  the  parent's. board  at  which  I  fed ; 
- "  Not  fuch  the  precept  from  his  lips  I  drew ! 

^'  Haply^  when  xge  has 'fihrer'd  o'er  my  hdr, 
**  Malice  may  learhto  feote  fo  mean  a  ipdl^ 

*^  finvy  may  flight  a  fac6  no  longer  fair> 
"  And  pity  wekon&e  to  my  natirc  foil  l^* 

*  She  fpoke— ^nor  Was  I  bbrn  of  fkvage  race'; 

'  Nor  could  thefe  hands  a  tiiggard  boon  alfign : 
«  Grateful  fhe  clafp'd.me  in  a  lail  emb^ce;    ' 
'  And  vow'd  to  wttttt  hAr  Qfe  xir  pray'rs  for  thine. 

^  I  fkw  her  foot  the  lofty  bAilt:  iffcMid  ; 

*  I  faw  her  birdqftttfth  mify  pMoit  heav6  r 

*  Ileft her — torn  fro«f  ^Hrefy  earthly  ftica4 f 

'  Oh !  my  haid  by^iti,  whidi  could  bear  to  learf ! 

^  Brief  let  me  be— the  fatal-  florm  arofer 

'  The  billows  rag^d  ;  the  pilot's  art  was  rain : 

*  O'er  the  tall  maft  the  circling  furges  dofe  ; 
<  My  Jefly-*flost^  trpdn  tfe  wat'ry  pfoin ! 

«  And-— fee  mf  yoiidi'r  im^petuous  fires  decay  f 
«  Seek  not  to  ftop  refle^on^s  bitted  tear  ; 

«  But  wam^^  frolidt:,  kxld  inftrua  die  gsty, 
'  From  Jcffy,  fl^aSfirg  o!t  her  wat'ry  Ker ! 


l» 
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AN  EPISTLE  TO  THE  REV.  MR.  MADAN; 

•CCA8I0NXD     BT 
HIS    LATE    PUBLICATION    IN    FAVOUK    OF    POLYCAMY> 

INTITLXD9 
THELYPHTHOIiA;    0R.»    A    T1LEATI8E   Otf    FEMALE    RlTlN*    ' 
BY   THE   REV.    MR.   WYNNE. 

A  Bard,  O  Madan,  tho'  to  thee  unknown^'  ..'-  " 

Pleas'd  real  worth  in  any  breaft  to  own ;  v 

A  Bard  who  oft,  attendant  on  thy  lore,    . 

Has  heard  thee  truths  of  Sacred  Writ  explore^..  •        v 

Now  to  thine  ear  prefers  his  humble  ftrain. 

Nor  decjns  the  gen'rous  labour  fhall  be  vain.         -'■'',  \  *\    * 

Bom  in  an.agetwhen  diflipation's  fway 
Proves  that  our  virtue  and  our  fame  decay,       -        i-ti ,,?  vt 
Prompt  to  fupporf:  Religion's  drooping  cau(e,        ..!...• 
Bold  you  fland  forth,  and  point  to  Heav'n's  own  laws* 
And  well,  indeed,  in  a  degen'rate  age,     *  i  :;  .;..'.  .  ' 

A  theme  like  yours  might  pious- miii4s  ei^g^^  ' 
Love  !  the  firil  footker  of  all  human  woe^  .     ..  ' 

Love  !  the  chief  bUis  that  mortals  taflebelpw^  / 
By  Luft  adulterous  driv'n,  alas !  retires,  ^ 

And  Hymen's  torch,  inverted  thus,*  expires !  ;,  ;u.  - 

Man  ftill  delights  from  fair  to  fair  to  rov^,,  ;  /   * 

Woman  prefers  Variety  to  Love  ;  ;..*;■* 

The  nuptial  tics  they  break  with,  eager  hands,    _ 
As  Samfon  did  the  Philiflean  bands. 

To  check  this  torrent,  in  your  Work  wc  find^ 
A  bold  de/ign  connubial  blifs  to  bind.  .    x 

To  Science  bred,  with  Scripture  Learning  fraught,        ,  .    ..   . 
YoQ  lay  down  rules  from  diflant  ages  brought,    - 
From  Holy  Writ  as  well  as  Reafon  trac'd, 
r.,  Vith  all  the  force  of  flow'ry  periods  grac'd. 

Yott 
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You  tell  us,  '  Man,,  tho'  ftyl*d  the  lord  of  all, 

*  Is  by  the  weaker  ftx  ftill  hcW  iri  thrall, 

*  Becaufe  to  One  alone  liis  vows  he  gives, 
«  And  ftill  (if  jaft)  to  One  devoted  lives : 

*  While  Heav'n  itfelf,  ena6ting  no  fuch  laws^ 

*  Has  left  him  free  to  vindicate  his  caufe  ; 

*  To  (hew  the  fex  he  is  their  proper  head, 

f'  And  take,  at  pleafure,  numbers  to  his  bed/ 
Hard  were  the  ta&,  thro'  various  books  to  rove. 

And  Negatives  by  Implication  prove ! 

Scripture,  indeed,  does  a  wide  field  difplay,  :^ 

A  field  where  thouTands  tread,  where  thoufands  ftray : 

Then  let  not  human  pride  refufe  Co  own  - 

Errors  to  which' all  human-kind  are  prone* 

The  Mufe  with  candour  (hall  your  fteps  attend, 

jplame  where  (he  muft  ;  and  where  (he  can,  comm«Ad«  ' 

The  Patriarchs,  and  Judea^s  Kings,  'tb  true« 

Had  many  wives,  yet  kept  their  Law  in  view  i 

But  at  Creation's  earlieft  birth,  we  find^ . 

One  Eve  was  only  to  one  Adam  join'd. 

No  forms  could  then  prevail,  for  nofte  wege  known. 

Where  fimple  Nature  was  the  bond  alone. 

But  Time  brought  forms,  the  truth  of  man  to  prove. 

And  by  Religiort  join  thofe  join'd  by  Love. 

Our  Chriftian  Laws  their  excellence  maintain. 

Beyond  all  thofe  which  mark'd  out  Nature's  reign  | 

Or  thofe  of  old  from  thund'ring  Sinai  giv'n. 

E'en  to  the  people  favour'd  moft  by  Heav'n, 

Heathens  obferv'd  the  Chriftians  modefl  lives. 

Who  (HU  difdaim'd  PluraUty  of  Wives  •  ; 

*  Celfus,  and  other  Heathens,  obfenred  the  chaftity  of  the  livei  of  Chrif- 
tlant*  It  was  alfo  obferved,  that  though  celibacy  was  not  prefcribed  to  the 
dergy,  yet  a  bi&op,  prieft  or  deacon,  having  buned  his  fiift  wife,  was  not  al- 
lowed to  mttrj  again  j  which  fome  think  to  be  the  true  meaning  of  PauPs 
advice  to  Timothy ;  that  a  hijboft  Jbould  ht  the  bnfhand  ^  one  vfife :  coi)- 
Irary  to  Mr.  Madan*8  confbru^on  of  the  text. 

It  Whether 
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Whether  by  Precept  or  Example  taog^t,.  -  *'  •      *' 

<Tis  plain,  at  leaft,  they  a£led  ai  they  thoQght.  '   « 

While  fome,  more  &nGt,  a  Angle  life  defir*di 
And  oft  to  defartSf  woods,  and  caTes,  rodr'd. 

Such  were  the  primitive  and  fimple  timef» 
Unknown  to  modem  wit,  and  modem  oimei :  * 

The  Wife  was  fubjefi ;  while,  with  gentle  fway^ 
The  Hufband  taught  thff  weaker  to  obey.  -      * 

Nor  yet  did  Man,  widi  an  unhallowed  flame« 
To  Qiore  than  One  put  in  his  modeft  daim: 
But  Mahomet's  new  fed  a  law  aUow'd«  i 

Well  frai^'d  to  captivate  the  giddy  crowd  i 
He  taught  that  wild  variety  to  prove. 
Where  fierce  4eUgHt  takes  place  of  real  love  *.  -  7^7?  \ 

Such  are  the  proofs  which  on  our  fenfes  break ;     ..  r :    •  .'* 
Is  Scripture  filcnt  ^r!*>then  let  fteafon  fpeak. 

Go,  ranfack  other  climes^  fearch  Ma  round. 
Where  in  it's  height  Pdygamy  is  found ; 
There  may  you  fee  the  men  tyiannick  fway. 
And  beauteous  flaves  relu£Untly  obey  n 
There  may  you  find  excefs  the  favorite  theme. 
And  cv'ry  paflion  reignkg  in  extreme  f* 

But  not  to  fcenet  like  thefe  is  Love  coafui'd. 
Nor  fickle  paffions,  changing  with  the  witid  : 
Love  nourifhes  a  pure  and  iacred  iire,  -  > 

libmn'd  by  efteem,  tho'  kindled  by  deiire  !  ^       ! 

Ffom  youth  to  age,  true  love  will  flill  remsun. 
Attend  in  iicknefs,  foothe  the  bed  of  pain ; 
Thro*  all  life's  vary^d  paths  it's  kindnefs  fhcw, 
]Qlit  nioft  where  toils  and  dreaded  dangess  glow ! 

-  ^  We  find  by  the  Koi^n,  that  this  Gntid  InipoAor  ipu  f^aljownpaien 
Iq^have  immortal  fouls  f  be  therefore  picks  ou^  wives  ht  htf  l^ts  ^on^.t^ 
Hoories,  or  fabUd  Daughters  of  Pan^t. 

'f  In  <;oniequeiice  of  this,  it  is  well  known,  that  whilft  nui{ibera o^vtonwi 
lift  ihut.up  in  the  Harains,  perpetual  jeji<mfies  prevail  amony  themi  *q4 
their  haughty  .lord,  though  he  may  gratify  at  plea&ce  hi&iaoediniAe  paflvmn 
j^  acw  experience  the  fupreme  felici^  of  haying  a  fair  companion,  a  conAant 
tornr,  and  a  tqider  friend. 

For 


?fi ABTIE«  *or    ?©8rTR Y.  if 

Tor  living  ftrca|iis,  Mh-tkf  j^im:kNt  Jififer  tKir»f i 

At  to  the  polar  ibur  the  i)^dlt  tOTf^  | . . 
^s  £cho>  pleas-'df  repots  the  dyp^  ^^%.\ . 

So  the  touch'd  he|F^,^  £4titfu^  IP  i^')9  ^:^$ttc#  1  , 

A  flame  thus  true,  ^'^i#fi4^^jiai8(k^9g^»« 
"Shews  conftaiit  I^vemaAiui:QiiaHfta)9ae^:  "     .  .■   \ 

Still,  Dove-like,  ^,^  ^ii^ef  p^rtaww:  J9iu'4»  •:  *'    •  i 

In  death  united,  m  ji|  Mfe .€9i):^^!4«.  ;  c. . 

Then  )^t  not  f^^*$  jabyrinUv  ^iiutfcu 

And  lead  us.  ff^m.  tk^  pejrfifA  w4.-^l»e^.  •      .        .       v      ." 

Love  is  the  \aw  of  Nature  beft  c^qmeft'd,  .         .  .  • 

'Tit  Heav'n's  own  efxibtem  14  Xbe  bumw  ^r^; .      \    ;    ; 

When  either  fex  confe&  kijp  kia^  coatrpul^ 

And  thus  become  «.<me  Jifc,  ootlbHirt^  «i^  linil V       - .  '* 

Nature,  and  Nat»|r»?*  God,  ^'el  f^U  ih^  tvik» 

Have  foria'dus  nearly  ei|ttal  ttMrlnrikta  -^ 

But  were  there  nuuiy  wlvea  for  xoa»;defigiHt»    . 

^Nature  would  m^tip)^  die^^RuUeJ^iis,    ..  •       ;  .\ 

Elfe  why  fhould  we  adopt,  in  this  alone^ 

«  Th'cnormousfaith,  of  many  paadcfojrone?* 

That  faith  let  (laves  in  Eaflem  climates  hold. 

Who  barter  beauty^  iU-exchanjfd  for  goM :-  • 

While  Britain's  fons^  of  manners  more  refia'd« 
?  Afert  fhe  gen'ral  rights  of  h9iiiMi4d«d|:  -    i?: .   ...  ?    .  -.'  y 

Whate-ei-  their  vices,  Ty^wnny  de^s^;    '.  .  ^ 

Nor  once  invade  the  Liberty  they  prize  ? 

Be  i^  theif  boaft  $  nor.  Mad  an,  thou  difdain 

^ht  folemn  truths,  that  deck  this  lnunible  ftsain ;.  r 

The  generous  mind,  ftill  to  convidion  ^ee. 

Can  it's  own  faults^  if  truly  painted^,,  i^.        -  ^      ,  ^' 

♦  Miltoa*ii  Paradife  Loft.    ^ 

f  It  18  gsnerally  faid,  that  there  are  abovt  Tburteen' matet  Ixmi'to  dftrtees. 
females ;  which  difierence  it  fttppoibd  tQ.W  iirtiode^  by  PmMss^M  ^o  fupply 
tbe  places  of  fuch  of  the  men  as  periih  by  war  or  ot^ier  accidents  to  which  wo» 
Bfen  are  lut  fo  liable.  So^t  have  indeed  u«^,  ihat  this  fmal)  difproportfon 
011  Icayba  the  males  more  nomerout :  they  forget,  however,  the  numbers  of 
«AiMn  who  die  in  chUdbirtli,  and  of  difeafcs  peculiar  to  the  fex^ 

'  •  "'     '  Zeal 
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Zeal  was  thy  motive,  we  that  zeil  commeiui, 
Tho*  not  dircdted  to  it's  proper  end. 
Then  ftill  proceed  where  Virtue  points  the  way. 
And  bright  Religion  beams  her  (acred  ray : 
But  in  the  path  obfcure  forbear  to  tread ; 
And  tho*  informed,  yet  fear  to  be  mifled ; 
But  fear  ftill  more,  left  others  headlong  run 
To  trace  thofe  paths  where  yirtue  is  undone. 

*  All  flefli  is  frail !'— We  ihould  the  weak  regard. 
Who  take  their  Teacher*s  word  for  God's  award. 
«  Order  is  Heav'n's  firft  law  •  ;»  be  that  obeyM : 
In  Chriftian  laws  this  order  is  difplay'd  ; 
And  by  it's  rules,  if  rightly  underftood. 
The  Private  centres  in  the.  Publick  good. 
Such  rules  let  us  adopt,  and  keep  the  road 
Thro'  which  our  wife  forefathers  fought  their  God. 
To  virtuous  actions  let  our  lives  be  giv'n  ;  . 

And,  pure  of  heart,  leave  we  the  reft  to  Heav'n. 


DAMON    TO    DELIA; 

mV    SEEING    THE     PlfLST     PLEDGE    OF    THEIR    MVTI^AL-XrfiLVB 
BUILDING    A    CARD    HOUSE. 

A    SIMILE. 
BY    MR.    THOMAS    BELLAMY. 


VI E  W,  my  love,  our  tender  charmer. 
Rearing  up  the  paper  pile ! 
Now  a  thoufand  fears  alarm  her ; 
Fluttering,  trembling,  all  the  while. 

-  *  Pope*t  Eflajr  on  Man* 


SoOQy 
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Soon^  to  pretty  Polly's  thinking. 

All.  her  wifhes  will  be  crown'd  : 
Fate  denies  I  -the  fabrick  finking^ 

Spreads  a  little  xoin  round  1  -    - 

Thus  fond  man,  himfelf  deluding^ 

Building  fancy'd  joys  on  high;  ^ 

Lo !  fome  fudden  care  intruding. 

All  his  airy  profpeds  die! 

Lighter  than  the  wat'ry  bubble  ... 

Are  the-  tranfports  earth  can  give ;   .-'  < 
Mix'd  with  forrow,  pain  and  trouble^ 

Ever  riling  white;  we  five*  ..  r.      :; 


THcE^   PARISH    GLERK*  cT 

BY    MR.     W.     VERNON, 

I. 

LE  T  courtly  bards,  in  polifii'd  phrafe,  enditc 
Soft  madrigals,  to  celebrate  the  fair ;  .'        * 

Or  paint  the  fplendor  of  a  birth-day  night. 
Where  peers  and  dames  in  fhining  robes  appear : 
The  taik  be  mine  neglected  worth  to  praife, 
Alas!  too  often  found,  in  thefe  degenVate  d^ys.       . 

n. 

O  gentle  Shenftonc  !  could  the  felf- taught  Mufe,  _    ;     j 

Who  joys,  like  thine,  in  rural  fhades  to  ftray,      „  '. 
Could  ihe,  like  thine,  while  ihe  her  theme  purfues. 
With  native  beauties  deck  the  pleaiing  lay  ; 
Then  ihould  the  humble  Clerk  of  Barton*Dean, 
An  equal  meed  of  pndfe  with  thy  School^miftrefs  gain. 

III.  En- 
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SL. 

£nt*ring  the  village,  in  a  dtep-wort  Why, 

Hard  by  an  aged  oak,  1h»  dwelling  Aanii  ;  . 
Tl^e  lowly  roof  is  thatch,  thp  wiiU  are  ckj ;    .       . 
All  rudely  raised  by  his  forefathers  hands  : 
Ob&rve  the  homely  hat  aQ-ycMk  phb  by; 
And  pity  the  good  man  that  Hves  fi>  wictdiedly«       :       _ 

. .  IV-  .  /.    .     :    . 

Vulcanian  artift  here,  with  oil)bbronr.  ••   .  i.  . 

And  naked  arm,  he  at  his  anvil  plies. 
What  time  Aurora  in  the  eaftdoel  ^6«r^      /.  '  •.-.I 

And  eke  when  Ve^eyigildr  the.  wedsni  Anrs  r  ^     • ' 
The  bellows  roar,  the  hainmettJoBdinfeusdv.-  <  : '  v.  .'y  7-" 
And  from  the  tortttrM  mafs  the  fpRdbles.  BfisoifBd^    r.    -. 

V. 
Hither  the  truant  fchooUboy  Sequent  wends> 

And  flily  peeping  o'er  the  hatch  is  feen 
To  note  the  Indl'KA^  iltrorU»an^  «rMIb'  he!  b^iidl 
The  fteed's  ftrong  ihoe,  or  forms  the  fickle  keen. 
Unthinking,  little  eff^  what^ifls  B^ftide?^ 
Of  breech  begalled  (ore,  and  cruel  talk  befide  ! 

VI 
A  deep  hiftoHan,  wuft  I  w«e,  &  he^  *        '     '.  g 

And  many  tomes- of  andent  l6re  hae  reibd/ ,       •  '   "    -  ^- 
Of  England's  Geo»g«l,  Hie  fldwV  of  chivahy;  *  > 

Of  MerliB'ff  Mirr<^,  and  t3rie  ffrazen  Hisad ; 
With  hundred  legends  lAoiie^  whitoh  to*  facile 
Would  tire  the  wifeft'  iMi#,  m^  ^d  the  h»ngkfb  liigkh.^     -     1  r 

vn. 

To  Nature^s  Sbok- 1«  ftu^otftfy  ftp^es  jf  -  * 

And  oft,  c6iHult(id  hy  t\te  ailviotifs-  f^2&it% 
W\^  wiflfel  pcB^  rtfvieVv*  tlfe  tilted  fldei,  '-■ 

And  ihewis  iSAef^  6t  fure^kA^^etfding'  i^\ 
Or  thunder  gathel«^fJft-titeftl^Hi*aa^,  "  • 

Orifthelitfvtllkft<)HA 

vin,  Tift 
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vm. 

The  Yarioas  phafes  of  tlhe'tnooft  he  kaowBy 

And  whence  her  ork  derivet  it's  fiWer  iheen. 
From  what  ftrai^  ttak  the  naitdding  Heygre  flows, 
JBy  which  the  peaiknts  oft  endangered  been, 
/is  in  their  freighted  barks  .they  carelefs  gHde» 
And  view  th'  inverMd  trees  in  Severn's  chryftal  tide,  ■$ . . 

IX. 
Returning  late  tt  eve  4poi9i>  wake  or  fair* 

Among  a  ibrt  of  pooi:  onletter'd.fw^ins. 
He  teaches  them  to  nas^e.  esdi  .br%hter  ftac» 
And  of  $hft.Qp];thfi0L4bgM»  4m»  c^ 
Recounts  what  comets  haye  afpear'd  of  Qld» 
Fortendittg  4e(M^^  s^j/mf^  and  mis'xies  manifeld. 

X. 
Around  his  b<iP(diUig  (boulders  graceful  flow 
,      His  curling  fihrer  locks^  the  growth  of  years ; 
Supported  by.  a  fiaff  he  walketk  flow. 
And  Ample  neatnefs  in  his  mien  appears ; 
And  every  neighbour  t^at  perch^ce  he  meets. 
Or  young  or  old  be  they,  with  oourteiy.  he  greets* 

XI. 
A  goodly  fight,  I  wot,  i|  were*  to  vie^ 

The  decent  Patifli  Clerk  on  Sabbath-day, 
Seated,  beneath  the  Curate*  in  his  pew. 

Or  kneeHng  down  with  lifted  hands  to  pray  ; 
And  ever  and  anon,  with  dofe  of  pray  V, 
He  anfiveieth.  Amen !  with  fober  fblemn  air. 

.  xm 

Such  times  ^  ancient  fuit  of  black  he  wears,  , 

Which  from  the  Curate's  wardrobe  did  defceod  : 
Love  to  his  Clerk  the  ^ous  Curate  bears,  .  . 

Pities  his  wantSj^  anfi  wiiheth  to  be&iend ; 
But  what,  alas !  can  flender  fal'ry  do, 
Eneumber'd  by  a  wife,  and  children  not  a  few  ? 

K  '      Xm.  TJiro' 
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xm. 

Thro*  ev'ry  feafoR  of  ditf  chaagiiig  yttCt^ 

His  ftrid^  regard  for  ChniUaa  ritti  ii  icai» 
The  holy  church  he  decks  with  garlands  fw»  ^ 

Or  birchen  boughs^  or  je^  for  ever  grcea  ; 
On  ev'ry  pew  a  formal. fprig  ii  placed. 
And  with  a  fpaobas  bj^aach  the  p«lptt'i  top  b  grated* 

XIV. 
At  Chriihnas  tide,  wheft  ov'ry  yeonui'l  Ml  ^ 

With  ancient  hofpittdky  u  blds'd^ 
Kind  invitations  Jit  aeeefti  from  aB» 
To  fhare  the  p]<ftleo«s»  ddtth^ahoimdlAg  ftaft  i 
The  Chriflmas  feaft  mifitxftdt  w&M  appear^ 
Except  their  -good  old  giicft,  tbt  PanAdoric^nm  dilvti' 

XV. 
Then,  when  the  ntllow  Uer  goes  gtuly.MMd» 
And  curls  of  fi^oke  from  li^ed  pipes  dpiit» 
When  chearful  carols  thro*  the  leom  idoiadt 
And  crackling  logs  aegmcat  the  blamg  fire^ 
His  honeil  heart  with  focui  joy.o'erftow^  •  /i 

And  many  a  mefiy  tale  J^e  on  his  finendi  beftowi. 

XVI. 
When  fmit  with  muttial  love»  the  youth  aad  maid 

To  weave  the  (acred  nopciai  knot  agiee, 
Pleas'd  he  attends  to  lend  hi^  ufisfill  aid. 
And  fee  the  rites^  petCMtn**>mdi  4eceftoy : 
He  gives  the  bride,  an4joini  their  tmnbling  Jiands, 
While  with  the  ferviot-book  the  C^uMt^gjrwnlty  AaokSsu  •  ^^  -^^ 

^  xvn. 

Then,  while  the  merry  bells  the  itmfttltakt^ 

Ringing  in  honour  of  the  happy  pidr. 
To  notes  of  gladnefs  while  the  minllreib  wake»  -    /^ 

And  lads  and  lalles  the  rich  bridtxtke  fitare; 
O  may  the  youthful  bard  a  portkm  gttft,  ..  v   ...  . 

To  whom  the  rurd  fage  it's  virtues  did  explain.   . 

XVra.  When 
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XYin. 
When  from  the  chtttdt  retunii  the  blithefome  traia, 

A'^ky  K»kt  two  gentie  maidens  bring ; 
Which^  holding  o'er  the  bride,  the/  break  in  twain« 

And  all  conjoined  .this  nuptial  ditty  iing : 

*  Joy  to  the  wedded  pair !  health,  length  ^Sf  days  I 

*  And  may  they,  Ut&'d  by  Heav'n,  a  goodly  honibold  faiff«* 

XIX. 
At  eve,  the  lovely  condeftending  bride>         ' 

Will  take  the  riog  which  on  her  finger  ihinf  Sy 
And  thro'  the  facred  circlet  nine  time$  ilido 
The  fragrant  gi^i  repeating  my ftick  lines  9  ■■ 
(The  myitick  lines  we  may  not  here  make  known. 
Them  fhall  the  Moile  reved  to  virgins  chafie  akme«} 

XX. 
The  ftocking  thrown,  asancient mles  require. 
Leave  the  glad  lovers  to  compleat  their  joy ; 
And  to  thy  pillow  filendy  retire. 
Where  clofe  beneadi  thy  head  the  charm  mail  lie  1 
Ibjs'dby  thepow'rof  Love,  in  vifion  gay. 
Thy  future  /pouiribaU  come  in  holiday  array* 

XXT;  , 

And,  foft  approaching,  with  the  mUdefi  air. 
Thy  yielding  lips  fhall  modeftly  embrace ; 
O,  iweet  illuiion  !  wilt  thou  difappear  I 
Alas,  it  flies !  the  morning  iprings  apace  ! 
The  blttfhing  lover  lees  the  light  with  pain. 
And  longs  to  recompoiet  and  woo  his  dream  again. 

xxn. 

0>  time relentlefi!  fee,  to  cv'ry j.oy !      • 

How  all  decUnes  beneath  thy  iron  reign  ! 
Once  could  our  Clerk  ^iweeteft  melody  -■' 
Attune  the  harp,  andcharm  &e  Uft'ning  piab  : 
Or  with  his  mellow  voice  the  pfalm  could  raife. 
And  fill  the  echoing  choir  with  notes  of  facred  praiie. 
"^  K  2  XXIIL  Bm 
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xxni. 

Bat  now,  alas !  hb  tfwery  power  decays. 

His  voice  grows  hoarie,  long  toil  has  crampM  Ids  IttsJt, 
No  more  he  fills  the  echoing  dioir  with  pniie. 
No  more  to  malody  the  harp  commands  i 
Sadly  he  mourns  the  dnlnels  of  his  ear» 

And  when  a  maAer  plays,  he  preffes  dofe  to  hear*  -   ^ 

XXIV. 
Late,  o'er  the  plain,  by  chance  or  ibrtone  led. 

The  peniive  fwain  who  does  his'  annals  write. 
Him  in  his  humble  cottage  vifited. 

And  leam'd  his  ftory,  with  iincere  delight ; 
For  chiefly  of  himfelf  his  converfe  ran,  ~  '     ^ 

As  mem'ry  well  fupplyM  the  narrativedd  man. 

XXV. 
His  youthful  feats  with  goiltlefs  pride  he  told,  *.".*• 

In  rural  games  what  honours  erft  he  won  ; 
How  on  the  green  he  threw  the  wreftlers  bold  ;  '  '      *^^  . 

How  light  he  leap'd,  and  O  !  how  (wift  he  run.  ' 

Then,  with  a  figh,  he  fondly  turn'd  his  prufe  '*  ^ 

To  rivals  now  no  more,  and  friends  of  former  days.  •  '  * 

XXVI. 
At  length,  concluding  with  refleftions  deep-— 

'  Alas  !  of  life  few  comforts  now  remain ;  * 

'  Of  what  I  was,  I  but  the  veftige  keep, 
«  Impaired  by  grief,  by  penury,  and  pain  ; 
'  Yet  let  me  not  arraign  juft  Heav'n's  decree  ; 

*  The  lot  of  human-kind,  as  man,  belongs  to  me. 

xxvn. 

*  Beneath  yon  aged  yew-tree's  folemn  ihade, 

'  Whofe  twifted  roots  above  the  greenfward  creep  ; 
'  There,  freed  from  toils,  my  pious  father  laid, 
*  Enjoys  a  filent,  unmolefted  fleep : 
'  And  there  my  only  fon— with  him  I  gave 

*  All  comfort  of  my  age,  untimely  to  the  grave. 

XXVm.  '  Ini 
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XXVEH. 

♦  In  Aat  fwcet  earth,  •wKen  tiatulre's  ikbt  Is  paid^         '    "  - 

*  And  leaving  life,  I  leave  it's  kmd  of  wbfts,  * 

*  My  neighbours  kihd,  Itruft,  wiUiee-iaelttdy  ' 

*  In  humble  hope  of  mercy,  to  repofe : 

«  Eidl  and  few,  ^  the  patriarch  mourned  hls;d«yB^    *;  -     : 

«  Nor  ihall  a  man  |>feibme  to  tindioate  Us  way*/ 


AN  ELEGY  ON  A  PILE  OF  HUINS. 

By    MR.    J.    CUNNINGHAM. 

IN  the  full  profped  yonder  hill  commands* 
O'er  foreils,  fields,  and  yemal-ooated  plains  ; 
The  veftige  of  an  ancient  abbey  ftands, 
Clofe  by  a  rnin'd  c^e's  rude  remains. 

Half  buried,  there>  lie  many  a  broken  bufiv 
And  obeliik,  and  urn,  o'crthrown  by  Time; 

And  many  a  cherub,  thefe,  defcends  in  daft 
PriMn  the  rent  roof,  and  portico  fiiblime« 

The  rivulets,  oft  frighted  at  the  found 

Of  fragments,  tumbling  from  the  tow'rs  on  high  ; 

plunge  to  their  fource  in  iecret  caves  profound. 
Leaving  their  banks  and  pebbly  bottoms  dry. 

Where  rev'rend  fhrines  in  Gothick  grandeur  ftood. 

The  nettle,  or  the  noxious  nightihade«  fpreads ; 
And  aihlings,  wafted  from  the  neighboring  wood. 
Thro'  the  worn  turrets  wave  their  trembling  heads. 

There 
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These  Contemplation,  to  tlM  qtiwd  unknown. 
Her  attitude  compot'dj  and  afpeft  fi¥eftl 

Sits  miifing  on  a  moniunental  iftone. 
And  points  to  the  Memento  ai  her  leeU 

Soon  as  hgt  ev'nuig  chedi'd  day's  fanny  pride, 
I  left  the  mMtling  fludej  in  moral  mood  $ 

And,  feated  by  the  maid's  fequefter'd  fide, 
TIms  figh'd,  the  mouldering  rinns  as  I  view'd. 

^xorably  calni>  withiUeutpace, . 

Here  Time  has  pafsM-— what  rum  marks  his  Way  f 
This  pile,  now  crumbling  o'er  it's  hallow'd  bafe, 

Tum'd  not  his  ftep,  nor  conld  his  covHe  delay* 

Religion  rais'd  her  fnpplicating  «yea 
In  vain  ;  and  M^ody,  her  fi>ng  fi^lima  i 

ii  vain  Philofophy,  with  maxims  wife. 
Would  touch  the  cold-unfeeling  heart  of  Timei^ 

Yet  the  hoar  tyrant,  tho'  not  mov'd  to  (pare. 
Relented  when  he  firuck  it's  finiih'd  pride ; 

And  partly  the  rude  ravage  to  repair^ 
The  tott'ring  towers  with  twiftcd  ivy  tied* 

How  folemn  is  the  cell  o'ergrown  with  mofs. 
That  terminates  the  view  yon  cleifter'd  way  i 

In  the  crufh'd.wall,  a  timeM»rreded  crofi. 
Religion  like,  Hands  mould'ring  in  decay  i 

Where  the  mild  fun,  thro'  faint-encypher'd  glafij. 

Illumed  with  mellow  light  that  brownohrow'd  taSet 
Many  rapt  hours  ought  Meditation  pafs. 

Slow  moving  'twixt  the  pillars  of  the  pile ! 


Ani 
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And  Piety^  with  nyfikk^meaning  beads* 

Bowing  t^  faints  on  er^ry  iide  inam'd* 
Trod  oft  the  foUtary  path,  that  kads 

Where  now  the  (acred  dtar  lies  o'crtnniMt 

Thro*  the  grey  grove,  tietwixt  thofe  with'nng  tnt^ 
^Mongft  a  rude  gnmp  of  SBoniiments^  appears 

A  marble-imag'd  Aatron  on  her  knees^ 
Half  wafted»  liioe  a  Niobe  in  tears. 

Low  levell'd  in  the  dnft  her  darliug^s  laid  t 
Death  pitied.iot  the  pride  of  ymithfiil  bk)Qtn  ; 

Nor  could  tnanrnal  piety  difluade. 
Or  foften  the  fell  tynmt  of  the  tomb* 

The  relicks  of  a  mitred  iaint  may  reft. 
Where,  mouldering  in  the  niche,  his  ^tue  flands  ; 

Now  namelefs,  as  the  crowd  that  kifsM  his  veft. 
And  cTKT'd  ihe  benediSion  of  his  hands. 

Near  the  brown  arch,  redoubling  yonder  gloota* 

The  bones  of  an  alluftrious  chieftain  lie ; 
As  trac'd  upon  the  time-nnletter'd  tomb. 

The  trophies  of  a  broken  &»e  imply. 

Ah !  what  avails,  dkat  o^  the  Ta£U  phda. 
His  rights  and  rich  demefnes  extended  wide  I 

That  honour,  aad  her  knights,  compos'd  his  trsua^ 
And  chivalry  Bood  mar&all'd  by  his  fidel 

Tho'  to  the  clouds  his  caftle  feem'd  to  climbs 

And  frown'd  defiance  on  ^  defp'iute  iot ; 
Tho*  dcem'd  invindble,  Ae  conqueror,  Time^ 

Levelled  the  fabcidc,  as  the  foundear^  \sm. 

Whc» 
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Where  the  light  lyre  gave  many  a  fbft'nhig  iboiid. 
Ravens  and  rooks,  the  birds  of  diicord^  dwell ; . 

And  where  Society  fat  fweetly  crown'd,  ,  . 

Eternal  Solitude  has  £x'd  her  cell. 

The  lizard,  and  the  lazy  lurking  bat. 
Inhabit  now,  perhaps,  the  painted  room. 

Where  the  fage  matron  and  her  maidens  fat, 
Sweet-ilnging  at  the- iihrer- working  loom*  . 

The  traveller's  bewilder'd  on  a  waffie  ; 

And  the  rude  winds  ince£ant  ieem  to  roar. 
Where,  in  his  groves  with  arching  arbours  gnc^ip 

Young  lowers  often  figh'd  in  days  of  yore. 

His  aqnedu£ts,  that  led  the  limpid  tide 
To  pure  canals,  a  chryftal  cool  fupply  I 

In  the  deep  duil  their  barren  beauties  hide : 

Time's  thirft,  unquenchable,  has  drain'd^them  dry  I 

The'  his  rich  hours  In  revelry  were  (pent. 
With  Comus,  and  the  laughter-loving  crew ; 

And  the  fweet  brow  of  Beauty,  ftill  unbent, 
Brighten'd  his  fleecy  moments  as  they  flew : 

Fleet  are  the  fleecy  moments !  fly  they  muft  ; 

Not  to  be  ftay'd  by  mafque,  or  midnight  roar  t 
Nor  fliall  a  pulfe  amongft  that  mould'ring  duft,- 

Beat  wanton  at  the  iiniles  of  beauty  more  1 

Can  the  deep  .ftatefman,  MWd  in  great  deiign, 

Protraft,  but  for  a  day,  precarious  breath  ?        •  ^      • 

Or  the  tun'd  follower  of  the  facred  Nine, 
Soothe,  with  his  melody,  infatiate  Death  ? 


No— 
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No— tho'  the  palace  bar  her  golden  gate. 

Or  monarchs  plant  ten  thoufand  guards  around. 

Unerring,  and  unfeen,  the  (haft  of  Fate 
Strikes  the  devoted  vi^m  to  the  ground ! 

What  then  avails  ambition's  widc-ftretch'd  wing. 
The  fchoolman's  page,  or  pride  of  beauty's  bloom! 

The  crape-clad  hermit,  and  the  rich-rob'd  king, 
Levell'd,  li6  mix'd  promifcuous  in  the  tomb. 

The  Macedonian  monarch,  wife  and  good. 

Bade,  when  the  morning's  rofy  reign  began. 
Courtiers  (houtd  call,  as  round  his  couch  they  ftood, 

*  Philip  !  remember  thou'rt  no  more  than  man.  ' 

•  Tho'  glory  fpread  thy  name  from  pole  to  pole ; 

*  Tho'  thou  art  merciful,  and  brave,  and  juft  ; 

*  Philip,  rcfled,  thou'rt  polling  to  the  goal 

'  Where  mortals  mix  in  uudiftinguiih'd  duft !' 

So  Saladin,  for  arts  and  arms  rcnown'd,  ^.  . 

(Egypt  and  Syria's  wide  domains  fubdu'd) 
Returning  with  imperial  triumphs  crown'd, 

Sigh'd,  when  the  perifhable  pomp  he  view'd; 

And  as  he  rode,  high  in  his  regal  car. 

In  all  the  purple  pride  of  conquefl  drefs'd  ; 
Conipicuous,  o'er  the  trophies  gain'd  in  war, 

Plac'd,  pendent  on  a  fpear,  his  burial  vefl : 

While  thus  the  herald  cry'd— '  This  fon  of  power, 
'  This  Saladin,  to  whom  the  nations  bow'd ; 

'  May,  in  the  fpacc  of  one  revolving  hour, 
*  Boaft  gf  no  other  fpoil,  but  yonder  (hroudl' 

L  Search 
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Search  where  ambition  rag'd,  with  rigour  ficel'd  ; 

Where  flaughter,  like  the  rapid  lightning^  ran  j  ^ 
And  fay,  while  memory  weeps  the  blood-ftain^d  field. 

Where  lies  the  chief,  and  where  the  common  man  ? 

Vain  are  .the  pyramids,  and  motto'd  flones/ 
And  moni^mental  trophies  rais'd  on  high  I; 

For  time  confpunds  them  with  the  crmnbling  bones,    ^ 
That  mix'd  in  hally  graves  unnoticM  lie. 

Refts  not,  bengath  the  tUrf,  the  peafant's  he^d^  - 
Soft  as'thp  lord's  beneath  the  laboured  tpmb  ? 

Or  lleeps  one  colderi  in  his  clofe  clay  bed, •  . 

Than  t'other,  in  the  wide  vault'^  dreary  womb  ? 

Hither  let  Luxury  lead  her  loofe-rob^d  train  j 
Here  flutter  Pride,  on  purple-painted  winjgs : 

And,  from  the  mor:\l  profpeft,  learn— how  vain 
The  wilh,  that  fighs  for  fublunary  things  ! 

THE    THREE    WARNINGS. 

A       T  A  L  E. 

BY  .MRS.    THRALE.     . 

TH  E  tree  of  deepeft  root  is  found 
Leaft  willing  ftill  to  quit  the  grbithd  ; 
'Twas  therefore  faid,  by  ancient  fages,  ■ 
That  love  of  life  increas'd  with  years 
So  much,  that  in'  our  latter  ftages. 
When  pains  grow  fliarp,  and  ficknefs  rages. 
The  greateft  love  of  life  appears. 
This  great  afFedion' to  believe. 
Which  all  confefs,  but  few  perceive, 
'     If  old  afTertions  can't  prevail. 
Be  pleas'd  to  hear  a  modern  tale,. 
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.v;r'i  .^•.'.    ■■    ^      :(T  v  :  '.;■  .' 

Wlien  fports  went  round,  aiid  all  were  gay. 
On  neighbour  Dobfbn's  wedding-day. 
Death  calPd  afide  the  jocund  groom 
With  him  into  another  room  ; 
And  looking  grave,  '  You  muft,*  fays  he, 

•  Quit  your  fweet  bride,  and  come  with  me.'— 

•  With  you  !  and  quit  my  Sufan's  fide  ! 

'  With  you  1*  the  haplefs  hufband  cry'd  : 

*  Young  as  I  am  I    'Tis  monftrous  hard  ! 

*  Befides,  in  truth,  I'm  not  prepared  : 

*  My  thoughts  on  other  matters  go, 

•  This  i^  my  wedding-night,  you  know.' 
What  more  he  urg'd  I  have  not.  heard. 

His  reafons  could  not  well  be  ftronger ; 
So  Death  the  poor  delinquent  fpar'dj 
And  left  to  live  a  little  longer. 
Yet  calling  up  a  ferious  look. 
His  hour-glafs  trembled  while  he  (poke, 

•  Neighbour,'  he  faid,  '  farewel ;  no  more 

•  Shall  Death  difturb  your  mirthful  hour : 
'  And  hithtT,  to  avoid  all  blame 

*  Of  cruelty  upon  my  name, 

•  To  give  you  time  for  preparation, 

•  And  fit  you  for  your  future  ftation, 

'  Three  feveral  Warnings  you*  (hall  have, 

*  Before  you're  fummon'd  to  the  grave  : 

*  Willing  for  once  PI)  quit  my  prey, 

*  And  grant  a  kind  reprieve  j 

'  In  hopes  you'll  have  ho  more  to  fay, 

♦  But  when  I  call  again  this  way, 

*  Well  pleas'd  the  world  will  leave^' 

To  thefe  conditions  both  confente44^ 
And  parted  pcrfeaiy  contented, 

La  What 
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What  next  the  hero  of  our  tale  bcfcl. 
How  long  he  liv'd,  how  wife,  how  well. 
How  roundly  he  purfu'd  his  courfe. 
And  fmoak'd  his  pipe,  and  flrok'd  his  horfc> 

The  willing  mufe'fhall  tell : 
He  chafFer'd  then,  he  bought,  he  fold. 
Nor  once  pcrceiv'd  his  growing  old,  , 

Nor  thought  of  Death  as  near ; 
His  friends  not  falfe,  his  wife  no  fhrcw. 
Many  his  gains,  his  children  few. 

He  pafs'd  his  hours  in  peace  : 
But  while  he  view'd  his  wealth  increafe. 
While  thus  along  Life's  dufty  road 
The  beaten  track  content  he  trod. 
Old  Time,  whofe  hafte  no  mortal  fpares, 
Uncall'd,  unheeded,  unawares. 

Brought  on  his  eightieth  year* 

And  now,  one  night,  in  mufing  mood. 
As  all  alone  he  fate, 
Th'  unwelcome  mefTenger  of  Fate 
Once  more  before  him  flood. 

• 
Half  kiird  with  anger  and  furprize, 

*  So  foon  retum'd  !'  old  Dobfbn  cries. 

*  So  foon,  d'ye  call  it !'  Death  replies : 

*  Surely,  my  friend,  you^re  but  in  jeft  ! 

*  Since  I  was  here  before, 

*  *Tis  fix  and  thirty  years,  at  leaft, 

^  And  you  are  now  fourfcore.' 

*  So  much  the  worfc,'  the  clown  rejoin  *d  ; 

*  To  fpare  the  aged  would  be  kind  : 

*  However,  fee  your  fearch  be  legal ; 

*  And  your  authority— is't  regal  ? 

.    *  Elfe  you  are  come  on  a  fooPs  errand, 

*  With  but  a  Secretary's  warrant, 

•  Befidcs, 
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•  Befides,  you  promis'd  me  Tlirec  Warnings, 

'  Which  I  have  look'd  for  nights  and  mornings  ! 

•  But  for  that  lofs  of  time  and  eafe, 

•  I  can  recover  damages.' 

*  I  know,*  cries  Death,  *  that,  at  the  bcft, 
'  I  feldom  am  a  welcome  gueft ; 

•  But  don't  be  captious,  friend,  at  leafl : 

•  I  little  thought  you'd  flill  be  able 

'  I'o  ftump  about  your  farm  and  ibd>le ; 

•  Your  years  have  run  to  a  great  length  ; 

•  I  wifli  you  joy,  tho',  of  your  ilrength  !* 

*  Hold,*  fays  the  farmer ;  *  not  fo  faft, 
^  I  have  been  lame  thefe  four  years  pail.' 

*  And  no  great  wonder,*  Death  replies  ; 

•  However,  you  ftill  keep  your  eyes  ; 

•  And  fure,  to  fee  one's  loves  and  friends, 

•  For  legs  and  arms  would  make  amends.* 

*  Perhaps,*  fays  Dobfon,  •  fo  it  might, 
«  But  latterly  I've  loft  my  fight.* 

'  This  is  a  fhockiug  ftory,  faith ; 

•  Yet  there's  fomc  comfort  ftill,*  fays  Death : 

•  Each  ftrives  your  fadnefs  to  amufe  ; 
'  I  warrant  you  hear  all  the  news.' 

*  There's  none,*  cries  he  ;  »  and  if  there  were, 

•  I*m  grown  fo  deaf,  I  could  not  hear.' 

'  Nay,  then  !*  the  fpe£tre  ftem  rejoin'd, 

*  Thefe  are  unjuftifiable  yearnings ; 

*  If  you  are  Lame,  and  Deaf,  and  Blind, 

*  You've  had  your  Three  fufficient  Warnings.' 
'  So  come  along,  no  more  we*ll  part  :* 

He  faid,  and  touch 'd  him  with  his  dart ; 
And  now,  old  Dobfon  turning  pale. 
Yields  to  his  fate— ^fo  ends  my  tale. 


A    LET. 
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A    LETTER    FROM    CAMBRJDiOE 

TO 
A     YOUNG    CINTLEMAN    AT    ETON    SCHOOL. 

BY    DR     LITTLETON. 

THOUGH  plagu'd  with  algebraick  lefturcsji, 
And  aftronomical  conjcftures, 
Wean'd  from  the  fweets  of  poetry 
To  fcraps  of  dry  philofophy. 
You  fee,  dear  Sir,  I've  found  a  time 
T*  exprefs  my  thoughts  to  you  in  rhimc : 
For  why,  my  friend,  fhould  diflant  partSj 
Or  times,  disjoin  united  hearts; 
Since,  though  by  intervening  (pace 
Depriv'd  of  fpeaking  face  to  face. 
By  faithful  emiflary,  letter. 
We  may  converfe  as  well,  or  better  ? 
And,  not  to  ftretch  a  narrow  fancy. 
To  fhew  what  pretty  things  I  can  fay, 
(As  feme  will  ftrain  a  fimile, 
Firft  work  it  fine,  and  then  apply ; 
Tag  Butler's  rhimes  to  Prior's  though ts> 
And  chufe  to  mimick  all  their  faults ; 
By  head  and  ftoulders  bring  in  a  ftick. 
To  (hew  their  knack  at  hudibraftick:) 
I'll  tell  you,  as  a  friend  and  crony. 
How  here  I  fpend  my  tipie  and  money  ; 
For  time  and  money  go  together. 
As  fure  as  weathercock  and  weather  ; 
And  thrifty  guardians  all  allow 
This  grave  refledtion  to  be  true; 

Th 
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That  whilft  we  pay  fo  dear  foV  iMlrhing 
Thofc  weighty  truths  we^ve  ho  tbhcef  n  in. 
The  fpark  who  fquanders  time  away 
In  vain  pnrfuits,  and  fruitlefs  play. 
Not  only  proves  an  arrant  blockhead. 
But,  what's  much  worfe,  is  out  of  pocket. 
Whether  my  condudl  bid  or  gb5d  is. 
Judge  from  the  nature  of  my  ^dies. 
No  more  majeftick  Virg^Ps  heights. 
Nor  tow'ring  Milton's  loftier  flights. 
Nor  courtly  Flacctfs*s  rebukes. 
Who  banters  vice  with  friendly  jokes  ; 
Nor  Congreve's  life,  nor  Cowley's  fire. 
Nor  all  the  beauties  that  confpire 
To  place  the  greeneft  bays  upon 
Th'  immortal  brows  of  Addiifbn  ; 
Prior's  inimitable  eafe. 
Nor  Pope's  harmonious  lumbers  pleafe ; 
Homer,  indeed,  (for  criticks  fhew  it) 
Was  both  philofopher,  and  poet; 
But  tedious  philofophick  chapters 
Quite  ftifle  my  poetick  raptures  ; 
And  I  to  Phcebus  bade  adieu 
When  firft  I  took  niy  leavis  of  yon. 
Now  ^gebra,  geometry, 
Aiithmetick,  afbononiy, 
Opticks,  chronology,  and  llaticks. 
All  tirefome  parts  of  mathematicks  ; 
With  twenty  harder  names  than  thefe, 
Difturb  my  brain,  and- break  my  peace. 
All  feeming  inconfiftendes 
Arc  nicely  folv'd  by  a's,  and  Vs  ; 
Our  cyc-fight  is  difprov'd  by  prifins. 
Our  arguments  by  fyllo^ms. 
If  I  ihould  confidently  write 
This  ink  is  black,  this  paper  white  ; 

Or, 
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Or,  to  exprefs  myfclf  yet  fuller. 
Should  fay,  that  black  or  white's  a  colour  ; 
They'd  contradidl  it,  and  perplex  one 
With  motion,  rays,  and  their  reflexion  ; 
And  folve  th'  apparent  faI(hood  by 
The  curious  texture  of  the  eye. 
Should  I  the  poker  want,  and  take  it, 
When't  looks  as  hot  as  fire  can  make  it. 
And  burn  my  finger,  and  my  coat. 
They'd  flatly  tell  me,  'tis  not  hot : 

•  The  fire,'  fay  they,  '  has  in't,  'tis  true,, 

•  The  pow'r  of  caufing  lieat  in  you  ; 

•  But  no  more  heat's  in  fire  that  heats  you, 

•  Than  there  is  pain  in  ftick  that  beats  you.* 
Thus,  too,  philofophers  expound 

The  names  of  odour,  tafte,  and  found : 
The  falts  and  juices  in  all  meat, 
AfFeft  the  tongues  of  them  that  cat. 
And  by  fome  fecret  poignant  power 
Give  them  the  tafte  of  fweet,  and  four. 
Carnations,  violets,  and  rofes,  ^ 

Caufe  a  ienfation  in  our  nofes; 
But  then  there's  none  of  us  can  tell 
The  things  themfelves  have  tafte  or  fmell. 
So,  when  melodious  Mafon  flftgs,  ^ 
Or  Gethring  tunes  the  trembling  ftrings. 
Or  when  the  trumpet's  brilk  alarmp 
Call  forth  the  chearful  youth  to  arms, 
Convcy'd  thro'  undulating  air. 
The  Bfiufick's  only  in  the  ear. 

We're  told  how  planets  roll  on  high, 
Kow  large  their  orbits,  and  how  nigh  ; 
I  hope  in  little  time  to  know 
Whether  the  moon's  a  cheefe,  or  no  ; 
Whether  the  man  in't,  as  fom^  tell  ye. 
With  beef  and  carrots  fills  his  belly  ; 


Vi 
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"Why,  like  a  knatick  confin'd. 
He  lives  at  diftance  from  mankind  } 
When  He,  at  t>ne  good  hearty  fhake. 
Might  vftiil  his  prifon  ofF  his  back  ; 
Or^  like  a  maggot  in  a  nut. 
Full  bravely  eat  his  pafTage  out. 
Who  knows  what  vaft  difcoveries 
From  fuch  enquiries  might  arife  ? 
But  feuds^  and' tumults  in  the  nation, 
Difturb  fuch  carious  fpeculation. 
Cambridge,  from  furious  broils  of  ftate, 
Forefees  her  near-approadiing  fate ; 
Her  fureft  patrons  are  removed. 
And  her  triumphant  foes  approved. 

No  more  I  this  due  to  friendfhip  take. 
Not  idly  writ  for  writing's  fake  ; 
Nor  longer  queftion  my  refped,  . 
Nor  call  this  ihort  delay,  negleft ; 
At  leaft  excufe  it,  when  you  fee 
This  pledge  of  my  fmcerity  j 
For  one  who  rhiines  to  make  yo«  tafy. 
And  his  invention  drains  to  pleafe  you. 
To  fhew  his  friendfhip  cracks  his  brains^ 
Sure  i$  a  madman  if  he  feigns. 

TO    MRS.    GILLMAN. 

BY    DR.    LANGHORNE. 

WITH  fenfe  enough  for  half  your  fex  befide ; 
With  juft  no  more  than  neceilary  pride  ; 
With  knowledge  ^ught  from  Nature's  living  page. 
Politely  learn'd,  and  elegantly  fage ;    , 
Alas  1  how  pi(eons,  thiat  in  fuch  a  mind 
So  many  foibles  free  xtoeptiaa  Ami ! 

M  Caa 
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Can  fuch  a  mind,  ye  gods  !  admit  disdain  ; 
Be  pa'rtial^  envious,  covetous,  and  vain! 
Unwelcome  truth  !  to  love,  to  blindnefs  clear  ! 
Yet,  GiLLMAN,  bear  it — ^while  you  bluih  to  hear* 

That  in  your  gentle  breafl  disdain  can  dwell. 
Let  knavery,  meannefs,  pride,  that  feel  it,  tell  I 
With  partial  eye  a  friend's  defe£ls  you  fee. 
And  look  with  kindnefs  on  my  faults  and  me. 
And  does  no  e  n^  that  fair  mind  o'erihade  ; 
Does  no  fhort  figh  for  greater  wealth  invade ; 
When  filent  merit  wants  the  foflering  meed. 
And  the  warm  wifh  fuggefts  the  virtuous  deed  ? 
Fairly  the  charge  of  vanity  you  prove. 
Vain  of  each  virtue  of  the  friends  you  love. 

What  charms,  what  arts  of  magick  have  confpir'd. 
Of  power  to  make  fo  many  faults  admir'4  ? 


THE    HISTORY    OF    PORSENNA^ 
KING     OF     RUSSIA. 

IN     TWO     BOOK  S. 

BY    THE    REV.    DR.    LISLE. 


»Arva,  beata 


Petamus  arva,  divltes  et  infulas.  hok«  kpod.  X'Wht 

B  O  O  K       I. 

IN  Ruffians  frozen  clime,  fome  ages  iince. 
There  dwelt,  hiftorians  fay,  a  worthy  prince. 
Who  to  his  people's  goodvcouHn'd  his  care> 
And  fix'd  the  bafis  of  his  empire  there ; 
Enlarg'd  their  trade,  the  lib'ral  arts  improvM, 
Made  nations  happy,  and  himf^lf  belov'd ; 


To 
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To  all  the  neighboring  ftates  a  terror  grown. 
The  dear  delight  and  glory  of  his  own. 
Not  like  thofe  kings,  who  vainly  feek  renown 
From  countries  roin'd,  and  from  battles  v(on  ; 
Thofe  mighty  Nimrods,  who  mean  laws  defpife. 
Call  murder  but  a  princely  exercife ; 
And>  if  one  bloodlefs  fun  ihould  (leal  away. 
Cry  out,  with  Titus,  they  have  loft  a  day  ; 
Who,  to  be  more  than  men,  themfelves  debafe. 
Beneath  the  brute,  their  Maker's  form  de&ce, 
Raifing  their  titles  by  their  God's  difgrace. 
Like  fame  to  bold  Eroftratus  we  give. 
Who  fcom'd  by  lefs  than  facrilege  to  live  ; 
On  holy  ruins  rais'd  a  lafting  name. 
And  in  the  temple's  fire  diffus'd  his  fhame. 
Far  difF'rent  praifcs,  and  a  brighter  fame. 
The' virtues  of  the  young  Porfenna  claim ; 
For  by  that  name  the  Ruflian  king  was  known* 
And  fure  a  nobler  ne'er  adorn'd  the  throne. 
In  war  he  knew  the  deathful  fword  to  wield. 
And  fought  the  thickeft  dangers  of  the  field  ; 
A  bold  commander !  but,  the  ftorm  o'erblown. 
He  feem'd  as  he  were  made  for  peace  alone  ; 
Then  was,  the  golden  age  again  reftor'd. 
Nor  lefs  his  juftice  honour'd  than  his  fword. 
All  needlefs  pomp  and  outward  grandeur  fpar'd. 
The  deeds  that  grac'd  him  were  his  only  guard  ; 
No  private  views  beneath  a  borrow'd  name ; 
His  and  the  publick  intereft  were  the  fame. 
In  wealth  and  pleafure  let  the  fubje^l  live. 
But  virtue  is  the  king's  prerogative ; 
Porfenna  there  without  a  rival  ftood. 
And  would  msdntain  his  right  of  doing  good* 
Nor  did  his  peribn  lefs  attradion  wear. 
Such  majefty  and.  fweetnefs  mingled  there ; 

M  2  Heav^Ji 
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Heav'n  with  uncommon  art  the  clay  refined, 

A  proper  manfion  for  fo  fair  a  mind  ; 

Each  look,  each  suSdon,  bore  peculiar  grace. 

And  love  itfelf  was  painted  on  his  face. 

In  peaceful  time,  he  fuiFer'd  not  his  mind 

To  ruft  in  floth,  though  much  to  peace  incUn'd  ; 

Nor  wanton  in  the  lap  of  pleafure  lay. 

And,  loft  to  glory,  loiter'd  life  away  ; 

But  adivc  rifing  ere  the  prime  of  day. 

Through  woods  arid  lonely  defarts  lov'd  to  ftray  ; 

With  hounds  and  horns  to  wake  the  furious  bear. 

Or  rouze  the  tawny  lion  from  his  laire  ; 

To  rid  the  foreft  of  the  favage  brood,   / 

And  whet  his  courage  for  his  country's  good  ! 

One  day,  as  he  purfu'd  the  dang'rous  fport. 
Attended  by  the  nobles  of  his  court. 
It  chanc'd  a  beaft  of  more  than  common  fpeed 
Sprang  from  the  brake,  and  through  the  deiart  fled. 
The  ardent  prince,  impetuous  as  the  wind, 
Rufh'd  on,  and  left  his  lagging  train  behind. 
Fir*d  with  the  chace,  and  full  of  youthful  blood. 
O'er  plains,  and  vales,  and  woodland  wilds  he  rode. 
Urging  his  courfer's  fpeed  ;  nor  thought  the  day     ♦ 
How  wafted,  nor  how  intricate  the  way  : 
Nor,  till  the  night  in  duflcy  clouds  came  on, 
Reftrain'jd  his  pace,  or  found  himfelf  alone. 
Miffing  his  train,  he  ftrove  to  meafure  back 
The  road  he  came,  but  could  not  find  the  track  ; 
Still  turning  to  the  place  he  left  before. 
And  only  lab'ring  to  be  loft  the  more. 
The  bugle  horn,  which  o'ei*  his  fhoulders  hung. 
So  loud  he  winded,  that  the  foreft  rung  : 
In  vain  ;  no  voice  but  echo  from  the  ground. 
And  vocal  woods  made  mock'ry  of  the  found. 

And  now  the  gath'ring  clouds  began  to  fpread 
O'er  the  dun  face  of  night  a  deeper  ftiade  ; 
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And  the  hoarfe  thunder*  growling  from  afw,    ^ 

With  heraid  voice  proclaimed  th'  approaching  war ; 

Silence  awhile  enfu'd— then  by  degrees 

A  hollow  wind  came  mutt'ring  throagh  the  trees.  ^ 

Sudden  the  full-fraught  fky  difcharg'd  it's  flore. 

Of  rain  and  rattling  hail,  a  mingled  (how'r ; 

The  adive  lightning  ran  along  the  ground  ; 

The  £ery  bolts  by  fits  were  hurPd  around. 

And  the  wide  forefts  trembled  at  the  found. 

Amazement  feiz'd  the  prince  :  where  could  he  fly  ; 

No  guide  to  lead,  no  friendly  cottage  nigk  ! 

Penfive  and  unrefolv'd  awhile  he  flood. 

Beneath  the  fcanty  covert  of  the  wood ; 

But,  drove  from  thence,  foon  fally*d  forth  again. 

As  chance  direded,  on  the  dreary  plain  ; 

Conftrain'd  his  melancholy  way  to  take 

Through  many  a  loathibme  bog,  and  thorny  brake* 

Caught  in  the  thicket,  flound'ring  in  the  lake. 

Wet  with  the  ftorm,  and  wearied  with  the  way. 

By  hunger  pinch'd,  himfelf  to  beafts  a  prey  ; 

Nor  wine  to  chear  his  heart,  nor  fire  to  burp^ 

Kor  place  to  reft,  nor  profped  to  return : 

Drooping  and  fpintlefs,  at  life's  defpair. 

He  bade  it  pafs»  not  worth  hi^  farther  care  ; 

When  fuddenly  he  fpy'd  a  diftant  light. 

That  faintly  twinkled  through  the  gloom  of  night. 

And  his  heart  leap'd  for  joy,  and  blefs'd  the  welcome  fight. 

Oft-times  he  doubted,  it  appeared  fo  far. 

And  hung  fo  high,  'twas  nothing  but  a  ftar. 

Or  kindled  vapour  wand'ring  thro'  the  (ky. 

But  ftill  prefs'd  on  his  fteed,  ftill  kept  it  in  his  eye  ; 

Till,  much  fatigue,  and  many  dangers  paft. 

At  a  huge  mountain  he  arriv'd  at  laft. 

There,  lighting  from  his  horfe,  on  hands  and  knecs^ 

Crop'd  out  tlie  darkfome  road,  by  flow  degrees. 

Crawling 
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Crawling  or  clajnb'ring  o'er  the  ragged  way ; 

The  thunder  roUs  above,  the  flames  an>and  him  play ; 

Joyful  at  length  he  gain'd  the  ftcepy  height. 

And  found  the  rift  whence  fprang  the  friendly  light* 

And  here  he  ftopp'd  to  reft  hi&  wearied  feet. 

And  weigh  the  perils  he  had  ftill  to  meet ; 

Unfheath'd  lus  trufty  fword>  and  dealt  his  eyes 

With  caution  round  him,  to  prevent  furprize  ; 

Then  fummon'd  all  the  forces  of  his  mind. 

And  ent'ring  boldly  caft  his  fears  behind  : 

Refolv'd  to  pufh  his  way,  whate'er  withftood. 

Or  perilh  bravely  as  a  monarch  fhou'd. 

While  he  the  wonders  of  the  place  furvey'd. 
And  thro'  the  various  cells  at  random  ftrayM, 
In  a  dark  corner  of  the  cave  he  view'd 
Somewhat  that  in  the  fhape  of  woman  ftood ; 
Bet  more  deform'd  than  dreams  can  reprefent 
The  midnight  hag,  or  poet's  fancy  paint 
The  Lapland  witcii,  when  (he  her  broom  beftrides. 
And  fcatters  ftorms  and  tempefts  as  fhe  rides. 
She  look'd,  as  Nature  made  her  to  difgrace 
Her  kind,  and  caft  a  blot  on  all  the  race. 
Her  fhrivel'd  flcin  with  yellow  (pots  befmear'd 
Like  mouldy  records  feem'd ;  her  eyes  were  blear*d  ; 
Her  feeble  limbs  with  age  and  palfy  Ihook ; 
Bent  was  her  body,  haggard  was  her  look  : 
From  the  dark  nook  out  crept  the  filthy  crone  ; 
And,  propp'd  upon  her  crutch,  came  tott'ring  on.  * 

The  prince  in  civil  guife  approach'd  the  dame. 
Told  her  his  piteous  cafe,  and  whence  he  came ; 
And,  till  Aurora  fhould  the  (hades  expel, 
Implor'd  a  lodging  lit  her  friendly  cell. 
'  Mortal !  whoe'er  thou  art,'  the  fiend  began  ; 
And  as  fhe  fpakc,  a  deadly  horror  ran 
T^hiol'  all  his  frame  ;  his  cheeks  the  blood  forfbok, 
Chatter'd  his  teeth,  hu  knees  together  ftruckt 

'  Whoever 
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*  Whoe'er  thou  art,  that  with  prefumption  rude,    , 
^  Dar'ft  on  our  facred  privacy  intrude ;  ' 

'  And  without  licence  in  our  court  appear, 

*  Know,  thou'rt  the  firft  that  ever  cnter'd  here ! 

'  But  fmce  thou  plead*ft  excufe,  thou'rt  hither  brought 
'  More  by  thy  fortune  than  thy  own  default ; 
'  Thy  crime,  tho*  great,  an  eafy  pardon  finds, 

*  For  mercy  ever  dwells  in  royal  minds  : 

*  And,  would  you  learn  from  whofe  indulgent  hand 
'  You  live,  and  in  whofe  awful  prefence  fbmd, 

*  Kiiow  fiirther,  thro*  yon  wide-extended  plains 

*  Great  Eolus  the  king  of  tempeils  reigns, 

*  And  in  this  lofty  palace  makes  abode, 

*  Well  fuited  to  his  ftate,  and  worthy  of  the  god. 

*  The  various  elements  his  empire  own,  ^ 
'  And  pay  their  humble  homage  at  his  throne ; 

*  And  hither  all  the  dorms  and  clouds  refort, 
<  Proud  to  encreafe  the  fplendor  of  his  court* 

*  His  queen  am  I,  from  whom  the  beauteous  race 

*  Of  winds  arofe,  iweet  fruit  of  our  embrace  !* 
She  fcarce  had  ended,  when,  with  wild  uproar. 
And  horrid  din,  her  fons  impetuous  pour 
Around  the  cave  ;  came  rufhing  in  amain 
Lybs,  Eurus,  Boreas,  all  the  boiftVous  train ; 
And  clofe  behind  them  on  a  whirlwind  rode^ 

In  clouded  majefly,  the  blufl*ring  god  : 

Their  locks  a  thoufand  ways  were  blown  about; 

Their  cheeks  like  full-blown  bladders  ftrutted  out; 

Their  boafting  talk  was  of  the  feats  they'd  done. 

Of  trees  uprooted,  and  of  towns  o'erlhrown ; 

And  when  they  kindly  tum'd  them,  to  accoft 

The  prince,  they  almoft  pierc'd  him  with  their  froft. 

The  gaping  hag  in  fix'd  attention  flood. 
And  at  the  clofe  of  every  tale,  cried — *  Good  I  * 
Blefling  with  outfbetch'd  arms  each  darling  JTon, 
In  due  proportion  to  the  mifchief  done. 

*  And 
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•  And  where/  faid  flic,  '  docs  little  Zephyr  ffray  f 

•  Know  ye,  my  fons,  your  brother's  rout  to-day? 

•  In  what  bold  deeds  does  he  his  hours  employ  ? 

•  Grant  Heav'n  no  evil  has  bcfal'n  my  boy  ! 

*  Ne^cr  was  he  knoyn  to  linger  thus  before.* 
.Scarce  had  (he  fpoke,  when  at  the  cavern  door 
Came  lightly  tripping,  in  a  form  more  fair 
Than  the  young  ppet's  fond  ideas  are. 
When  fir'd  with  love  he  tries  his  utmoft  art 
To  paint  the  beauteous  tyrant  of  his  heart. 

A  fatin  vei  his  ilender  ihape  confin'd. 
Embroidered  o'er  with  flow'rs  of  every  kind. 
Flora's  own  work,  when  firft  the  goddefs  ftrore 
To  win  the' little  wanderer  to  her  love. 
Of  bumifh'd  filver  were  his  fandals  made. 
Silver  his  bufkins,  and  with  gems  o'erlaid ; 
A  faffix)n-colour*d  robe  behind  him  flow'd. 
And  added  grace  and  grandeur  as  he  trod. 
His  wings  than  lilies  whiter  to,  behold. 
Sprinkled  with  aznre  fpots,  and  ftreak'd  with  gold ; 
So  thin  their  form,  and  of  fo  light  a  kind. 
That  they  for  ever  danc'd  and  flntter'd  in  the  wind. 
Around  his  temples,  with  becoming  air. 
In  wanton  ringlets,  curPd  his  auburn  hair. 
And  o'er  his  fhoulders  negligently  fpread ; 
A  wreath  of  fragrant  rofes  crown'd  his  head. 

Such  his  attire  ;  but,  O  !  no  pen  can  trace. 
No  words  can  (hew  the  beauties  of  his  face ; 
So  kind  1  fo  winning !  fo  divinely  fair  ! 
Eternal  youth  and  pleafure  flourilh  there ! 
There  all  the  little  loves  and  graces  itieet, 
A;id  ev'ry  thing  that's  foft,  and  cv'ry  thing  that's  fweet ! 

'  Thou  vagrant,'  cry'd  the  dame  in  angry  tone, 

*  Where  could'fl  thou  loiter  thus  fo  long  alone  ! 

*  Little  thou  car'ft  what  anxious  thoughts  moleft, 

*  What  pangs  are  laboring  in  a  mother's  breaft  ! 

^  Well      I 
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*  Wfell  do  you  (hew  your  duty  by  your  haile,  ^ 

*  For  thou  of  all  my  Tons  art  always  laft;  C 

*  A  child  lefs  fondled  would  have  fled  more  falK  J 

*  Sure  '^  a  curfe  on  mothers^  doomM  to  mourn, 

'  Where  beft  they  love>  the  leaft  and  worft  return  I' 

'  My  dear  mamma^'  the  gentle  youth  reply'd> 
And  made  a  low  obeifance^  '  ctafe  to  ehide> 

*  Nor  wound  me  with  your  words ;  for  well  you  know,  t 
'  Your  Zephyr  bears  a  part  in  all  your  woe; 

'  How  great  ,muft  be  his  ibrrow,  then,  to  learn 
'  That  he  himfelf 's  the  caufe  of  your  concern  ! 
'  Nor  had  I  loiter'd  thus,  had  I  been  fiee  $ 

*  But  the  fair  Princefs  of  Fclidty 

*  Entreated  me  to  make  fome  ihort  delay  | 

'  And  aik'd  by  her,  who  could  refufe  to  iUy  ? 

*  Surrounded  by  the  damfels  of  her  court, 
■  She  foug&t  the  ihady  grove,  her  lov'd  refort :  * 

*  Freih  rofe  the  grafi>  the  ilow'rs  were  mix'd  between, 
'  Like,  rich  embroidery  on  a  ground  of  green ; 

'  And  in  the  midft,  protected  by  the  Ihade, 

*  A  cryftal  ibream  in  wild  meanders  play'd ; 

, "  While, on  it's  banks,  the  trembling  leaves  amohg> 
'  A  thoufand  little  birds  in  concert  fung* 
'  Clofe  by  a  mount,  with  fragrant  fhrubs  o'ergrown, 
'  On  a  cool  niofly  couch  fhe  laid  her  down ; 

*  Her  air,  her  pofture,  all  coufpir^d  to  pleafe ; 

*  Her  head,  upon  her  fnowy  arm  at  eafe 

*  Redin'd,  a  ftudy'd  careleflhefs  exprefs'd; 

'  Loofe  lay  her  robe,  and  naked  heav'd  her  breailb 

*  Eager  I  flew  to  that  delightful  piace> 

*  And  poUr'd  a  ihow'r  6f  kifles  on  her  face ; 

*  Now  hover'd  o'er  her  neck,  her  breaftj  her  arms> 

*  Like  bees  o'er  fiow*^,  and  tafted  all  her  charms  ; 
«  And  then  her  lips,  and  then  her  cheeks  I  try'd, 

*  And  fann'd  and  wautou'd  round  on  every  iid^. 

N  *«  O  Zephyr  P 
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♦*  O  Zephyr  !**  cry'd  the  fair,  '*  thou  charming  boy^ 
*•  Thy  prefence  only  can  create  me  joy  ;  ' 

•'  To  me  thou  art  beyond  expreffion  dear, 
**  Nor  can  I  quit  the  place  while  thou  art  here  1" 

*  Excufe  my  weaknefs.  Madam,  when  I  fwear 

*  Such  gentle  words,  join'd  with  fo  foft  an  air,  - 
'  Pronounc'd  fo  fwectly  from  a  mouth  fo  fair,     • 

*  Qiitc  ravifti'd  all  my  fenfe  ;  nor  did  I  know 

*  How  long  I  ftay'd,  •  or  when  or  where  to  go  ! 
'  Meanwhile  tlie  darnels  debonnair  and  gay, 

*  Prattled  around,  and  laugh'd  the  time  away  : 

*  Thefe,  in  foft  botes,  addrefs'd  tlie  ravifh'd  tsAr,-  "■  '- 

*  And  warbled  out  fo  fwect,  'twas  heav'n  to  hear ;  '- 

*  And  thofe  in  rings,  beneath  the  greenwood  ftiade, 

*  Danc'd  to  the  melody  their  fellows  made.  -    ' 
'  Some  fludious  of  themfelves,  employ 'd.  their  care 

*  In  weaving  flow'ry  wreatTies  to  deck  their  hair  ;.  ' 

*  While  others  to  fome  fav'rite  plant  c6iivey*d^  '    -i 

*  Refrefhing  fliow'rs,  and  chear'd  it's,  drooping  heai; 
'  *  A  joy  fo  general  fpread' through  all  the  plaCe,-  -  :  ■ 

*  Such  fatisfadlion  dwelt  on  every  face,  '•       -  i.:^ 

*  The  nymphs  fo  kind,-  lb  lovely  look'd  the  qoefci*,'- 

*  That  never  eye  beheld  a  fwceter  fcene  I* 
Porfenna,  like  a  ftatue  fix^d  appear'd> 

.And,  rapt  in  filent  wonder,  gaz'd  and  heard: 
Much  he  admir'd  the  -fpeech^  the  (peafcer  moi«/ 
And  dwelt  on  ev'ry  word,  and  griev'd  to  find  it  o'er.- 

*  O  gentle  youth  !'  he  cry'd,  *  proceed  to  tell, 

'  In  what  fair  country  docs^this  priqncefs  dwdl ;  . 

*  What  region  unexplor'd,  what  hidden  coall, 

*  Can  fo  much  goodnefs,  fo  much  beauty  boaft  !* 
To  whom  the  winged  god  with  gracious  look, 

Numberlefs  fweets  diffuiing  wliile  he  (poke. 
Thus  anfwer'd  kind :  *  Thefe  happy  gardens  lie 

*  Far  hence  i-emov'd,  beneath  a  milder  fky  ; 

*  Their  name — the  kingdom  of  Felicity. 
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Sweet  fcenes  of  endleCs  blifs,  enchanted  ground, 
A  foil  for  ever  fought,  but  feldom  found  ; 
Though  in  the  fearch  all  human  kind  in  vain 
Weary  their  wits,  and  wade  their  lives  in  pain. 
In  difF'rcnt  parties,  different  paths  they  tread. 
As  reafon- guides  them,  or  as  follies  lead  ; 
Thefe  wrangling  for  the  place  they  ne'*r  fhall  fee. 
Debating  thofe,  if  fuch  a  place  there  be ; 
But  not  the  wifeft,  nor  the  beft;  can  fay 
'  Where  lies  the  pwnt,  or  mark  the  certain  way. 

■  Some  few,  by  Fortune  favoured  for  her  fport. 
Have  fail'd  in  fight  of  this  delightful  port ; 

■  In  thought  already  feiz'd  the  blefs'd  abodes, 

■  And  in  their  fond  delirium  rank'd  with.  gods. 
^  Fruitlefs  attempt !  all  avenues  are  kept 

^  By  dreadful  foes,  fentry  that  never  flept. 

f  Here,  fell  Detraftion  darts  her  pois'nous  breath 

'  Fraught  with  a  thoufand  ftings,  and  fcatters  deaxh  ; 

'  Sharp-fighted  Envy  there  maintains  her  poft, 

'  And  fliakes  her  flaming  brand,  and'ftalks  around  the  coaft. 

*  Thefe  on  the  helplefs  bark  their  fury  pour, 

'  Plunge  in  the  waves,  or  dafh  againfl  the  fhore  ; 

'  Teacli  wretched  mortals  they  were  doom'd  to  mourn, 

*  And  ne'er  muft  reft  but  in  the  filent  urn  ! 

*  But  fay,  young  monarch,  for  what  name  you  bear, 
'  Your  mien,  your  drefs,  your  perfon,  all  declare ; 

*  And  though  I  foldom  fan  the  frozen  North^ 
'  Yet  I  have  heard  of  brave  Porfenna's  worth. 

*  My  brother  Bqreas  through  the  world  has  flown, 

*  Swelling  his  breath  to  fpread  forth  your  renown  ; 

*  Say,  would  you  chufe  to  vifit  this  retreat, 

*  And  view  the  world  where  all  thefe  wonders  meet  ? 

*  Wifh  you  fome  friend  o'er  that  tempeiluous  fea 

*  To  bear  you  fafe  '.  Behold  that  friend  in  me. 

*  My  aftive  wings  ftiall  all  their  force  employ, 

*  And  nimbly  waft  you  to  tlie  realms  of  joy  ; 

N  2  •  Ai. 
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*  As  onccb  to  gratify  the  god  of  love, 

*  I  bore  fair  Pfychc  to  the  Cyprian  grove  ; 

*  Or  as  Jove's  bird,  defcei^ding  from  on  high, 

'  Snatch'd  the  young  Trojan  trembling  to  the  iky, 

*  There  period  blifs  thon  may'ft  for  ever  (hare, 

*  'Scap'd  from  the  bufy  world ,  and  all  it*s  care  ; 
'  There,  in  the  lovely  princefs,  thou  (halt  find 

*  A  miftrefs  ever  blooming,  ever  kind  !' 
All  extafy,  on  air  Porfenna  trod. 

And  to  his  bofom  fti^n'd  the  little  god  ; 

With  grateful  fentiments  his  heart  o'erfiow'4» 

And  in  the  warmeft  words  millions  of  thanks  beflow'd. 

When  Eolus,  in  furly  humour,  broke 
Their.  &nSt  embrace,  and  thus  abruptly  {poke. 

*  Enpugh  of  compliment ;  I  hate  the  fport 

f  Of  meanlefs  words  :  this  is  no  human  courtj» 
«  Where  plain  and  hor^edt  are  difcarded  quite, 
,    ^  For  the  more  modiih  title  of  polite  ;        • 

*  Where,  in  (oft  Speeches,  hypocrites  impart 

*  The  venom'd  ills  that  lurk  beneath  the  heart  5 

*  In  friendfhip's  holy  guif<?  their  guilt  improve, 

*  -And  kindly  kill  with  ipeciouS  (hew  of  love. 

*  Fof  us-^4ny  fubjeds  are  not  us'd  to  wait, 

*  And  wafte  their  l^ours,  to  hear  a  mortal  prate  ; 

*  They  mnft  abroad  before  tl^e  rifing  fun, 

*  And  hie  'cm  to  the  feas  !  there's  mifchief  to  be  done, 

*  Excufc  my  plainnefs.  Sir  ;  but  bu(inef6  ftands  ; 

*  And  we  have  ^orms  and  (hipwrecks  on  our  hands  !* 
He  ended  frownhig  ;  and  the  noify  rout, 

Each  to  his  fevcral  cell  wei^t  pufiing  out : 
But  Zephyr,  far  more  courteous  than  the  reft. 
To  his  6wn  bOw'r  convey'd  the  royal  gueft  ; 
There  on  a  bed  of  rofes,  neatly  laid. 
Beneath  the  fragrance  of  a  myrtle  (hade. 
His  limbs  to  needful  reft  the  prince  appl/d. 
His  fweet  companion  flomb'ring  by  his  fide. 

BOOK 
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^^^TO  (boner  in  her  lilver  chariot  fott 

•^       The  ruddy  inom>  than,  fated  with  repofc« 

The  prince  addrefs^d  his  hoft  ;  the  god  awoke> 

And  leaping  from  his  couch,  thus  kindly  fpoke : 

f  This  early  call,  my  lord,  that  chides  my  ftay» 

'  Requires  my  thanks,  and  I  with  joy  obey. 

f  Like  you,  I  long  to  reach  the  blifsful  coaft, 

f  Hate  the  flow  night,  and  mourn  the  moments  lofl. 

f  The  bright  Rofinda,  lovelieft  o^  the  fair 

f  That  croud  the  princeis'  court,  demands  my  care  ; 

f  E'en  now,  with  fears  and  jeafouiies  o'erbome, 

f  Upbraids,  and  calls  me  cruel  and  forfwom. 

f  What  fweet  rewards  on  all  my  toils  attend, 

f  Serving  at  once  my  mifhrefs  and  my  friend  1 

f  Juft  to  iqy  love,  and  to  my  duty  too, 

f  Well  paid  iq.  her,  well  pleas'd  in  pleafing  you  !' 

This  faid,  he  led  him  to  the  caverq  gate. 

And  clafp'd  him  in  his  arms,  and  poiz'd  his  weight  ^ 

Then  balancing  his  body  here  and  there, 

Stretch'd  forth  his  agile  wings,  and  launch'd  in  air^ 

Swift  as  the  fiery  meteor  froqi  on  high 

Shoots  to  it's  goal,  and  gleams  athwart  the  fky. 

Here  with  .quick  fan  his  lab'ring  pinions  play> 

There  glide  at  eafe  along  the  liquid  way  ; 

Now  lightly  (kirn  the  plain  with  even  flight ; 

Now  proudly  foar  above  the  mountain's  height. 

Spiteful  Detraction,  whpfe  envenom'd  hate 
3ports  vnth  the  fuff'ntigs  of  the  good  ^nd  great. 
Spares  not  our  prince  ;  but,  with  opprobrious  fnter^ 
Arraigns  him  of'the  heinous  fln  of  fear ; 
That  he,  (b  tryfd  in  arms,  whofe  very  name 
Infus'd  a  feq-et  panjictc  where  it  came  y 

E'en 
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E'en  he,  as  high  above  the  clouds  he  flew. 
And  fpy'd  the  mountains  lefs'ning  to  the  view. 
Nought  round  him  but  the  wide-expanded  air, 
Helplefs,  abandon'd  to  a  ftripling's  care. 
Struck  with  the  rapid  whirl,  and  dreadful  height, 
ConfefsM  fome  faint  alarm,  fomc  little  fright. 

The  friendly  god,  who  inftantly  divin'd 
The  terrors  that  pofTefs'd  his  fellow's  mind. 
To  calm  his  troubled  thoughts,  and  cheat  the  way, 
Defcrib'd  the  nations  that  beneath  them  lay ; 
The  name,  the  climate,  and  the  foil's  encrcafc. 
Their  arms  in  war,  their  government  in  peace ; 
Shew'd  .their  domellick  arts,  their  foreign  trade. 
What  int'reft  they  purfu'd,  what  leagues  they  made. 
The  fweet  difcourfe  fo  charm'd  Porfcnna's  ear. 
That,  loft  in  joy,  he  had  no  time  for  fear. 

From  Scandinavia's  cold  inclement  waftc. 
O'er  wide  Germania's  various  realms  they  pafsM^ 
And  now  on  Albion's  fields  fufpend  their  toil. 
Arid  hover  for  a  while,  and  blefs  the  foil. 
O'er  the  gay  fcene  the  prince  delighted  hung. 
And  gaz'd  in  rapture,  and  forgot  his  tongue  ; 
Till  bucAlng  fortJi  at  length,  *  Behold,'  cry'd  he, 

*  The  promised  ifle,  the  land  I  long'd  to  fee  ! 

*  Thofe  plains,  thofe  vales,  and  fruitful  hills,  declare 

*  My  queen,  my  charmer,  muft  inhabit  there  1'   . 
Thus  rav'd  the  monarch ;  and  the  gentle  guide. 
Pleas 'd  with  his  error,  thus  in  fmiles  reply 'd. 

*  I  mufl  applaud,  my  lord,    the  lucky  thought ; 

*  E'en  I,  who  know  tli'  original,  am  caught, 

*  And  doubt  my  fenfes,  when  I  view  the  draught. 
^  The  flow- nfc ending  hill,  the  lofty  wood 

'  That  m.mtles  o'er  it's  brow,  the  filvcr  flood 
'  Wand'ring  in* mazer,  through  the  flow'ry  mead, 

*  The  herd  that  in  the  plenteous  pa  (lures  feed. 
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«  And  ev'ry  objed,  cv'ry  fcene  excites 

•  Frefti  wonder  in  my  foul,  and  fills  with  new  delights: 

•  Dwells  chci^rful  Plenty  there,  and  learned  Eaic, 

*  And  Art  wi,th  Nature  feems  at  Jlrife  to  pleal'c. 

♦  There  Liberty,  delightful  goddefs,  reigns, 

*  Gladdens  each  heart,  and  gilds  the  fertile  plains; 

*  There  firmly  feated  may  fhe  ever  finile, 

*  And  lliow'r  her  blcflings  o'er  her-fav'rite  ifle ! 

*  But  fee  !  the  rifing  fun  reproves  our  Hay.* 
He  faid,  and  to. the  ocean  wing'd  his  way, 
Stretcliing  his  courfe  -to  clitnates  then  unknown. 
Nations  that  fwelter  in  the  burning  Z9ne. 
There  in  Peruvian  vales  a  moment  ftay'd. 

And  fmooth'd  his  wings  beneath  the  citron  (hade ; 
Then  fwift  his  oary  pinions  ply'd  again, 
Crof^'d,  the  new  world,  and'  fought  the  Southern  main  2 
Where,  n^any  a  wet  and  weary  league  o'crpali'd,- 
The  wiih'd-^  paradife  appeared  at  laft. 

With  force  abated  now  they  gently  fwee{>      •  r 
O'er  the  fmooth  furface  of  the  fhining  deep  ;     .. 
The  Dryads  hail'd  them  from  thcdiflant  ilione,  y. 
The  Nereids  play*d  arolmd,  the  Tritons  fwam  before  ; 
While  foft  Favonius,  their  arrival  .greets,    -  .'■....    '^ 

And  breathes  his  welcome  in  k  thoufand  fv\(eets*.    ■ 

Nor  pale  difeafe,  nor  heahh-confuming  care. 
Nor  wrath,  nor  fbol  revenge,  can  enter  tJicre*;  ... 

No  vapour's  foggy  gloom  imbrowns  the  flcy  i 
No  tempells  rage,  no  angry  lightnings  Ay.; 
But  dews  and  foft-refrefliing  airs  are  found. 
And  pure  etherkl  azure  fhines  Ground.  '  •     * 
Whatever  the  fweet;  Sabaean  foil  can  boaft,  ;  . 

Or  Mecca's  plain,  or  India's  fpicy  coaft  ; 
What  Hybla's  hills,  or  rich  Ebalia's  fields. 
Or  flow'ry  vale  of  fam'd  Hymettus  yields  ; 
Or  what  of  old  th'  Hefperian  orchard  grac'd  ; 
All  that  was  e'er  delicious  to  the  talle. 

Sweet 
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Sweet  to  the  fmell,  or  lovely  to  the  view. 

Collided  therfe,  ijHth  added  beauty  gr6v. 

High-tow'ririg  to  the  hcav'ns  the  trees  are  fcen. 

Their  bulk  immenfc^,  their  leaf  for  ever  green ; 

So  dofely  interwove,  the  tell-tale  fun 

Can  ne'^r  defcry  the  deeds  beneath  them  done^ 

But  vdiere  by  fits  the  fportive  gales  divide 

Xheir  tendei*  tops,  arid  fan  the  leaves  aiide. 

Like  a  fmooth  carpet,  at  their  feet  lies  fpread  * 

The  matted  grafs^  by  bubbling  fountains  fed  ; 

And  on  each  bough  the  feather'd  choir  employ 

Their  melting  notes,  and  nought  is  heard  but  joy* 

The  painted  flow'rs  exhale  a  rich  perfume. 

The  fruits  are  mingled  with  eternal  bldoih  ; 

And  Spring  and  Autumn  hand  iii  haxid  appear,* 

Lead  on  the  merry  months,  and  join  to  cloath  the  ^«ar« 

Here,  o'er  the  mountain's  (haggy  fummit  pour'd« 

From  rock  to  rock  the  tumbling  torrent  roar'd. 

While  beauteous  Iris,  in  the  vale  below. 

Paints  on  the  ri£ng  fumes  her  radiant  bow. 

Now  through  the  meads  the  mazy  current  flray'd^ 

Now  hid  it's  wand'rings  in  the  myrtle  (hade ;  * 

Or  in  a  thoufitnd  veins  divides  it's  (lore, 

Vifits  each  plant,  refrefhes  cv'ry  flow'r  ; 

O'er  gems  and  ^Iden  fands  in  mnrmurs  flows. 

And  fweetly  foothes  the  foul,  and  lulls  to  foft  rcpoiir* 

If  hunger  call,  no  fooner  can  the  mind 
Exprefs  her  will  to  needful  food  inclin'd^ 
But  in  fome  cool  recefs,  or  op'ning  glade> 
The  feats  are  plac'd,  the  tables  neatly  laid  i 
And  inftantly,  convcyM  by  magick  hand. 
In  comely  rows  the  coftly  dirties  ftand  ; 
Meats  of  all  kinds  that  Nature  can  impart^ 
Prepar'd  in  all  the  niceft  forms  of  art. 
A  troop  of  fprightly  nymphs  array'd  in  gfeefli  . 

With  flow'ry  chapl^ts  crown'4>  ctmt  fcadding  in  | 
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with  fragrant  bloflbms  thefe  adorn  the  feaft, 

Thofe  with  ofEcious  zeal  attend  t]ie  gueft  ; 

Beneath  his  feet  th^  iilkeA  cArp^t  fp^ead^         ^ 

Or  fprinkle  liquid  odours  o'er  hix  head. 

Others  in  ruby  cups  with  rofcs  bounds 

Delightful !  deal  the  fparkllng  ne£lai^  round ; 

Or  weave  the  dance,  or  tune  the  vocal  lay ; 

The  lyres  re^bund,  the  merW  minftrels  play  ; 

Gay  health,  and  youthful  joys  o'erfpread  the  place; 

And  fwell  each  hearty  and  trluihph  in  each  face» 

So,  when  emboldeii'd  by  the  vernal  aii^. 

The  bufy  bees  to  blooming  fields  repaii^; 

i^or  various  ufe  employ  their  chyniick  pow'r;  \ 

One  culls  the  fnowy  pounce,  one  fucks  the  flowV ; 

/Lgaih  to  diff'rent  works  returning  honle. 

Some  fteeve  the  honey,  feme  ereft  the  c6mb  ; 

All  for  the  gen'ra!  good  in  concert  ftriVe; 

And  ev'ry  foul's  iA  motion^  ev'ty  liiiib*s  alive: 

And  now  defc'endiiig  from'his  flight,  the  god 
On  the  gteen  turf  released  his  precious  load; 
There,  after  mutual  faldtations  paft; 

And  ciidlefs  friferidfhip  Vow'd,  they  part  in  hafte ; 

Zephyr  impatient  to  behbld  his  love; 
'The  prince  in  raptures  wand 'ting  thi'odgft  thb  grove  5 

Now  (kipping  on,  and  finging  as  he  weiit; 

Now  flopping  fhort  X6  give  his  tiranfports  vent  j 

With  fudden  gufls  of  happiriefs  opprefs'd. 

Or  ftands  entranc'd,  or  raves  like  on^  pbflTefs'd  : 

His  mind  afloat,  his  wand'ring  fetifes  quite 

Overcome  with  charms,  and  ftantick  with  delight  i 

From  fcene  to  fcene  by  random  fleps  convey'd. 

Admires  the  diflant  views,  expldres  the  fecret  fliade  ; 

Dwells  on  each  fpot,  with  eager  eye  devours 

The  woods,  the  lawns,  the  buildings,  and  the  bow'rs ; 

New  fweets,  ue^  joys  at  cv'ry  glance  arift. 

And  cv'ry  turn  creates  a  frcfh  furprize. 

O      .  Cli^f? 
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Clofe  by  the  borders  of  a  rifing  wood. 
In  a  green  vale  a  cryibd  grotto  flood ; 
And  o'er  it's  fide,  beneath  a  beechen  (hade»  ' 
In  broken  falls  a  iilver  fountain  play'd. 
Hither,  attrafted  by  the  murm'ring  ftream. 
And  cool  recefs,  the  plcas'd  Porfenna  came ; 
And,  on  the  tender  grafs  reclining,  chofe 
To  wave  his  joys  awhile,  and  take  a  fhort  repoie. 
'  The  fcene  invites  him,  and  the  wanton  breeze 
That  whifpers  thro'  the  vale,  the  dancing  trees. 
The  warbling  birds,  and  rills  that  gently  creep. 
All  join  their  mufick  to  prolong  his  deep. 

The  princefs  for  her  morning  walk  prepar'd. 
The  female  troops  attend,  a  beaateous  guard. 
Array'd  in  all  her  charms  appear'd  the  fair ; 
Tall  was  her  ftature,  unconfin'd  her  air  ; 
Proportion  deck'd  her  limbs,  and  in  her  face 
Lay  love  infhrin'd,  lay  fweet  attraflive  grace. 
Tempering  the  awful  beams  her  eyes  convey'd. 
And  like  a  lambent  flame  around  her  play'd. 
No  foreign  aids,  by  mortal  ladies  worn. 
From  fhells  and  rocks  her  artlefs  charms  adorn  : 
For  grant  that  beauty  were  by  gems  encreas'd> 
'  Tis  render 'd  more  fufpeded  at  the  Icaft  ; 
And  foul  defefts,  that  would  efcape  the  fight, 
Start  from  the  piece,  and  take  a  llronger  light. 
Her  chefnut  hair,  in  carelefs  rings,  around 
Her  temples  wav'd,  with  pinks  and  jaPminc  crowoM  j 
And,  gather'd  in  a  filken  cord  behind, 
Curl'd  to  the  waift,  and  floated  in  the  wind  ; 
O'er  thefe  a  veil  of  yellow  gawze  flie  wore. 
With  amaranths  and  gold  embroider'd  o'er. 
Her  fnowy  neck,  half  naked  to  the  view. 
Gracefully  fell ;  a  robe  of  purple  hue 
Hung  loofely  o'er  her  flender  fliape,  and  try'd 
To  ihade  thofe  beauties  that  it  could  not  hide- 
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The  damfels  of  her  train  with  mirth  and  fong 
Frolick  behind,  and  laugh  and  (port  along. 
The  birds  proclaim  their  queen  from  every  tree  ; 
The  bcafts  run  friflting  thro'  the  groves  to  fee  j 
The  Loves»  the  Pieafures,  and  the  Graces,  meet 
In  antick  rounds,  and  dance  before  her  feet. 
By  whate'cr  fancy  led,  it  chanc'd  that  day 
They  thro*  the  fecret  valley  took  their  way; 
And,  to  the  cryftal  grot  advancing,  fpy'd 
The  prince  extended  by  the  fountain's  fide. 

He  look'd  as,  by  fome  Ikilful  hand  exprefs'd, 
Apollo's  youthful  form  retir'd  to  reft ; 
When,  with  the  chace  fatigu'd,  he  quits  the  wood. 
For  Pindus*  vale,  and  Aganippe's  flood  ; 
There  fleeps  fecure,  his  carelefs  limbs  difplay'd 
At  eafe,  encircled  by  the  laurel  fliade  ; 
Beneath  his  head  his  fheaf  of  arrows  lie  ; 
His  bow  unbent  hangs  negligently  by. 
The  flumb'iing  prince  might  boaft  an  equal  grace, 
$0  turn'd  his  limbs,  fo  beautiful  his  face. 

Waking,  he  ftarted  from  the.ground  in  hafte,  ^ 

And  faw  the  beauteous  choir  around  him  plac'd; 
Then,  fummoning  his  fenfes,  ran  to  meet 
The  queen,  and  laid  him  humbly  at  her  feet. 

*  Deign,  lovejy  princefs,  to  behold,'  faid  he, 

*  One  who  has  traversed  all  the  world,  to  fee 
'  Thofe  charms,  and  worftiip  thy  divinity  : 
'  Accept  thy  flave,  and  with  a  gracious  fmile 

*  Excufe  his  rafhnefs,  and  reward  his  toil.' 
Stood  motionlefs  the  fair  with  mute  furprize. 
And  read  him  over  with  admiring  eyes ; 
And,  while  ihe  ftedfaft  gaz'd,  a.  pleafing  fmart 
Ran  thrilling  thro'  her  veins,  and  reach'd  her  heart. 
Each  limb  flie  fcann'd,  confider'd  every  grace. 
And  fagely  judg'd  him  of  the  phoenix  race. 

O  2  An 
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An  animal  like  this  (he  ne'er  had  known. 
And  theuce  concluded  there  could  be  but  one : 
The  creature,  too,  had  all  the  phoenix*  air  ; 
None  but  the  phoenix  could  appear  fo  fair. 
The  more  five  look'd,  the  more  ihe.  thought  it  true; 
And  caird  him  ty  ^hat  napie,  to  Ihew  (be  kniew. 
♦  O  handfome  phoeni^jf  \  for  tl^at  fuch  you  arc, 

*  We  know  ;  yoyr  beauty  does  your  breed  dfii^Xaare  ; 

*  And  I  with  forrow  own,  thro'  all  my  coafl, 

*  No  other  bird  can  fuch  pcrfedlion  boaft  ; 

*  For  Nature  form*d  you  fingle  and  alone  : 

*  Alas  !  what  pity  'tis  there  is  but  one  1 

*  Were  there  h  queen  io  fortunate  ^o  (hew 

*  An  aviary  of  charming  birds  like  you, 
<  What  envy  would  her  happinefs  create. 

^  In  all  who  faw  the  glories  of  her  ftate  V 

The  printfc  laugl^'d  inwardly,  furpriz'd  to  iind 
So  flrange  a  fpeech,  fo  innocent  a  mind. 
f  he  compliment;,  indeed,  did  fome  offence 
To  xeafon,  and  a  little  wrong'd  her  fenfe  : 
He  could  not;  let  it  pafs  ;  but  told  his  name. 
And  what  h^  was,  and  whence,  and  why  he  came  ; 
And  hinted  other  things  of  high  concern 
For  him  to  mention,  and  for  her  to  learn  ; 
^nd  flie'd  a  pieicing  wit,  of  wond'rous  reac^. 
To  comprehend  whatever  he  could  teach. 
Thus,  hand  in  hand,  they  to  the  palace  walk. 
Pleas 'd  and  inftruded  with  each  other's  talk. 

Here,  ihould  I  tell  the  furniture's  expence. 
And  all  the  firufture's  vaft  magnificence, 
Defcribe  the  walls  of  ihining  fapphire  made. 
With  emerald  and  pearl  the  fk>ors  inlaid. 
And  kow  the  vaulted  canopies  unfold 
A  mimick  heav.'n,  and  flame  with  geins  an<)  gold  ; 
Or  how  Felicity  regales  her  gueft. 
The  wit,  the  mirth,  the  muixck,  and  the  feail  $ 


And 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRy.  109 

And  on  each  part  beftow  the  praifes  due  ; 

'Twoa'-d  tire  the  writer^  and  the  reader  tod. 

l^Y  amorous  tale  a  fofter  path  purfues  ; 

Love,  and  the  happy  pair,  demand  my  mtiie  I 

P  could  her  art  in  equal  terms  exprefs 

The  lives  they  lead,  the  pleafures  they  pofleG  ! 

Fortune  had  ne'er  fo  plenteoufly  before 

Beftow'd  her  gifts,  nor  can  ihe  laviih  more. 

?Tis  heav'n  itfelf,  'tis  extafy  of  blifs. 

Uninterrupted  joy,  nntir'd  excefi  ; 

Mirth  following  mirth,  the  moments  dance  away  ; 

Xioye  claims  the  night,  and  friendlhip  rules  the  day. 

Their  tender  care  no  cold  indiff 'rence  knows  5 
No  jealoufies  difturb  their  fweet  repofe ; 
J^o  iicknefs,  no  decay ;  but  youthful  grace 
And  conftant  beauty  ihines  in  either  face. 
Benumbing  age  may  mortal  charms  invade, 
]Flow'rs  of  a  day,  that  do  but  bloom  and  fade : 
Far  different  here,  on  them  it  only  blows 
The  lily's  white,  and  fpreads  the  blufhing  rofe  | 
No  conqueft  o'er  thofe  radiant  eyes  can  boaft ; 
They,  like  the  ftars,  fhine  brighter  in  it's  froft  ; 
Nor  fear  it's  rigour,  nor  it's  rule  obey  j 
All  feaibns  are  the  fame,  and  every  month  is  May. 

Alas  1  how  vain  is  happinefs  below  ! 
,^an,  foon  or  late,  muft  have  his  fhare  of  woe  ; 
Slight  are  his  joys,  and  flqeting  as  the  wind ; 
His  griefs  wound  Home,  and  leave  a  (ling  belund. 
His  lot,  diflinguiih'd  from  the  brute,  appears 
Lefs  certain  by  his  laughter  than  his  tears ; 
For  ignorance  too  oft  our  pleafure  brec^ds. 
But  forrow  from  the  reas'ning  foul  proceeds. 

If  man  on  earth  in  endlefs  blifs  could  be. 
The  boon,  young  prince,  had  been  beftow'd  on  thee : 
Bright  flione  thy  ftars,  thy  fortune  flourifti'd  fair. 
And  feem'd  fecure  beyond  the  reach  of  care ; 

And 
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And  fo  might  fHII  have' been,  but  anxious  thought 
Has  da£h'd  thy  cup,  and  thou  mult  tafte  the  draught. 

It  ib  befel,  as  on  a  certain  day 
This  happy  couple  toy'd  their  time  away. 
He  ajk'd  how  many  charming  hours  were  flown> 
Since  on  her  ilave  her  heav'n  of  beauty  ihone. 

*  Should  I  confult  my  heart,'  cry'd  he,  '  the  rate 

*  Were  fmall ;  a  week  would  be  the  utmoft  date  : 

*  But  when  my  mind  refledb  on  adions  paft, 

*  And  counts  it's  joys,  time  muft  have  fled  more  fafl. 

•  '  Perhaps  I  might  have  faid,  three  months  are  gonew'— 

*  Three  months !'  reply 'd  the  fair,  '  three  months  alone  ! 

*  Know,  that  three  hundred  years  have  roll'd  away, 

*  Since  at  my  feet  the  lovdy  phoenix  lay.'-— 

'  Three  hundred  years  I'  re-echo'd  back  the  prince, 
'  A  whole  three  hundred  years  compleated  iiace 
'  I  landed  here  !  O  whither  then  are  flown 

*  My  dearell  friends,  my  fubjeds,  and  my  throne  ? 

*  How  ftrange,  alas  !  how  altered  (hall  I  find. 

*  Each  earthly  thing,  each  fcene  I  left  behind  ! 

*  Who  knows  me  now  ?  on  whom  fliall  I  depend 

*  To  gain  my  rights  ?  where  fliall  I  find  a  friend  ? 
-*  My  crown,  perhaps,  may  grace  a  foreign  line> 

?  A  race  of  kings,  that  know  not  me  nor  mine ; 

*  Who  reigns,  may  wifh  my  death  ;  his  fubje6ls  treat 
'  ^y  claim  with  fcorn,  and  call  their  prince  a  cheat  I 
'  Oh,  had  my  life  been  ended  as  begun  ! 

*  My  deftin'd  ftage,  my  race  of  glory  run, 

«  I  fhould  have  died  well  pleas'd  ;  my  honoured  name 
^  Had  liv'd,  had  flourifli'd  in  the  lift  of  fame  ! 

*  Refleding  now,  my  mind  with  horror  fees 
f  The  fad  furvey,  a  fcene  of  fliamcful  cafe ; 

*  The  odious  blot,  the  fcandal  of  my  race  ; 

*  Scarce  known,  and  only  mentioned,  with  difgrace  !' 
The  fair  behelJ  him  with  impatient  eye, 

^ni,  ;:eJ  with  ahg^r,  made  this  warm  reply. 

*  Ungrate- 
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*  Ungrateful  man  !  is  ♦«-ii;  the  kind  return 

*  My  love  deferves  ?  and  c.:..  you  thus  wich  fcorn 

*  Rejeft  what  once  you  priz'd  ?  what  onct  you  fwore 

*  Surpafs'd  all  charms,  and  made  e'en  glory  poor  ? 
'  What  gifts  have  I  beftow'd,  what  favours  (hewn  ! 

*  Made  you  partaker  of  my  bed  and  throne  ; 

*  Three  centuries  preferv'd  in  youthful  prime, 

*  Safe  from  the  rage  of  Death,  and  injuries  of  Time  ! 

*  Weak  arguments  !  for  glory  reigns  above 

*  The  feeble  ties  of  gratitude  and  love. 

*  I  urge  them  not,  nor  would  requeft  your  (lay  ; 

*  The  phantom  glory  calls,  and  I  oBey ; 

*  All  other  virtues  are  regardlefs  quite, 

*  Sunk  and  abforb'd  hi  that  fuperior  light. 

*  Go  then,  barbarian  !  to  thy  realms  returii, 

*  And  (hew  thyfelf  unworthy  my  concern  ! 

*  Go,  tell  the  world,  your  tender  heart  could  give 
^    Death  to  the  princefs,  by  whofe  care  you  live.* 

At  this  a  deadly  pale  her  cheeks  o'erfpread. 
Cold  trembling  feiz'd  her  limbs,  her  fpirits  fled; 
She  funk  into  his  arms :  the  prince  was  mov'd. 
Felt  all  her  griefs,  for  ftill  he  grearfy  lov'd. 
He  (igh'd,  he  wi(h'd  he  could  forget  his  throne^ 
Confine  his  thoughts,  and  live  for  her  alone ; 
But  glory  (hot  him  deep,  the  venom'd  dart  , 

Was  fix'd  within,  and  rankled  at  his  heart ; 
He  could  not  hide  it's  wounds,  but  pin'daway 
Like  a  iick  flow*r,  and  languiih'd  in  decay. 
An  age  no  longer  like  a  month  appears. 
But  ev'ry  month  becomes  an  hundred  years. 
Felicity  was  griev'd,  and  could  not  bear 
A  fcene  fo  chang'd,  a  fight  of  fo  much  care. 
She  told  him,  with  a  look  of  cold  difdain. 
And  feeming  eafe,  as  women  well  can  feign. 
He  might  depart  at  will;  a  milder  air 
■  Would  mend  bis  health,  he  was  no  pris'i>er  thyre : 

She 
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She  kept  him  iiot»  and  wifli'd  he  ne'er  might  Bni 
Ckofe  to  regret  the  place  he  left  behind ; 
Which  oAce  he  k>v'd^  aiid  where  he  ftill  moil  owni 
He  had  at  leaft  fome  little  plea  Aire  known. 

If  thefe  pfophetick  words  awhile  deftro/ 
His  peace ;  the  former  balance  it  in  joy. 
He  thank'd  her  for  her  kind  concern,  but  chofe 
To  quit  the  place,  the  reft  let  H^v'n  difpofe. 
For  Fate,  on  mifchiefs  bent,  perverts  the  will^ 
And  firft  infatuates  whom  it  means  to  kilL 

Aurora  now,  not  as  fhe  woilt  td  rife^ 
in  gay  attire  ting'd  with  a  thoufand  dyes. 
But  ibber-fad  in  folemn  ftate  appears. 
Clad  in  a  dulky  veil  bedew'd  with  tears. 
Thick  mantling  clouds  beneath  her  chariot  fpread^ 
A  faded  wreathe  hangs  drooping  from  her  headi 
The  iick'ning  fun  emits  a  feeble  ray. 
Half  drown'd  in  fogs,  and  ftruggUiig  into  day* 
Some  black  event  the  threatening  ikies  foretel.- 
Porfenna  rofe  to  take  his  laft  farewel. 
A  curious  veft  the  mournful  princefs  brought^ 
And  armour  by  the  Lemniail  artift  wrought  i 
A  ihining  lanoe  with  fecret  virtue  ftor'd. 
And  of  refiftlefs  force  a  magick  fword ; 
Caparifons  and  gems  of  wond'rous  price  ; 
And  loaded  him  with  gifts,  and  good  advice  t 
But  chief  fhe  gdve,  and  what  he  moft  would  need. 
The  flecteft  of  her  ftud,  a  flying  ftced. 

*  The  fwift  Grifippo,'  faid  th'  affliaed  fair,  -* 
(Such  was  the  courfer's  name)  *  with  fpeed  ihall  bear,  > 
'  And  place  you  fafely  in  your  native  air;                           3 

*  Aifift  againft  the  foe  ;  with  matchlefs  might 

*  Ravage  the  field,  Ind  turn  the  doubtful  fight : 
'  With  care  proteft  you  till  the  danger  cefafe, 

*  Your  truft  in  war>  your  ornament  in  peace* 

«  But. 
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•  6ttt  thii;'i  Whi;  bc#iure ;  wifittfcr  fhall  laf '' 

*  To  interde|it  youl'i(^He;  or  tmpt  your  ^^^ 
'  Quit  not  yottf  iktfdl^;  nor  y^ttr  ipeed  kbkW, 
'  Till  fafely  landed- aryotif  p«lkce  pite. 

'  'On  this  alone  depends  your  weal*  or  woe ;  ' 
'  Such  is  the  will  of  Fite,  andfo  the  gods  foi^fhew.*  • 
He  in  the  fofibft'tenni  repaid  her  love. 
And  vow*d,  nmr^agii^nor^bfence  flibuld  rembre 
His  conftaatlEuth ;'  aiid  fnre  ihe  could  not  blafaie     . 
A  ihort  divoree-dde  toiiis  injur'd  fame.  ,  (         ' 

The  debt  dflcharg^d,  then  ihoidd  her  foldier'come 
Gay  from-the  field,  and'fluihMtnth'concitteft;  homo-; 
With  equal  ardour  her  af(jftkm  meet. 
And  lay  his  laurels  at  his^miftrefs*  feet. 
He  ceas'd;  and, 'fighiAg,  took  a  kind  adieu:   ^ 
Then  urg'd'hia  fteed.   The  fierce  Griffppo  flew ;      . 
With  rapid  force  outifaipp^d  the  lagging  wind;  -  ^  - 
And  left  lihe  blifsfuT  "Siotesf  and  weeping  iak  behind ;  v 
Now  o'er  the  feas  purftt'd  his  airy^  fligfat. 
Now  fcour'd  Chfe  plains,  and  cKmb'd  the  mduntain's  height. 

Thus  driyiiig  on  at  (peed,  the  pitnce  had  fun  - 
Near  half  his  oourfiK ;  whein,  with  the  fetting  Ain;    ' 
As  thro*  ft  kmely  lane  he'chanc'd  to  ride. 
With  rocks  and  bufhes  fenc'd  on  either  Iftde,       •      -  . 
He  fpy'd  a  waggon  full  of  wings,  that  lay 
Broke  and^^efturrt*d  acr6f»  the  narrow  way.  t  ■ . 

The  helplefs  driveri  on  the  dirty  road 
Lay  ftruggling,'  crufh'd  beneath  th*  incumbent  load. 
Never  in  human  fhape  was  ieen  before 
A  wight  fo  pale^  fo  foeble,  and  to  poor. 
Comparifons  of  age  would  do  him  wrong. 
For  Neftor's  felf,  if  pltfcM  by  him,  were  young* 
His  limbs  were  naked' all,  and  worn  fo  thin, 
The  bones  feemM  ftahiiig  thro*  the  parchment  ikin; 
His  eyes  half  droi^'d-lii  rheum,.>hi8  accents  weak  ;     . 
Bald  was  his  head,  and  furrow' d  was  his  cheek. 

P     V  The 
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The  confdous  fteed  ftopp'd  fhort.  in  deadly  fiight, . 
And  back  recoiling,  ftretch'd  his  wings  for  flight ; 
When  thus  the  wretch,  with  fupplicating  tone. 
And  raeful  &ce,  began  his  piteous  moan ; 
And,  as  he  fpake,  the  tears  ran  trickling  doWn.   ' 

•  O  gentle  youth,  if  pity  e'er  indin'd 

•  Thy  foul  to  gen'rous  deeds  ;  if  e*er  thy  mind    :    ..:  : ,  .. 
«  Was  touch'd  with  foft  diftrefs,  extend  thy  care  . "  .  • 

'  To  fave  an  old  n^an's  life,  and  eafe  the  load  I  bear. 

'  So  may  propitious  Heav'n  your  journey  fpeed;    -: 

'  Prolong  jBOur  days,  and  aU  your  vows  fucceed  I*    .... 

Mov*d  with  the  pray'r,  the  kind  Porfen^ia  ftay'd»f. 
Toonobly-toinded  to  refufe  his  aid ;         '       .    ;  :     ;  j  j  . 

And,  prudence  yielding  to  fuperior  griefs    ;     ,  ,: 

Leap'd  from  his  fteed,  and  ran  to  his  relief;  ;     ......  r 

Removed  the  weight,  and  gave  the  pris'ner  breathy    ^^■■.  -  -.^ 
Juil  choakM,  and  gafping  on  the.  verge  of  death.      . 
Th^n  reach'd  his  hand ;  when  lightly  with  a  bound    j  ; 
The  grizly  fpe£lre  vaulting  from  the  groimdj 
SeizM  him  with  fudden  gripe  :  th- aflpnifh'd  prii|6B       :  . 
Stood  horror-ftruck,  and  thpughtjlefs  of  defence,     v 

*  O  king  of  Ruflia  !*  with  a  thund'ring  found  . 
Bellow'd  the  ghaftly  fiend,  '  at  length  thpu'rt  fpui^d^ ' 
'  Receive  the  ruler  of  mankind ;  and  know, 

•  My  name  is  Time,  thy  ever-dreaded  foe. 

•  Thefe  ittt  are  founder'd,  and  the  wings  you  fee  ^ 

•  Worn  to  the  pinions  in  purfuit  of  thee ; 

•  Thro*  all  the  world  in  vain  for  ages  fought, 

'  Bat  Fate  has  doom'd  thee  now,  and  thou  aj>t  caught;!*.' 

Then  round  his  neck  his  arms  he  nimbly  caft,  '  ., 

And  feiz*d  him  by  the  throat,  and  grafp*d  him  faili 

Till  forced  at  length  the  foul  forfook  it*s  feat. 

And  the  pale  breathlefs  corfe  feU  bleeding  at  his  feet. 

Scarce  had  the  curfed  fpoiler  left  his  prey. 
When,  fo  it  chanc'd,  young  Zephyr  pafs'd  that  way ; 

T» 
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Too  late  his  prefence  to  affift  hi$  fiiend« 

A  fad,  bat  helplefs  witnefs  of  his  end. 

He  chafes,  and  fans,  and  ftrives  in  vain  to  cure 

His  ftreaming  wounds ;  the  work  Was  done  too  furc. 

Now  lightly  with  a  foft  embrace  uprears 

The  lifelefs  load,  and  bathes  it  in  his  tears  ; 

Then  to  the  blifsful  feats  with  (peed  conveys. 

And  graceful  on  the  mofTy  carpet  lays 

With  decent  care,  clofe  by  the  fountain's  fide. 

Where  firA  the  princefs  had  her  phoenix  fpy*d. 

There  with  fweet  flow*rs  his  lovely  limbs  he  ftrew'd. 

And  gave  a  parting  kifs,  and  fighs  and  tears  beftow'd. 

To  that  fad  folitude  the  weeping  dame^ 
Wild  with  her  lofs,  and  fwoln  with  forrow,  came. 
There  was  (he  wont  to  vent  her  griefs,  and  mourn 
Thofe  de^  delights  that  mud  ho  more  return. 
Thither  that  morn,  with  more  than  ufual  care; 
She  (ped,  but  O  what  joy  to  find  him  there  ! 
As  juft  arriv'd,  and  weary  with  the  way, 
Retir'd  to  foft  repofe  her  hero  ky. 
Now  near  appi^dching,  (he  began  to  creep 
With  careful  fteps,  loth  to  difturb  his  fleep  ; 
Till  quite  o'er<lome  with  tendernefs,  fhe  flew. 
And  round  his  neck  her  arms  in  tranfport  threw. 
But,  when  fhe  found  him  dead,  no  tongue  can  tell 
The  pangs  fhe  felt  I  fhe  fhriek'd  !  and,  fwooning,  fell ! 
Waking,  with  loud  laments  fhe  pierc'd  the  fkies. 
And  fiird  th'  affrighted  foreft  with  her  cries. 
That  fatal  hour  the  palace  gates  fhe  barr -d, 
Aifd  fix'd  around  the  coaifl  a  fbonger  guard  ; 
Now.  rare  appearing,  and  at  diftance  feen. 
With  crowds  of  bladk  misfortunes  plac'd  between  j 
Mifchiefs  of  every  kind,  corroding  care. 
And  fears,  ^and  jealbufiear,  and  dark  defpair. 

'  P  2  And 
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And  fince  that  day  (the  wretched  world  muft  own 
Thcfc  mournful  truths  by  fad  experience  knowi^y 
No  mortal  e'er  enjoy'd  that  happy  clime^ 
And  every  thing  on  earth  fubmits  to  Time. 


WINDSOR    FOREST. 

TO     TRB 

MGHTHON.   OEOROX  LORD  LANSDOWK. 
BY    MR-    POPS. 

THY  forefts,  Windipr !  and  thy  green  retreats. 
At  once,  the  monarch's  and  the  mgfe^s  feats. 
Invite  my  lays.    Be  prefent,  fylyan  maids  { 
Unlock  your  fprings>  and  open  all  your  fl^ujcs. 
Granville  commands ;  your  aid^  O  Mufi^,  bri^ !  5 

What  mufe  for  Granville  can  refufe  ta  Gngf 

The  groves  of  Eden,  vanifh'd  now  fo  loi\g. 
Live  in  defcription,  and  look  g^en  in  fong  : 
Thefe,  were  my  breall  infpir'd  with  equal  flame. 
Like  them  in.beauty*  ihould  be  like.in  fame.  10 

Here  hills  and  vales,  the  woodlapd  and  the  plain. 
Here  earth  and  water  feem  to  ftriye  again  ; 
Not,  chaos-like,  together  crufli'd  and  bruis'd. 
But,  as  the  world,  harmonioufly  confus'd  : 
Where  order  in  variety  we  fee,  15 

And  where,  tho'  all  things  differ,  all  agree* 
Here  waving  groves  a  chequer'd  fcenc  difjplay. 
And  part  admit,  and  part  exclude  the  day  ; 
As  fome  coy  nymph  her  lover's  warm  addreis 
Nor  quite  indulges,  nor  can  quite  reprefs.  20 

There,  interfpers'd  in  lawns  and  op'ning  glades. 
Thin  trott  arife  that  fhun  each  other's  ihades. 

^  Here 
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Here  in  full  light  the  ruflet  pbtihs  exteadi 
jtVrhere^  wrapt  jo.  idbuds,  the  bluiftrJulls  ftfcend. 
E'en  the  wild  hei^th  diijpUys  hef  pDrt>le  dyes,  115 

And  'midft  the  defarjt,  friutful  fields  arife, . 
That  crofWi^M  wkh  tufted  trees  and  fpringing  com. 
Like  verdant  ifles  the  fable  wafte  adorn. 
rLet  India  boaft  her  jrfknts, '  ndr  envy  wa 
The  wecpinj;  ainbfw,.  or  the  balm/ tree*  ■  3« 

While  by  our  oaks  the  precious  loads  .are  bome» 
And  realms  comignanded  whioh  th6fe  trees  adorn* 
Not  proud  Olympus  yieldsa  noblei*  fight, 
«.  Thtf*  gods  afl!embled  grace  his  tow'riog  height. 
Than  what  more  humble  mountains  dier  here,  ^3$ 

Where,  in  their  bleflings,  all  thofe:  gods  appear. 
See  Pan  with  flpdc<,  -with  friMts  Potnona  crowned. 
Here  blufldng  Elosapaint^  th'  enameird. ground, 
Jlere  Ceres'  ^t&  inwaving  profpe£t.ftand. 
And  nodding  tempt  the  joyful  reaper's  hai^  ;  J^ 

Rich  Induflry  fits  fmiling  on  the  plains. 

And  Peace  and  Plenty  tell,  «  Stuart  reigns. 

Not  thus  the  land  appeared  in  ages  <paft, 
>A  dreary  defart,  and  a  gloomy  wafte. 

To  favage  beafig,  and  favage  laws  a.prey,  45 

And  kings  more  furious  and  fevere  than  they ; 

Who  clsdm'd  the  ikies^  difpeopled  air  and  floods. 

The  lonely  lords  of  ^mpty  wUds  and  woo^s : 
■    Cities  laid  waft^,  they  ftorm'd  the  dens  and  caves, 

(For  wifer  brutes, were  backward  to  be  flaves.)  .50 

What  could  be  free,  when  rlawlefs  beafts  6bey^d, 

And  e'en  the  elc;ttieiitS:a  tyrant  fway'd  ? 

In  vain  kind  feafbns.  A^reli'd  the  teeming  grain, 
^.^ft  (how'rs.di^'d,  and  fi^ns  grew  warm  in  vain ; 

The  fwain  with  tean  has  firufirarte  labour  yields,  ^) 

And  famiih'd  dies'amidil  his  ripen'd  fields. 

Wl\^  v^okider  then,  a  beaft  or  fubjed  flaio, 

Wert  equal  crimes^  in  a  4efpot^|kmgii  ?  •  '   .      '^ 

fr^;  Jk  Both 
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Both  doomed  alike,  for  fpordve  tyrants  bled. 

Bat  while  thejbt^  IbuVd,  the  beafi  was  fed.  dt 

.    Proad  Nimrod  iifft  the  bloody  chace  began,     '  - 

A  mighty  hunter,  and  his  prey  was  man : 

Our  haughty  Norman  boaib  that  barb'rous  nanie. 

And  makes  his  trembling  flaves  the  royal  game. 

The  fields  are  ravifli'd  from  th*  indufhioas  fwaips,  <j 

From  men  their  cities,  and  from  gods  their  frmes: 

The  leveird  towns  with  weeds  lie  covei-'i  o^er. 

The  hqllow  winds  thro'  naked  temples  roar. 

Round  broken  columns  clafping  ivy  twinM,     . 

0*er  heaps  of  rdin  ftalk'd  the  ftately  hind,  .    70 

The  fox  obfcene  to  gaping  tombs  retires. 

And  favage  howlings  fill  the  facred  choirs. 

Aw'd  by  his  Nobles,  by  his  Commons  curs'd,  ^ 

Th^oppreilbr  rul'd  tyrannick  where  he  durft  ; 

Stretched  o'er  the  poor  and  church  his  iron  rod,  75 

And  ferv'd  alike  his  vafTals  and  his  God. 

Whom  e'en  the  Saxon  fpar'd,  and  bloody  Dane, 

The  wanton  vi£Ums  of  his  fport  remain.     ^ 

But,  fee  !  the  man  who  fpacious  regions  gave 

A  wade  for  beafb,  himfelf  deny'd  a  grave !  te 

Stretch'd  on  the  lawn  his  fecond  hope  furvey^ 

At  once  the  chafer,  and  at  once  the  prey : 

Lo,  Rufus,  tugging  at  the  deadly  dart. 

Bleeds  in  the  foreft  like  a  wounded  Jiart. 

Succeeding  monarchs  heard  the  fubjeds  cries,  S{ 

Nor  faw  difpleas'd  the  peaceful  cottage  rife. 

Then  gath'ring  flocks  on  unknown  mountains  fed. 

O'er  fandy  wilds  were  yeljibw  harveils  fprtad. 

The  foreft  wonder'd  at  th'  unufual  grain. 

And  fecret  tranfport  tottch'd  the  confctotts  fwain*  •  ^ 

r  -fair  Liberty,  Britannia's  goddefs,  rears 

Her  chearfttl  head,  and  leads  the  golden  years. 

Ye  vig'rous  fwains  1  while  youth  ferments  your  bloody . 

A|id  purer  i^irits  fweil  thfi  Uprightly  flood. 
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Now  range  the  hill^^*  thegameftil  woods  befett  f( 

Wind  the  fhiiU  honrf^  or  fpread  the  waving  met. 

When  milder  autumn  fammer's  heat  fucceeds. 

And  in  the  new-fhorn  field. the  |>artridge  feeds^ 

Before  his  lorjd  tl^  ready  fpaniel  boundsf 

Panting  with  llope>  he  tries  the  /urrow'd  groa&ds  |  to» 

Bat  i^^^ien  the  tainted  gales  the  game  betray^ 

Cottch'd  clofe  he  lies,  and  meditates  the  prey : 

Secure  they  truft  th^  unfaithful  field  befet. 

Till  hov'ring  o>r  *em  iweepsr  the.fwelling  net. 

Thus  (if  fmall  tl^ngs  we  may  with  great  compare)  t9$ 

When  Albion  fends  her  eager  Tons  to  war. 

Some  thoughtlefs  town,  with  eafe  and  plenty  bleft* 

Near,  and  mote  near;  the  doTmg  lines  inveft  ; 

Sodden  they  feize  th'  amaz'd  defencelefs  prize^ 

And  high  in  air  Britannia's  ftandard  flies«  110 

See !  from  the  brake  the  whifnng  pheafitnt  lpringp» 
And  monnts  exulting  on  triumphant  wings : 
Short  is  his  jpy  ;  he  feels  the  fiery  wound. 
Flutters  in  blood,  and  panting  beats  the  ground* 
Ah  !  what  avails  his.  jlofiy,  varying  dyes>  isj 

His  purple  crefl,  i^d  fcarlet-cirded  eyes. 
The  vivid  green  his  ihining  plumes  unfold. 
His  painted  wings,  and  breaft  that  flames  with  gold ! 

Nor  yet,  when  moift  Ardurus  clouds  the  iky. 
The  woods  and  fields  their  pleafing  toils  deny.  tta 

To  plains  with  well-breath'd  beagles  we  repair. 
And  trace  the  mazes  of  the  circling  hare  : 
(Bea^,  urg*d  by  us,  their  fellow-beafb  purfne» 
And  learn  of  man  each  othfcr  to  undo !) 
'W^th  flaught'ring  guns  th*  unweaiy'd  fowler  rovei,,  Itj 

When  frofts  have  whiten'd  all  the  naked  groves ; 
Where  doves  in  flocks  the  Icaflcfs  trees  o'erfliade. 
And  lonely  woodcocks  hannt  the  watery  glade. 
He  lifts  the  tube,  and  levels  with  his  eye  ; 
Stndcht  a  ihott  thunder  breaks  the  fimen  fky :  130 

Oft. 
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She  faid  ;  and  melting  as  in  tears'ilhe  lay. 

In  a  foft  filver  ftream  diflblv'd  away. 

The  filver  ftream  her  virgin  coldnefs  keeps^  205 

For  ever  murmurs,  and  for  ever  weeps  ; 

Still  bears  the  name  the  haplefs  virgin  bore. 

And  bathes  the  foreft  where  flie  rang'd  before. 

In  her  chafte  current  oft  the  goddefe  laves, . 

And  with  celeftial  tears  augments  the  waves.  «I0 

Oft  in  her  glafs  the  mufmg  Ihcpherd  fpics 

The  headlong  mountains  and  the  downward  fkits. 

The  wat'ry  landfcape  of  the  pendant  woods. 

And  abfent  trees  that  tremble  in  the  floods  ;   ~ 

In  the  clear  azure  gleam  the  flocks  are  feen,  21; 

And  floating  forefts  paint  the  waves  with  green. 

Thro*  the  fair  fcene  roll  flow  the  lingering  ftreams. 

Then  foaming  pour  along,  and  ru(h  into  the  Thames. 

Thou,  too,  great  father  of  the  Britifli  floods  1     - 
With  joyful  pride  furvey'fl  our  lofty  woods  ;  220 

Where  tow'ring  oaks  their  growing  honours  rear. 
And  future  navies  on  thy  fhores  appear. 
Not  Neptune's  felf,  from  all  her  ih-eams,  receives 
A  wealthier  tribute,  than  to  thine  he  gives.  • 

No  feas  fo  rich,  fo  gay  no  banks  appear,  225 

No  lake  fo  gentle,  and  no  fpring  fo  clear. 
Nor  Po  fo  fwells  the  fabling  poet's  lays. 
While  led  along  the  ikies  his  current  ftrays. 
As  thine,  which  vifits  Windfor's  fam'd  abodes. 
To  grace  the  manfion  of  our  earthly  gods :  230 

Nor  all  his  ftars  above  a  luftre  (how. 
Like  the  bright  beauties  on  thy  banks  below  ; 
Where  Jove,  fubdu'd  by  mortal  paiSon  ftill, . 
Might  change  Olympus  for  a  nobler  hill. 

Happy  the  man  whom  this  bright  court  approves,       -      23  J 
His  fov'reigu  favours,  and  his  country  loves : 
Happy  next  Kim,  who  to  thefe  (hades  retires. 
Whom  Nature  charms,  and  whom  the  Mufc  infpires ;    . 

Whom 
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Whom  humbler  joys  of  home-felt  quiet  pleafe, 

Succefiive  ftudy,  exercife^  and  eafe.  240 

He  gathers  health  from  herbs  the  foreft  yields. 

And  of  ^heir  fragrant  phyiick  fpoils  the  fields : 

With  chymick  art  exalts  the  minVal  pow'rs. 

And  draws  the  aromatick  fouls  of  flow'rs : 

Now  marks  the  coorfe  of  rolling  orbs  on  high ;  2^c 

0*er  figur'd  worlds  now  travels  with  his  eye ; 

Of  ancient  writ  unlocks  the  learned  flore, 

Confults  the  dead,  and  lives  paft  ages  o'er  : 

Or  wand'ring  thoughtful  in  the  filent  >yood. 

Attends  the  duties  of  the  wife  and  good,  250 

T*  obferve  a  niean,  be  to  himfelf  a  friend,  ^ 

To  follow  nature,  and  regard  his  end  ; 

Or  looks  on  heav'n  with  more  than  mortal  eyes. 

Bids  his  free  foul  expatiate  in  the  ikies. 

Amid  her  kindred  ftars  familiar  roam,  255 

Survey  the  region,  and  confefs  her  home ! 

Such  was  the  lif?  great  Scipio  once  admir'd. 

Thus  Atticus,  and  Trumbal  thus  retir'd. 

Ye  facred  Nine  !   that  all  my  foul  poflefs, 
Whofe  raptures  fire  me,  and  whofe  vifions  blefs,  260 

Bear  me,  O  bear  me  to  fequefter'd  fcenes. 
The  bow'ry  mazes,  and  furrounding  greens  ; 
To  Thames's  banks  which  fragrant  breezes  fill. 
Or  where  ye  mufes  fport  on  Cooper's  Hill. 
(On  Cooper's  Hill  eternal  wreathes  fhall  grow,  265 

While  lafts  the  mountain,  or  while  Thames  fhall  flow) 
I  feem  thro'  confecrated  walks  to  rove, 
i  hear  foft  mufick  die  along  «the  grove : 
Led  by  the  found,  I  roam  from  (hade  to  ihade. 
By  god-like  poets  venerable  made.  270 

Here  his  firft  lays  majeftick  Denham  fung ; 
There  the  laft  numbers  flow'd  from  Cowley's  tongue. 
O  early  loft !  what  tears  the  river  flied. 
When  the  fad  pomp  along  his  banks  was  led ! 

0^2       ^  His 
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His  drcK^ing  fwans  on  ev*ry  note  expire,  iff 

And  on  his  willows  hung  each  mufc's  lyre. 

Since  fate  relentlefs  ftopp'd  their  heav'nly  voice, 
^No  more  the  fbrefls  ring,  or  groves  rejoice  ; 
Who  now  fhall  charm  the  (hades  where  Cowky  f^ron^ 
His  living  harp,  and  lofty  Denham  fung  ?  280 

But  hark  !  the  groves  rejoice,  the  forell  rings  I 
Are  thefe  reviv'd  ?  or  is  it  Granville  fings  ? 
*Ti5  yours,  my  lord,  to  blefs  our  foft  retreats. 
And  call  the  mufes  to  their  ancient  feats  j 
To  paint  anew  the  flow'ry  fylvan  fcencs,  285 

To  crown  the  forefts  with^immortal  greens. 
Make  Windfor  hills  in  lofty  nunibers  rife. 
And  lift  her  turrets  nearer  to  the  fldes  ; 
To  fing  thofc  honours  you  deferye  to  wear^^ 
And  add  new  luflre  to  her  fdver  ftar.  z^o 

Here  noble  Surrey  felt  the  facred  rage, 
Surrey,  the  Granville  of  a  former  age  : 
Matchlefs  his  pen,  vi<Ekorious  was  his  lance. 
Bold  in  the  lifts,  and  ^aceful  in  the  dance : 
In  the  fame  ihades  the  Cupids  tun'd  his  lyre,  ^95 

To  the  fame  notes,  ^  love,  and  foft  defire : 
Fair  Geraldine,  bright  objefit  of  his  vow. 
Then  filPd  the  groves,  as  heav'nly  Mira  now. 

Oh,  wowld*ft  thou  fing  what  heroes  Windfor  bore. 
What  kings  firft  breath'd  upon  her  winding  fhore,  309 

Or  raife  old  warriors,  whofe  ador*d  repiains 
In  weeping  vaults  her  hallowed  earth  contains ! 
With  Edward's  adls  adorn  the  (hining  page. 
Stretch  his  long  triumphs  down  thro'  ev'ry  age. 
Draw  monarch's  chain'd,  and  Crefli's  glorious  field,  39^^ 

The  lilies  blazing  on  the  regal  fhield  ^ 
Then,  from  her  roofs  when  Verrio's  colours  fall. 
And  leave  inanimate  the  naked  wall. 
Still  in  thy  fong  fhoiild  vanquifh'd  France  appear. 
And  bleed  for  ever  under  Britain's  fpear.  tuf 

Let 


^et  foFter  ftraiAs  Ul-f^e4  Henry  monniy   . 
And  palms  eternal  iP^QF^^  rpnnd  bis  orp. 
Here  o*er  the  martfr-king  the  marble  ^eps, 
^iid,  fail  befide  Hu9»  pnce-fe^if 'd  Edw^d  fleef  s  : 
Whom  not  th'  ext^ded  Albion  t;oul4  cfu^taii),  fff 

From  old  Rele^inm  to  the  northern  Vfiain, 
The  grave  upijcs ;  ^here  e'en  the  great  find,  reft. 
And  blended  lie  th'  gpfrpffyr  and  th'  oppreft ! 
.    Make  facred  Charles's  tomb  for  ever  knowny 
(Obfcure  the  pTace,  and  un-infcrib'd  the  ibne)  32« 

Ohy  fa£i  acc/rsM  !  what  tears  has  Albiqn  Ihed ! 
Heav*ns^  what  new  wounds  !  and  how  her  qld  have  bled  I 
She  faw  her  fons  with  purple  deaths  expire, 
^er  facred  domes  involv'd  iq  rolling  fire^ 
A  dreadful  fe^s  of  intefHjfie  lyars,  ^z^ 

Inglorious  triumphs*  and  dii!^on<^  (cars ;   • 
At  length,  great  Anna  faid-— '  Let  difcord  cea&  !* 
She  faid,  the  world  obeyed*  and  all  was  peace  1 

In  that  blefs'd  moment,  from^his  OQzy  bed^ 
Old  Father  Thames  advanced  his  rcy'rend  head»  33^ 

His  trefTes  dropp'd  widi  d^ws,  a^d  o'er  th(S  ftr([am 
His  (hining  horns  diffiis'd  a  golden  gleam : 
Grav*d  on  his  urn  appeared  the  moon,  that  guides 
^jEIis  fwelling^  waters,  and  alternate  tides ; 
The  figur'd  ftreams  in  waves  of  filver  roU'd.  335 

And  on  their  bank^  Augufia  rofe  in  gold« 
Around  his  throne  the  fea-born  brothers  ilood> 
Who  fwcll  with  tributary  urns  his  flood  ! 
fiiil,  the  fam'd  authors  of  his  ancient  name. 
The  winding  liis,  and  the  fruitful  Thame :  34« 

The  Kennet  fwift,  for  iilvjcr  eels  renown'd  ; 
The  Loddon  .flpw,  with  verdant  alders  crown'd  ; 
jCoIe,  whofe  dark  ftreams  |iis  flow'ry  iilands  lave ; 
/^  chalky  Wey,  that  i:olls  a  milky  wave  : 
The  blue,  transparent  Vandalis  appears  ;  345 

Jhe  gulphy  Lee  Ip  fedgy.  treffps  rc;^rs  i 

And 
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And  Allien  Mole,  that  Udes  his  diving  flood  { 
And  fileiit  Darent,  (bdn'd  with  Daniih  blood. 

High  in  the  mklft,  upon  his  urn  reclin'-d^ 
(His  (ea-green  xhantle  waving  with  the  wind)  350 

"ft^e  god  appeared  :  he  turn'd  his  azure  eyes 
Where  Windfor  domes  and  pompous  turrets  rife  ; 
Then  bow'd,  and  fpoke;  the  winds  forget  to  roar. 
And  the  hufli'd  waves  glide  foftly  to  the  fhore. 

•  Hail,  facred  Peace !  hail,  long-expeded  days,  35£ 

^  That  Thames's  glory  to  the  &^s  (hall  raife ! 

*  Tho'  Tiber's  ftreams  immortal  Rome  behold, 

*  Tho'  foaming  Hermus  fwells  with  tides  of  gojd, 

*  From  heav'n  itfelf  the  fev'n-fold  Nilus  flows, 

'  And  harvefls  on  a  hundred  realms  bellows ;  360 

f  T^efe  now  no  m^e  fhall  be  the  mufe's  themes, 

*  Loft  in  my  fame,  as  in  the  fea  their  ftreams, 

*  Let  Volga's  banks  with  iron  fquadrons  ihine, 

*  And  groves  of  lances  glitter  on  the  Rhine, 

'  Let  barb'rous  Ganges  arm  a  fervile  train,  365 

f  Be  mine  the  bleffings  of  a  peaceful  reign  ; 

*  No  more  my  fons  (hall  dye  with  Britifh  blood 

*  Red  Iber's  fands,  or  Ifter's  foaming  flood : 
'  Safe  oix  my  fhore  each  unmolefted  Twain 

,  *  Shall  tend  the  flocks,  or  reap  the  bearded  grain ;  370 

? '  The  fliady  empire  fliall  retain  no  trace 

*  Of  war  or  blood,  but  in  the  fylvan  chace  j 

*  The  trumpet  fleep,  while  chearful  horns  are  blown, 
'  And  arms  employ'd  on  birds  and  beafts  alone. 

'  Behold  !  th'  afcending  villa's  on  my  fide,  375 

*  Prqjedt  long  fliadows  o'er  the  cryftal  tide. 

'  Behold  !  Augufta's  glitt'ring  fpires  eucteafe, 

*  And  temples  rife,  the  beauteous  works  of  peace. 

*  I  fee,  I  fee,  where  two  fair  cities  bend 

*  Their  ample  bow,  a  new  Whitehall  afcend  I  38c 

*  There  mighty  natiox^s  ftiall  enquire  their  doom, 

*  The  world's  great  oracle  in  times  to  come ; 

«  There 
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'  There  kings  ihall  Hue,  and  fappliant  ibtes  be  feen 
'   Once  more  io  bend  before  a  Britiih  queen. 

•  Thy  trees,  fair  Windfor  !  now  ihall  leave  their  woods    385 

And  half  thy  forefts  ruih  into  the  floods ; 

Bear  Britain's  thunder,  and  her  crofs  difplay. 

To  the  bright  regions  of  the  riling  day  ; 

^empt  icy  feas,  where  fcarce  the  waters  roll. 

Where  clearer  flames  glow  roUfid  the  frozen  Pole ;  '390 

Or  under  (buthem  flties  exalt  their  fails. 

Led  by  new  flafs,'  and  borne  by'fpicy  gales  ! 
^  For  me  the  balm  fliall  bleed,  and  amber  flow. 

The  coral  redden^  and  the  ruby  glow. 

The  pearly  ihell  it's  lucid  globe  infold,  395 

'  And  Phoebus  warm  the  rip'ning  ore  to  gold. 

The  time  fhall  cotane,  when  fret  as  feas  or  wind« 
'  Unbounded  Thames  ihall  flow  for  all  mankind. 

Whole  nations  enter  with  each  fwelling  tide. 

And  feas  but  join  the  regions  they  divide  ;  400 

Earth's  diilant  ends  our  glory  fhall  behold. 

And  the  new  world  launch  forth  to  feek  the  old. 

Then  fhips  of  uncouth  form  fhall  fleni  the  tide. 

And  feather'd  people  croud  my  wealthy  fide. 

And  naked  youths  ahd  painted  chiefs  admire  405 

Our  fpeech,  our  colour,  and  our  flrange  attire  ! 

Oh,  ftretch  thy  reign,  fair  Peace !  from  fliore  to  (hore. 

Till  conqueft  ceafe,  and  flav'ry  be  no  more  ; 

Till  the  freed  Indians,  in  their  native  groves. 

Reap  their  own  fruits,  and  woo  their  fable  loves,  410 

Peru  once  more  a  race  of  kings  behold. 

And  other  Mexico's  be  POof 'd  with  gold ! 

Exil'd  by  thee,  from  earth"  to  deepefl  hell. 

In  brazen  bonds,  fhall  barb'rous  difcord  dwell : 

Gigantick  pride,  pale  terror,  gloomy  care,  41 J 

And  inad  ambition,  fhall  attend  her  there  : 

There  purple  vengeance  bath'd  in  gore  retires. 

Her  weapons  blunted,  ind  cxtinft  her  fires": 

«  There 


*  Thcre^fcateTttl  envy  her  own  fiiakes  ffrall  feci, 

*  And  perfecutioh  irioarn  her  broken  wheel :  '42^ 
.    «  Inhere  kS&oh  roar>  rebdliefn  bite  h^r  cfiiiA, 

'  And  gafping  futicis  tliirft  for  blood  iii  yftSti.* 

Here  ceafe  thy  tltgYit,  nor  with  un)itil6v^'d  lays 
Touch  the  fair  ^une  of  Albion's  golden  dftysT : 
The  thoughts  of  gods  let  Granyille's  tMe  fHM,  42$ 

>    And  bring-  the  femes  of  op'ning  fate  tie>'li|^ht : 
My  humble  mufe,  in  unambitious  ftralns;' 
faints  the  gre«i  fbrefb  and  the  flow'rf  platn8> 
Where  Peace  defcendisjg  bids  her  olives  CpAtt^, 
And  fcaUers  bleffing«  from  her  dbve-fike  w£ng.'  430 

E'en  I  more  fweetly  pafs  my  car^Iefs  days, 
Pleas'd  in  the  fitent  fhade  witSi  empty  praife  ; 
Enough  foi'  me»  that  ia  the  lifPnihg  fwaiiis 
Firfl  in  theie  fields  i  fung  the  fylvan  ftraiitis. 


HYMN    TO    THfi    CREATOjBI. 

BY   THB   BEV.   MR.   MERRfXJK. 

GOD  of  my  health !  whofe  bounteous' care 
Firft  gave  me  power  to  move^ 
How  fhall  my  thankful  heart  declare 
The  wondcri  of  thy  love  I 

While  void  of  thought  and  fcnfe  I  Jay, 

Dull  of  my  paretit  earth. 
Thy  breath  informed  the  fleeping  clayi^ 

And  call'd  me  intQ  hirtb* 

from  thee  my  parts  their  fafliion  took> 

And  ere  my  life  begun, 
AVithin  the  volume  of  thy  book 

Wcte  wHttiMi  otic  by  one. 


Thy 
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Thy  eye  beheld  in  open  view 

The  yet  unfiniih'd  plan  ; 
The  (hadowy  lines  thy  pencil  drew>  . 

And  formed  the  fatore  man*. 

O  may  this  frame,  that  rifing  grew 

Beneath  thy  plaitick  hands, 
fie  ftudioas  ever  to  pnrfue 

Whatever  thy  will  commands  ! 

The  foul  that  moves  this  earthly  load. 

Thy  femblance  let  it  bear. 
Nor  lofe  the  traces  of  the  God 

That  ftamp'd  his  image  there  f 


THE  PLEASURES   OF   CONTEMPLATION, 

BY    MRS.  DAltWAL»    FORMERLY  MISS  WHATLEY.  ' 

OtJ  E  £  N  of  the  halcyon  breaft,  and  heaven-ward  eye* 
Sweet  Contemplation,  with  thy  ray  benign 
Light  my  lone  paiTage  thro*  this  vale  of  life. 
And  raife  the  fiegc  of  Care  !  This  lilent  hour    '  ■• 
To  thee  is  facred,  when  the  ftar  of  eve,  •'  *^'^''  ' 

Like  Dian's  virgins  trembling  ere  they  bathe,     - 
Shoots  o'er  the  Hcfpcrian  wave  it*s  quivering  ray. 

All  nature  joins  to  fill  my  labouring  bread 
With  high  fenfations :  aweful  iilence  reigns 
Above,  around ;  the  founding  winds  no  more 
Wild  thro'  the  fluauating  foreft  fly 
With  guft  impetuous ;  Zephyr  fcarcely  breathes 
Upon  the  trembling  fblk^e;  flocks  and  herds,* 
Retir'd  beneath  the  fiiemUy  fliade  repofe, 
Faua*d  by  oblivion's  wiftg.    Hal  ift  not  this, 

R  This 
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This  the  dread  hour,  as  aacieiit  fables  tell. 
When  flitting  fpirits,  from  their  prifons  broke, 
,     By  moon-light  glide  along  the  dufky  vales. 
The  folemn  church-yard,  or  the  dreary  grove  ; 
Fond  to  revifit  their  once-lov'd  abodes. 
And  view  each  friendly  fcene  of  paft  delight  I 

Satyrs,  and  fawns,  tliat  in  fequefter'd  woods 
And  deep^mbowering  fliades  delight  to  dwell ; 
Quitting  their  caves,  where  in  the  reign  of  day 
They  fleep  in  fllence,  o*er  the  daiiied  green 
Purfue  their  gambols,  and.  with  printlefs  feet 
Chafe  the  fleet  fhadows  o'er  the  waving  plains. 

Dryads,  and  Naiads,  from  each  fpring  and  grove. 
Trip  blithfome  o'er  th^  .lawns ;  or,  near  the  fide 
Of  moiTy  fountains,  fport  in  Cynthia's  beams*  . 

The  fairy  elves,  attendant  on  their  queen. 
With  light  fleps  bound  along  the  velvet  mead. 
And  leave  the  green  bnpreilion  of  thdr  dan^e'  '  - 
In  rings  myflcrious  to  the  paffing  fwain ; 
While  the  pellucid  glowrworm  kindly  lends 
Her  iilver  lamp  to  ligJit  the  feftive  fcene. 
^roni  yon  majeftick  pile,  in  ruin  great, 
Whoie  lofty  towers  once  on  approaching  foes 
Look'd  ftern  defiance,  the  fad  bird  of  night,    . 
In  mournful  accent,  to  the  moon  complains  : 
Thofe  towei^  with  venerable  ivy  crown'd. 
And  mouldering  into  ruin,  yield  no  more 
A  fafe  retirement  to  the  hoitile  bands  j 
But  there  the  lonely  bat,  that  Ihuns  the  day,- 
Dwells  in  dull  folitude ;  and  fcreamiug  thence 
Wheels  the  night  raven  fhrill,  with  hideous  note 
Portending  death  to  the  dejeded  fwain. 

Each  plant  and  flow'ret  bath'd  in  evening  dewsy 
Exhale  refrefhing.  fweets  :  from  the  fmoothiake. 
On  whofe  dill  bofom  deeps  the  tall  tre&'s  ihade» 
The  moon^s  foft  rays  re^cftcd  niil41y  ihinc.     . 


Now 
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Now  towering  Fancy  takes  her  airy  flight 
Without  reifa-aint,  and  leaves  this  earth  behind  ; 
From  pole  to  pole^  from  world  to  world  (he  flie»  1 . 
Rocks,  feas,  nor  ikies,  can  interrupt  her  courfe. 

Is  this  what  men,  to  thought  ellrang'd,  mifcal  r 

Deipondence  ?  this  dull  melancholy's  fcene  ? 
To  trace  the  Eternal  Caufe  thro'  all  his  works. 
Minutely  and  magnificently  wife  ? 
Mark  the  gradations  which  thro'  Nature's  pkn 
Join  each  to  each,  and  form  the  vail  defign  ? 
And  tho'  day's  glorious  guide  withdraws  his  beams 
Impartial,  chearing  other  ikies  and  ihores  ; 
Rich  intelledt,  that  fccurns  corporeal  bands. 
With  more  than  mid-day  radiance  gilds  the  fcenc  : 
The  mind,  now  refcu'd  from  the  cares  of  day. 
Roves  unreftraih'd  thro*  the  wide  realms  of  fpace ;         -    - 
Where  (thought  ftupendousl)'  fyftems  infinite. 
In  regular  confuiion  taught  to  move, 
Xiike  gems  befpangle  yon  etherial  plains !  "    ' 

Ye  fons  of  pleafure,  and  ye  foes  to  thought. 
Who  fearch  for  blifs  in  the  capacious  bdwl, , 
And  blindly  woo  intemperance  for  joy  ; 
Durft  ye  retire,  hold  converfe  with  yourfclves. 
And  in  the  filent  hours  of  darknefs  court 
Kind  Contemplation  with  her  peaceful  train  ; 
How  would  the  minutes  dance  on  downy  feet. 
And  unpcrceiv'd  the  midnight  taper  wafle. 
While  intelledlual  pleafure  reign 'd  fupreme  ! 

Yc  roufes,  graces,  virtues,  heaven-born  maids  I 
Who  love  in  peaceful  folitode  to  dwell .    . 
With  meek-ey'd  innocence,  and  radiant  truth, . 
And  blnlhing  modeily  ;.th£^t  frighted  fiy 
The  dark  intrigue,  and  midnight  maiquerade  i 
What  ii  this  pleafure  which  enchants  mankind  ? 
•Ti$  noife,  'tis  toil,  *tis  frenzy ;  like  the  cup 

K  2  or 
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Of  Circcy  fam'd  of  old;  who  taftes  it  finds 
Th'  etherial  fpark  divine  to  hrate  d'ansform'd. 

And  now,  -  methinks,  I  hear  the  libertine 
With  fupercilions  leer  cry,  '  Preach  no  more 
<  Your  mufty  morals ;  hence,  to  defaits  fly, 
'  And  in  the  gloom  of  folitary  caves 

*  Aufterely  dwell :  what's  life,  debarred  from  joy  f 

*  Crown,  then,  the  bowl ;  let  Mufick  lend  her  aid, 
'  And  Beauty  het's,  to  foothe  my  wayward  cares.' 

Ah  !  little  does  he  know  the  nymph  he  ftyles 
A  foe  to  pleafnre ;  pleafore  is  not  more 
His  aim  than  her's  ;  with  him  ihe  joins  to  blame 
The  hermit's  gloom,  and  favage  penances  ; 
Each  (bdal  joy  approves.     Oh  !  without  thee. 
Fair  Friendihip,  life  were  nothing  ;  without  thee. 
The  page  of  fancy  would  no  longer  charm. 
And  folitude  difguft  e'en  penfive  minds. 

Nought  I  condemn,  but  that  excels  which  clouds 
The  mental  faculties;  to  ibothe  the  feufe : 
Let  Reafon,  Truth,  and  Virtue,  guide  thy  fteps. 
And  every  blefiing  Heav'n  beftows,  be  thine  I 

VERSES 

APDBXSSED    TO 

BIS    HOTAL    HJGHKBSS    OKORGK    FItlNCB    OP   WALB6  *. 

BY   .MR.    J.    MACAULAY. 

WHILE  general  plaudits  of  defervM  renowii 
(The  hero's  glory,  and  the  patriot's  crown) 
Proclaim  the  day  to.Britifti  virtue  dear; 
And  hail  the  produce  of  an  added  ^r ; 

*  Tbeie  Verfe»  wort  .pretoted  at  Wiih^mt  toHis  Rq^I  Hq^fi  Um 
Friaec  of  Wales,  on  tb^  moniiiig  ofhUlMf^huth^y^  Auguft  s2.J[^o»..wlieii 
iMestertd  hii  mneteeath  ytar. 

Permit 
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Permit  the  mufe',  imno  ftdsdive  fthdnt^ 
From  rural  fhades.  and  fummer-fmiling  plainf » 
To  fpeak  the  vUh  t]|at  fires  each  ge&'roos  bftafl; 
Of  joy  the  founder,  and  of  love  the  teft. 

Ere  yet  bright  Phflabms  gilds  the  ruddy  eaft; 
To  floth  a  fbanger^ '  and  a  foe  to  reitj 
Why  does  the  Twain, .  with  uaremitting  toil. 
Guide  the  (h|up  plough*ihare  thro'  the  yielding  ioU/ 
Why  does  his  nervo.us  frame  each  fliock  defy. 
And  dare  the  rigoiir  of  th'  inclement  flcy  | 
Ere  yet  confirm'd  the  doubtful  fpring  ia  iiran. 
And  the  chill  blall  fweeps  o'er  the  dewy  green  f 
Does  not  his  eye  in  future  Scejoc  behold 
The  fpacious  fields  enrich'd  with  waving  gold? 
Does  not  the  blifsful  hope  in^ire  his  breaft. 
Of  rifing  bams  with  plenteous  harveft  pre&'d  ? 
Swift  to  his  view  in  gay  fucceffion  rife. 
The  bright  produ&ions  of  autumnal  ikies* 
Deck'd  in  tj^ir  riched  dreis  the  plains  appear* 
And  all  the  glories  of  the  ripen'd  yea^ • 

'Tis  thus,  great  Sir,  with  hopes  like  thefe  folk&% 
(Each  fond  emotion  kindling  i^  her  breaft) 
Has  Britain  view-'d  her  prince  with,  anxious  eye^ 
And  joy'd  to  fee  each  genuine  virtue  rife. 
From  tend'reft  infancy  to  childhood  brought. 
She  bade  each  grace  inform  the  rifing  thought : 
More  vig'rous  gr^wn,  flie  hail'd  the  blooming  ihoot. 
And  the  rich  promife  of  the  riper  firuit. 
But  now  matur'd  fite  €tca  her  profpe£t  nUe, 
Beneath  the  genial  warmth  of  Britiih  ikie^ 
Sees  the  long  courfe  of  gen'rous  culture  pad. 
And  hopes  the  harveft  of  her  toils  at  laft; 
To  future  glories  lifts  her  das;zl'd  view. 
And  bids  thofe  future  glories  reft  on  You* 

^or  vain  her  hope»«-»finr  fure^  if  aught  can  charm 
Tht  biwn^  foul",  if  gen*r#»s  thought  wi  warm 

The 
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The  yonthfiil  bread,  and  bid  each  idrtae  there 
Sproat  forth  redundant  to  th'enlivening  air, 
nrit  PvbEck  Love !  by  nobleft  deeds  exprefs'd  I 
The  god-like  tenant  of  the  hero's  breaft ! 
'  By  tMs  inipsr'df  each  ancient  chief  of  fame 
Gained  the  vaft  honour  of  a  deathlefs  name ; 
By  this  i^heU,  amidft  her  patriot-band. 
What  fplendid  triumphs  grac'd  the  Argive  land  ! 
By  this  Imperial  Rome  was  taught  to  rife. 
And  Eaftern  grandeur  fhone  in  Latian  fkies. 
Beneath  this  fun^  emerging  to  the  day. 
Each  glory  ihining  with  redoubl'd  ray, 
Majeftick  Britain  rofe — Hail,  native  land ! 
Strong  to  fubdne,  and  ikilful  to  conunand. 
No  hoftile  force  fhall  fhake  thy  ftedfaft  bafe. 
Nor  fecret  guile  thy  well-form'd  plans  deface ; 
While  thine  own  fons,  by  publick  virtue  iir'd. 
By  glory  charm'd,  by  liberty  inipir'd. 
Stand  forth  thy  guardians,  nations  league  in  vain» 
Britain  fhall  fway  the  trident  of  the  main  ; 
And  wond'ring  foes,  in  deep  convidion,  fee 
The  force  of  Britifh  unanimity. 
Be  this,  O  George !  be  this  thy  nobleft  ^m  ; 
By  this  afcent  purfue  the  heights  of  fame ! 
Princes,  like  Heav'n,  fhould  wide  around  difpenfe 
The  rich  profufion  of  benevolence. 
Great  in  their  people's  love,  and  wifely  juft. 
The  bell  depofits  of  the  nobleft  truft. 
While,  by  each  virtue  rais'd,  each  grace  refin'd, 
Bv  Heav'n  advancM,  they  prove  what  Heav'n  defign'd. 
The  rulers  and  the  (aviours  of  mankind. 

Thus,  when' by  hoary  age  and  toil  opprefs'd. 
Your  gracious  6ire  fhall  feek  immortal  reft  ; 
When,  cali'd  by  Heav'n,  he  joyfully  lays  down 
4  temp'ral  circldt  for  an  endlefs  crown  j 
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Your  virtues  then  fliall  Britain's  lo&  fupply*  • 
And  bid  afili£Uon  dry  the  ftreaming  eye  : 
Brunfwick  again  ihall  grace  Britannia's  throne. 
Great  in  paternal  fame,  and  fpotlefs  in  his  own ! 


THE    PROGRESS    OF    POETRY. 

BY    MRS.    MADAN, 

Vitis  u€  arbonbus  decori  eft,  ut  vitibas  uvse; 
Ut  greglbus  Uuri,  fegetes  uC  pinguibus  arvis  j 
Tu  decus  oxnae  tuis.  VXRC* 

UNE  QUAL,  how  .ihall  I  the  fearch  begin^ 
Or  paint  with-  artleis  han<i  the  awful  fcene  ? 
Thro*  paths  divine  with  ftcps  adventurous  tread. 
And  trace  the  mufes  to  their|fountaiii-head  ? 

Ye  fkcred'Nine,  your  mighty  aid  impart, 
AiTiil  my  numbers,  and  enlarge  my  heart ! 
Direft  mylyre,  and  tune  each  trembling  ftriiig. 
While  Poetry's  exalted  charms  I  iing^; 
How,  free  as  air^  her  drains  fpontaneous  move. 
Kindle  to  rage,  or  melt  the  foul  to  love : 
How  her  firft  emanations  dawn'd,  difclofe  ; 
And  where,  great  fource  of  verfe !  bright  Phoebus  firft  arofe. 

Where  nature  warmth  and  genius  has  deny'd. 
In  vain  are  art's  ftiff  languid  powers  apply 'd. 
Unforc'd  the  mufes  iinile,  above  controul: 
No  art  can  tune  the  inharmonius  foul. 
Some  rules,  'tis  true,  unerring,  you  may  cull. 
And  void  of  life,  be  regularly  dull ; 
Corre^y  flat  may  flow  each  ftudied  rhime. 
And  each  low  period  indolently  chime. 
A  common  ear,  perhaps,  or  vulga^  heart, 
5uch  lays  may  pleaie«-the  laboured  work  of  art ! 

Par 
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Far  other  firaini  deliglit  the  polifli^d  mind^ 
The  ear  well  judging^  and  the  tafte  refin'd. 
To  blend  in  hearenl/  >  numbers  eale  and  fire» 
An  Addiibn  will  aSc,  a  Pope  require  : 
Genius  alone  can  force^  like  theirs,  bellow. 
As  ftars,  onconfcious  of  their  brightnefs,  glow. 

Hail  Greece  1  from  whence  the  fpark  etherial  came. 
That  wide  o'er  earth  diffused  it's  facred  flsune; 
There  the  firft  laurel  form'd  a  deathlefs  ihade> 
And  fprung  immortal  for  thy  Homer's  head. 
There  the  great  bard  the  riiing  wonder  wrought* 
And  plann'd  the  Iliad  in  his  boundlefs  thought ; 
By  no  mean  fteps  to  full  perfedion  grew. 
But  burft  at  once  refulgent  to  the  view. 
Who  can  unmov'd  the  warm  defcription  rea^. 
Where  the  wing'd  fliaft  repels  the  bounding  fteed  ? 
Where  the  lom  fpoils  of  the  rapacious  war. 
With  ihocking  pomp  adorn  the  vidor's  car  ? 
When,  from  fome  hoftile  arm  diimifs'd,  the  reed 
On  the  mark'd  foe  diredb  it's  thirfty  fpeed. 
Such  (brength,  fuch  action,  ihikes  our  eager  £ght^ 
We  view,  and  (hudder  at  it's  fatal  flight ; 
We  hear  the  ftraighten'd  yew  recoiling  ftart. 
And  fee  diro'  air  glide  fwift  the  wUszing^dart! 
When  higher  themes  a  bolder  ftrain  demand, 
l.ife  waits  the  poet's  animating  hand  : 
There,  where  majeftick,  to  the  -fknguin'd  field. 
Stern  Ajax  ftalks  behind  his  feven*fold  ihield  $ 
Or  where,  in  poliih'd  arms  feverely  bright, 
Pelides  dreadful  rufhes  to  the  fight ; 
With  martial  ardour  breadies  each  kii«dling  jvage 
The  direful  havock  and  unbounded  rage, '  ' 
Theclafti  of  arm^  tumultuous  from  afar. 
And  all  that  fires  the  hero's  ibul  to  war ! 

Bold  Pindar  next,  with  matchlefs  force  and  fire 
Dmnely  carefcfs;  wakSl''tKirfbimdiii^lyre,i  .•  *    . 

Unbound 
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Unbound  by  rale,  heurg^i  etch  vigorous  lay» 
And  gave  his  mighty  genius  room  to  play : 
The  Grecian  games  employ  his  daring  firings^ 
In  numbers  rapid  as  the  race  he  fings. 

Mark,  Mufe,  the  confcioua  fhade  and  vocal  grove> 
Where  Sappho  tun'd  her  melting  voice  to  love. 
While  Echo  each  harmonious  fb-ain  return'd. 
And  with  the  foft-complaining  Lelbian  mourn'd« 

With  rofes  crown'd,  on  flowers  fupinely  laid, 
Anacreon  next  the  fprightly  lyre  eilay'd. 
In  light  fantafUck  meafures  beat  the  ground. 
Or  dealt  the  mirth-inrpiring  juice  around. 
No  care,  no  thought,  the  tuneful  Teian  knew. 
But  mark'd  with  blifs  ead^  moment  as  it  flew« 

Behold  the  foil.  Where  fmooth  Clitumnus  glides. 
And  rolls  thro'  fmiling  fields  his  dudtile  tides ; 
Wliere  fwoln  Eridanus  in  ftate  proceeds, 
^nd  tardy  Mindo  wanders  thro'  the  meads  ; 
Where  breathing  flowers^uubrofial  fweets  difiilj 
And  the  foft  air  with  balmy  fragrance  fill* 
O  Italy !  tho*  joyful  plenty  reigns. 
And  Nature  laughs  amid  thy  bloomy  plains  i 
Tho'  all  thy  (hades  pf>etick  warmth  infpire. 
Tune  the  rapt  foul,  and  fan  the  facred  fire  ; 
Thofe  plains  and  fhades  fhall  rtach  th'  appointed  date. 
And  all  their  fading  honours  yield  to  fate  : 
Thy  wide  renown,  and  ever-Uooining  feme. 
Stand  on  the  bails  of  a  nobler  claim ; 
In  thee  his  harp  immortal  Vif  g^  &^ng. 
Of  fhepherds,  flocks,  and  mighty  heroes  fung. 

See  Horace,  (haded  by  the  lyrick  wreathe. 
Where  every  grace  and  all  the  mufes  breathe; 
Where  courtly  eafe  adorns  each  happy  line. 
And  Pindar's  fire  and  Sappho's  foftnefs  join* 
Politely  wife,  with  calm  well-govern'd  rage. 
He  lafh'd  the  reigning  follies  of  the  age  s 

S  With 
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With  wit,  not  fplccn,  indulgently  fevere,  * 

To  reach  the  heart  he  chann'tl  the  liftenxng  ear. 
When  ibothing  themes  each  milder  note  employ*. 
Each  milder  note  fweUs  foft  to  love  and  joy ; 
Smooth  as  the  fame-prefaging  doves  *  that  fpread 
Pjophetick  wreathes  around  his  infant  head. 

Ye  numerous  bards  unfung  (whofe  various  lays 
A  genius  equal  tq  your  own  ihould  ptaife) 
JForgiye  the  Mufe,  who  feels  an  inbred  flame 
Kefiftlctis,  to  exalt  her  country's  fame ; 
A  foreign  clime  ihe  leaves— and  turns  her  ^yes 
Whei^e  her  own  Britain's  favourite  towers  arife  ; 
Where  Thames  rolls  deep  hb  plenteous  tides  around^^ 
His  banks  with  thick- ascending  turrets  crown'd ; 
Yet  Aot  th^fe  fcenes  th^  imparual  mufe  could  boaft^ 
Y^ere  liberty,  thy  great  diftin&on,  loft. 
Britannia,  hail !  o'er  whofe  luxuriant  plain. 
For  the  free  natives  waves  the  rip'ning  grain : 
'Twas  facred  Liberty^^  celef^l  fmile 
l^r&  lur'd  the  mufes  to  thy  generous  iile ; 
*Twa8  Liberty  \>e^tow*d  the  power  to  fing. 
And  bid  the  verfe-rewarding  laurel  fpring. 

Here  Chaucer  ilrft  his  comick  vein  difplay'-d. 
And  merry  tales  in  homely  guife  convey'd  ; 
UnpoUfh'd  beauties  gr.ac'd  the  artlefs  -fong, 
Tho'  rude  the  diftion,  yet  the  fenfe  was  Arong. 

To  fmoother  flrains  chaltifing  tunelefs  profe. 
In  plain  magnificence  great  Spencer  roie ; 
In  forms  diilindl,  in  <fu:h  crea^g  line, 
Th^  virtues,  vices,  and  the  paffious  fhine : 
Subfervient  Nature  aids  the  ppet's  r^ge. 
And  with  herfelf  infpires  each  nervous  page. 

Exalted  Shakefpeare,  with  a  boundlefs  mind, 
flang'd  far  and  wide ;  a  genius  uncpnfin'd  ! 

*  Vide  Hor.  Lib.  iii.  Ode  iv. 
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T^e  paffions  fway'd»  and  captive  led  the  heart, 
NVithout  the  ciitick's  rales,  and  void  of  art : 
So  ibme  fair  clime,  by  finiling  Phoeboi  blefs*dv 
•And  in  a  thoufand  charms  by  NatiA^  drefs'dv 
Where  limpid  flreams  in  wild  meanders  flow. 
And  on  the  mountains  tow'ring  forefts  grow, 
.  With  lovely  landfcapes  Inres  the  ravifhM  fights 
While  each  new  fcene  fupplies  a  hew  delight: 
Noinduibyof  man,  noneedlefs  toxl^ 
Can  mend  the  rich  uncnldvated  foiF. 

While  Cowley's  lays  with  fprightly  vigour  move^ 
Aroond  him  wait  the  gods  of  verfe  and  love  ; 
60  quick  the  cronding  images  arife> 
The  bright  variety  difirads  otfr  eyes  5 
Each  fparkling  line,  where  fire  with  fancy  flotvs^ 
The  rich  profufion  of  his  genins  Ihows. 

To  Waller,  next,  my  wahdeiing  view  I  bend>  . 
Gentle*  as  flakes  of  feathered  fnow  defcend : 
Not  the  fame  fnow,  it's  fllent  jonrtfey  done> 
More  radiant  glitters  in  the  riflng  funw 
O  happy  nymph  !  who  could  thofe  lays  demand^ 
And  claim  the  care  of  this  tramortal  hand :      . 
In  vain  might  age  thy  heavenly  form  invade. 
And  o'er  thy  beauties  caftan  envious  (hade  % 
Waller  the  place  of  youth  aAd  bloom  foppUes^ 
And  gives  exhaufllefs  luftre  to  thy  eyes ; 
Each  mufe  afllfting  rifles  every  grace. 
To  paint  the  wonders  of  thy  matchlefs  face. 
Thtis>  when  at  Greece,  divine  Apelles  ftrove 
To  give  to  earth  the  radiant  qneen  of  love> 
From  each  bright  nymph  fome  dazzling  charm  he  'took> 
This  £ur-one's  lips,  another's  lovely  look  ; 
Each  beauty  pleas'd,  a  ihile,  or  air  beftowB> 
Till  all  the  goddefs  from  the  canvas  rofe. 

Immortal  Milton,  hail !  who^  lofty  ^dn 
With  cOnfciOus  ftrength  does  vnlgtir  themes  disdain  f 

S  2  Subliin» 
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Sublime  afcended  thy  fiipeiirior  foul,  • 
Where  neither  lightnings  flafh,  nor  thunders  roll  ; 
Where  other  funs  drink  deep  th'  eternal  ray, 
And  thence  to  other  worlds  tranfmit  the  day; 
Where,  high  in  ether,  countlefs  planets  move. 
And  various  moons,  attendant,  round  them^rove. 
O  bear  me  to  thofe  foft,  delightful  fcehes. 
Where  fhades  far-fpreading  boaft  immortal  greens; 
Where  paradife  unfolds  her  fragrant  flowers. 
Her  fweets  unfading,  and  celeftial  bowers  ; 
Where  Zephyr  breathes  amid  the  blooming  wild. 
Gentle  as  Nature's  infant-beauty  fmil'd ; 
Where  gaily  reigns  one  ever-laughing  fpring  ; 
Eden's  delights !  which  thou  alone  couldft  fing. 
Yet  not  theie  fcenes  could  bound  his  daring  flight  ; 
Bom  to  the  ta(k,  he  rofe  a  nobler  height. 
While  o'er  the  lyre  his  hallowed  fingers  fly. 
Each  wonderous  touch  awakens  raptures  high. 
Thofe  glorious  feats  he  boldly  duril  explore. 
Where  faith  alone,  till  then,  had  power  to  foar. 

Smooth  glide  thy  waves,  O  Thames,  while  t  rehearfe 
The  name  that  taught  thee  firft  to  flow  in  verfc  *; 
Let  facred  filencehulh  thy  grateful  tides^* 
The  ofier  ceafe  to  tremble  on  thy  ildes  ; 
Let  thy  calm  waters  gently  fteal  along; 
Denham  this  homage  claims,  while  he  infpires  my  fong« 
Far  as  thy  billows  roll,  difpers'd  away 
To  diftant  climes,  the  honour'd  name  convey  : 
Not  Xanthus  can  a  nobler  glory  boaft. 
In  whofe  rich  dream  a  thoufand  floods  are  loft. 

Th&ftrong,  the  foft,  the  moving,  and  the  fweet. 
In  artful  Dryden's  various  numbers  meet ; 
Aw'd  by  his  lays,  each  rival  barJ  retir'd  : 
So  fades  the  moon,  pale^  lifelefs,  unadmirM, 

•Sir  John  Dcnham's  Coc^cV'f  Hill. 
..  '  When 
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When  the  bright  fun  burfts  glorious  on  the  fighc,        •    ^' 
With  radiant  loibe,  tnd  a  flood  of  light. 

The  comick  mufe,  with  lively  hamour  gay. 
In  Congreve's  drains  does  all  her  charms  di^>la]r« 
She  rallies  each  abfurd  impertinence. 
And  without  labour  laughs  us  into  ftofe* 
The  follies  of  mankind  Ike  fets  to  view. 
In  fcenes  fHll  pleafing^  and  for  ^ver  new. 

Sure  Heaven,  that  deftinM  William  to  be  greats    ' 
The  mighty  bulwark  of  the  Britifli  ftate. 
The  fcourge  of  tyrants,  guardian  of  the  law,) 
Beftow'd  a  Garth,  deiigning  a  NafTau  I 

Wit,  eafe,  and  life,  in  Prior  blended,  flow. 
Polite  as  Granville,  foft  as  moving  Rowe ; 
Granville,  whofe  lays  unnumbered  charms  adom^ 
Serene  and  fprightly  as  the  opening  mom: 
Kowe,  who  the  fpring  of  every  paffion  knew. 
And  from  our  eyes  called  forth  the  opening  dew  ;       * 
Still  (hall  his  gentle  mufe  our.  fouls  command,  .. 
And  our  warm'd  hearts  confefs  his  ikilfu^  hand*      '  ■  " 
Be  this  the  leaft  of  his  fuperior  fhme,  t 

Whofe  happy  genius  caught  great  JjOCaa's  flamt. 
Where  noble  Pompey  deuntlefi  meets  his  :doom. 
And  each  free  ftrain  breathes  Liberty  and  Rome. 

O  Addifon,  lamented,  wond'roas  bard  ! 
The  god-like  hero's  great,  his  beft  reward  : 
Not  all  the  laurels  reap'd  on  Blenheim's  plains 
A  fame  can  give  like  thy  immortal  flrains  •, 
While  Cato  diftates  in  thy  awful  lines,  <-  - 

Caefar  himfelf  with  fecond  luftre  Ihines:  '  - 

As  our  rais'd  fouls  the  great  diftreTs  purfue. 
Triumphs  and  crowns  ftill  leflen  in  our  view  ;  *^ 

We  trace  the  vidtor  with  difdainful  eyes. 
And  all  that  made  a  Cato  bleed,  defpife. 


•  The  Campaign.]] 


The 
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The  bold  pindarick*  and  (oft  lyrick  mu(e» 
Breath'd  all  her  energy  in  tuneful  Hughes  I 
Mufick  herfelf  did  on  his  lines  beftow 
The  potiih'd  In&re*  and  enchanting  flow  1 
His  fweet  cantatas>  and  melodious  fong* 
Shall  ever  warble  onthc  (kilful  tongue  ! 
When  nobler  themes  ^  loftier  (bain  require. 
His  bofom  glow'd  with  more  than  mortal  fire  1 
Not  Orpheus*  feif  *  could  in  fublimer  lays 
Have  fung  th'  omnipotent  Creator's -^praife* 
Damafcus'  moving  fate»  difplayM  to  view. 
From  every  eye  the  ready  tribute  drew : 
TK'  attentive  ear  the  bright  Endocia  f  charms. 
And  with  the  generous  love  of  virtue  warms ; 
She  feems  above  the  ills  flie  greatly  bears. 
While  Phocyas'  f  woes  command  our  guihing  tears* 
Abudah  f  fhines  a  pattern  to  mankind  ! 
In  him  the  hero  and  the  man  are  joined ! 

High  on  the  radiant  lift,  fee  I  Pope  appears. 
With  all  the  fire  of  youth,  and  firength  of  years  ; 
Where'er  fupreme  he  points  the  nervous  line. 
Nature  and  art  in  bright  conjunction  fliine. 
How  juft  the  turns !  how  regular  the  draught ! 
How  fmooth  the  language !  how  reiin'd  the  thought  f 
Secure  beneath  the  (hade  of  early  bays. 
He  dar'd  the  thunder  of  great  Homer's  lays; 
A  iiicred  heat  inform'd  his  heaving  breaft. 
And  Homer  in  h^s  genius  ibmds  confefs'd :    . 
To  heights  fublime  he  rais'd  the  pond'rous  lyre. 
And  bur  cold  ifle  grew  warm  with  Grecian  fire  I 

Fain  would  I  now  th'  excelling  bard  reveal^ 
And  points  the  feat  where  all  the  mufes  dwell ; 

•  Se<.  Mr.  Hughes's  Ode,  entitled,  An  Ode  to  the  Creator  of  the  World, 
•eeafioised  by  the  Fragments  of  Orpheus. 

f  Chara^rt  in  his  tragedy  entitled  The  Si^e«f  Daa^afciis. 
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Where  Phcebus  has  his  warmeft  Indies  beiow^d« 
And  who  moft  labours  with  th'  infpiiipig  godi^ 
But  while  I  (hive  to  fix  the  ray  divine. 
And  round  that  head  the  laurePd  triumph  twiifl^ 
UnnumberM  bards  diilra£l  my  dazzled  iight. 
And  my  firft  choice  grows  faint  with  rival  lig^ht. 
So  the  white  road  that  ftreaks  the  cloudlefs  Mci, 
When  filver  Cynthia's  temperate  beams  arife^ 
Thick  fet  with  ilars^  o'er  cor  admiring  heads 
One  undiftii^guiih'd  ftreamy  twilight  ipreads  ; 
Pleas'd  we  behold  firom  heaven^s  anbounded  hd^ilt, 
A  thoufand  orbs  pour  forth  promifotous  light  i 
While  all  around  the  fpangkd  luftre  flows. 
In  vain  we.ftriv^  to  nuurk  which  brighteft  gloin  j 
From  each  the  fame  enlivening  (plendors  flyj 
And  tH«  di^nfive  glory  charms  the  eyiu 


AN        ELEGY, 

WRITTEN    IN    A    COUVTRY   #BUaCH*yAa9« 
BY    MR,    GRAV. 

THE  c^iifew  tolls  the  knell  of  parting  day^ 
The  lowing  herd  wind  flowly  o'er  the  lea. 
The  ploughman  homeward  plods  his  weary  way. 
And  leaved  the  world  to  daricnefs  and  to  me* 

Now  fades  the  glimmering  landfcape  on  the  Hj^xU 
.    And  all  the  air  a  folemn  ftilnefs  holds, 
f  ave  where  the  beetle  wheels  his  droning  flight, 
Aifd  drowfy  tinklings  loll  the  difUnt  foids ; 
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Save  that  from  yonder  ivjr-mantlcd  tower. 
The  moping  owl  does  to  the  moon  complain 

Of  fuch,  as  wand'riQg  near  her  fecret  bower» 
Moleft  he^  ancient  fditary  reign.  '     / 

Beneath  thofc  rugged  elms,  that  ycw-tree^s  Ihade, 
Where  heaves  the  turf  in  many  a  mouldering  heap. 

Each  in  his  narrow  cell  for  ever  laid. 
The  rude  fore&tliers  of  the  hamlet  ileep. 

The  breezy  call  of  incenfe-breathing  mom. 

The  fwallow  twitt'ring  from  the  ftraw-bnilt  ihed. 

The  cock's  fhrill  clarion,  or  the  echoing  horn. 
No  more  (hall  rouze  them  from  their  lowly  bed.. 

For  them  no  more  the  blazing  hearth  fhall  bom» 
Or  bufy  houfewife  ply  her  evening  care; 

No  children  run  to  lifp  their  fire's  return. 
Or  climb  his  knees  the  envy'd  kifs  to  fhare. 

Oft  did  the  harveft  to  their  fickk  yield. 
Their  furrow  oft  tim  ftubborn  glebe  has  broke  ;- 

How  jocund  did  they  drive  their  team  afield  ! 

How  bow'd  the  woods  beneath  their  fturdy  flroke ! 

Let  not  ambition  mock  their  ufeful  toil. 
Their  homely  joys,  and  deftiny  obfoure  ; 

Nor  grandeur  hear,  with  a  difdainful  fmile. 
The  fhort  and  fimple  annals  of  the  poor. 

Theboaft  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  power. 
And  all  fcat  beauty,  all  that  wealth  e'er  gave. 

Await  alike  th'  inevitable  hour : 
'fhe  paths  of  glory  Jead  but  to  the  g^ave. 
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Vidt  yoa>  ye  proad^  impute  to  thefe  the  fault, 

^f  Memory  o'er  their  tomb  no  trophies  raife. 
Where  thro'  the  loiig*4rawn  ifle  and  fretted  vault 

The  pealiAg  anthem  fwells  the  note  of  praiflR 

Can  ftoried  urn  or  animated  buft 

Back  to  it's  manfion  call  the  fleedng  breath  ? 
Can  honour's  voice  provoke  the  iilent  dvtfk. 

Or  £att'ry  foothe  the  dull  cold  ear  of  death  > 

Perhaps  in  this  negleded  fpot  is  laid 

Some  heart  once  pregnant  with  celeUal  fire ; 
Hands,  that  the  rod  of  empire  might  have  fway'd> 

Or  wak'd  to  extafy  the  living  lyrt. 

But  Knowledge  to  their  eyes  her  ample  page 

Rich  with  the  fpoils  of  time  did  ne'er  unrol  i 
Chill  Penury  reprefs'd  their  noble  rage. 

And  froze  the  genial  current  of  the  fouK 

Full  many  a  gem  of  pureft  ray  ferene. 

The  dark  unfathom'd  caves  of  ocean  bear : 
Full  many  a  flower  is  bom  to  blufli  unfeen. 

And  wafte  it's  ^eetnefs  on  the  defart  air. 

Some  ^lage^'Hampden,  that  with  dauntle(s  breaft 

The  little  tyrant  of  his  fields  withftood; 
Some  mute  inglorious  Milton  httc  may  reft. 

Some  Cromwell  guiltleft  of  his  countiy's  blood. 

Th'  applaufe  of  liffning  fenates  to  command^ 

The  threats  of  pain  and  ruin  to  defpife ,. 
To  fcatter  plenty  o'er  a  finiiing  land. 

And  read  their  lUft'xy  is  a  nation's  cycsp 

T  their 
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Their  lot  forbad :  nor  circumfcrib'd  alone 

Their  growing  virtues,  but  their  crimes  confin'd  ; 

Forbad  to  wstde  through  llaughter  to  a  throne^ 
And  (hut  thc*gates  of  mercy  on  mankind,    ' 

The  ftruggling  pangs  of  confdous  truth  to  hide. 
To  quench  the  bluihes  of  ingenuous  fhame. 

Or  heap  the  Ihrine  ©f  luxury  and  pride 
With  incenfe  kindled  at  the  mufe's  flame. 

Far  from  the  madding  crowd's  ignoble  ftrife^ 
Their  fobcr  wilhes  never  leam'd  to  ftray; 

Along  the  cool,  fequefter'd  vale  of  life. 
They  kept  the  noifeleis  tenor  of  their  way. 

Yet  e'en  thefe  bones  from  infult  to  proteft. 
Some  frail  memorial  Hill  erected  nigh,  | 

With  uncouth  rhymes  and  fhapelefs  fculpture  deck*d» 
Implores  the  paffing  tribute  of  a  Cgh 

Their  name,  their  years,  fpelt  by  th*  unlettered  mufe> 

The  place  of  fame  and  elegy  fupply : 
And  many  a  holy  text  around  fhe  ftrews. 

That  teach  the  taHick  moralifl  to  die. 

For  who,  to  dumb  forgetfulnefs  a  prey,     ' 
This  pleafing  anxious  being  e'er  refign'd  ; 

Left  the  wann  precindb  of  the  chearful  day. 
Nor  caft  one  longing,  ling'ring  look  behind  ? 

'  On  fome  fond  brfcaft  the  parting  foul  relies. 
Some  pious  drops  the  clofing  eye  requires; 
E'en  from  the  tomb  the  voice  of  nature  cries. 
E'en  in  our  afhes  live  their  wonted  fircfs. 


For 
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For  thee,  who  mindful  of  th'  unhonour'd  dead 

Dofl  in  thefe  lines  their  .artlefs  tale  relate ; 
If  chance,  by  lonely  contemplation  led. 

Some  kindred  fpirit  fhall  enquire  thy  fate. 

Haply  fome  hoary-headed  fwsdn  may  fay, 

•  Oft  have  wefeen  him,  at  the  peep  of  dawn, 

•  Bruftiing  with  hafty  fkeps  the  dews  away, 

'  To  meet  the  fun  upon  the  upland  lawn. 

*  There,  at  the  foot  of  yonder  nodding  beech, 

•  That  wreathes  it's  old  fantaftick  roots  fo  high, 
^  His  liftlefs  length  at  noon-tide  would  he  ftretch, . 

'  And  pore  upon  the  brook  that  babbles  by. 

*  Hard  by  yon  wood,  now  fmiling  as  in  fcorn, 

'  Mutt'ring  his  wayward  fancies  he  would  rove  : 
f  Now  drooping,  woeful,  wan,  like  one  forlorn, 

*  Or  craz'd  with  care,  or  crofs'd  in  hopelefs  love. 

'  One  morn  Imifs'd  him  on  the  cnflom'd  hill, 
'  Along  the  heath,  and  near  his  fav'rite  tree : 

•  Another  came  ;  nor  yet  beiide  the  rill, 

f  Nor  up  the  lawn,  i^or  at  the  wood  was  he* 

'  The  next,  with  dirges  due,  in  fad  afray, 

*  Slow  through  the  church- way  pkth  we  faw  him  borne.: 

*  Approach,  and  read  ffor  thou  can'il  read)  the  lay, 
f  Grav'd  on  the  ftone  beneatl^  yon  aged  thorn.' 

THE    EPITAPH. 

TT ERE  refts  his  head  upon  the  lap  of  earth, 
•*'  "*'     A  youth  to  fortune  and  to  fame  unknown  ; 
Fair  Science  frown'd  not  on  his  humble  birth. 
And  Melancholy  mark'd  him  for  her  own. 

T3  Largt 
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Large  wai^  his  bounty,  and  his  foul  finccrc, 
Hcay'n  did  a  recontipence  as  largely  fend : 

He  gave  to  misery  all  he  had,  a  tear. 

He  g^'d  from  Heav'n  (^twas  all  he  wiih'd)  aftiend^ 

1^0  farthef  feek  his  merits  to  difclofe. 

Or  draw  his  frailties  from  their  dread  abodes 

(There  they  alikf  in  trembling  hope  repofe) 
The  bofom  of  his  Father  and  his  God. 


A    PASTORAL    BALLAD. 

IN    FOVa.    PARTS. 
BY   W.    SHENSTONE,   ESQ;, 
Ar^ttfta  htti^iJcf^ae  myricaet 

L    ABSENCE. 

XT E  fhepherds  h  chearful  and  gay, 

X      Whofe  flocks  never  carelefely  roam. 
Should  Corydon's  happen  to  ftray. 

Oh,  call  the  poor  wanderers  home. 
Allow  me  to  mufe  and  to  figh. 

Nor  talk  of  the  change  that  ye  find ; 
None  once  was  fo  watchful  as  I : 

-*>I  have  left  my  dear  Phyllis  behind. 

Vfovf  I  know  what  it  is  to  have  firove 
With  the  torture  of  doubt  and  deiire  ; 

What  it  is,  to  admire  and  to  love, 
^nd  to  leave  her  we  love  and  admire^ 


Ah, 
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Ah»  lead  forth  my  flock  in  the  morn, 

^^nd  the  damps  of  each  evening  repel : 
Alas  !  I  am  faint  and  forlorn  ; 

—I  have  bade  my  dear  ^hyllis  fareweL 

(Since  Phyllis  vonchfaf 'd  me  a  look, 

I  never  once  dream'd  of  my  vine  ^ 
May  I  loie  both  my  pipe  and  my  crook. 

If  I  knew  of  a  kid  that  was  mine! 
J  pdz*d  every  hour  that  went  by. 

Beyond  all  that  had  pleas'd  me  before ; 
Put  now  they  are  paft,  and  I  figh. 

And  I  grieve  that  I  pris'd  them  bo  more. 

But  why  do  I  languilh  in  vain  ! 

Why  wander  thus  penfively  heref 
Ph  !  why  did  I  come  from  the  plain. 

Where  I  fed  on  the  fmiles  of  my  dear  ? 
They  tell  me,  my  fevourite  maid. 

The  pride  of  that  valley,  is  flown ; 
Alas  !  where  with  her  I  have  ftray'd, 

I  could  wander  with  pkafure  ^ont^ 

When  forc'd  the  fair  nymph  to  forego. 

What  anguilh  I  felt  at  my  heart  \ 
yet  I  thought — ^but  it  might  not  be  fo— 

'Twas  with  j^ain  that  (he  faw  me  depart, 
ghc  gaz'd,  as  I  flowly  i^thdrew  ; 

My  path  I  could  hardly  diicem  | 
^o  fweetly  (he  bade  me  adieu, 

I  thought  that  (he  bade  me  return.  ^' 

The  pilgrim  that  joumi^s  all  day 
To  vifit  fomc  far  difbmt  ihrine. 
If  he  bear  but  a  relique  away, 
1   Is  happy,  nor  l|'eard  to  repine. 

Thusr 
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Thus,  widely  remov'd  from  the  feir. 
Where  my  vows,  my  devotion,  I  owe. 

Soft  hope  is  the  relique  I  bear. 
And  my  folace  wherever  I  go. 


II.     HOP  E. 

Tt^  Y  banks  they  are  furmfli'd  with  bees, 
XvX    whofe  murmur  invites  one  to  fleep  i 
My  grottoes  arc  fiiaded  with  trees. 

And  my  hills  are  white-over  with  fliecp. 
I  feldom  have  met.with  a  lofs. 

Such  health  do  my  fountains  beftow  ;  ' 
My  fountains  all  border'd  with  mofs, 

W^ere  the  hare-bells  and  violets  grow* 

Not  a  pine  in  my  grove  is  there  iecn, 

But  with  tendrils  of  woodbine  is  bound: 
Not  a  beech's  more  beautiful  green, 

^ut  a  fweet-briar  entwines  it  around. 
Not  my  fields,  in  .the  prinle  of  the  year. 

More  charms  than  my  cattle  unfold  : 
Not  a  brook  that,  is  limped  and  cleat. 

But  it  glitters  with  fiihes  of  gold. 

One  would  think  ihe  might  like  to  retire 

To  the  bower  I  have  labour'd  to  rear ; 
Not  a  fhrub  that  I  heard  her  admire. 

But  I  hafted  and  planted  it  ^ere. 
Oh,  how  fudden  the  jeiTamine  flrove 

With  the  lilac  to  render  it  gay ! 
Already  it  calls  for  my  love. 

To  prune  the  wild  branches  away. 


rroi 
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Prom  the  plains,  from  the  woodlands  and  groves. 

What  ftrains  of  wild  melody  flowl 
How  the  nightingales  warble  their  loves 

From  thickets  of  rofes  that  blow ! 
And  when  her  bright  ibrm  (hall  appear. 

Each  bird  (hall  harmonioufly  join 
In  a  concert  fo  foft  and  fo  clear. 

As — ^ihe  may  not  be  fond  to  reiign. 

I  have  found  out  a  gift  for  my  fair ; 

I  have  found *where  the  wood-pigeons  breeds 
But  let  me  that  plunder  forbear  ; 

She  will  fay,  'iwas  a  barbarotls  deed. 
For  he  ne'er  could  be  true,  (he  aveirtd. 

Who  could  rob  a  poor  bird  of  it's  yo«ng : 
And  I  lov'd  her  the  ihore,  when  I  heiird 

Such  tendeme(k  fiUl  fiom  her  tongue.  :   • 

I  have  heard  her  with  iWeetnefs  anibfd^  ... 

How  that  pity  was  due  to-«a  dove ; 
That  it  ever  attended  the  bold  ; 

And  (he  call'd  it  the  fifter  of  love.  .     ^  -  .•:  • 

But  her  words  fuch  a^pleafnre  convey,  '  7*  "^ 

So  much  I  her  accents  adore,  '  .  ' " 

Let  her  fpeak,  and  whatever  (he  fey, 

Methinks  I  (hould  love  her  the'more.  *      ■         " - 

Can  a  bofom  fo  gentle  remain      -*    ' 

Unmov'd,  when  her  Corydoii'flgtrs- 1 
Will  a  nymph  that  is  fond  of  the  plain, 

Thefe  plains  and  this  valley  deipHel 
Dear  regions  of  filence  and  fiiade  ! "  ' 

Soft  fcenes  of  contentment  and  cafe  !'  • '  * 

Where  I  could  have  plcafingly'ftray*d,     .  .  ■    -*  ' 

If  aught  in  her  abfence  could  pleafe. 

But 
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But  where  does  my  Phyllida  flray  ? 

And  where  are  her  grots  and  her  bowers  ? 
Are  the  groves  and  the  vallies  as  gay. 

And  the  fhepherds  as  gentle  as  ours  f 
The  groves  may  perhaps  be  as  fair. 

And  the  face  of  the  vallies  as  fine  ;  ^ 

The  fwains  may  in  manners  compare. 

But  their  love  is  not  equal  to  min^» 


m.     SOLICITUDE. 

XXrHy  will  you  my  paffion  reprove? 
Why  term  it  a  folly  to  grieve  I 
f  re  I  ihew  ypu  the  chants  of  my  lov^ 

She  is  fairer  t)ian.  you  can  believe. 
With  her  mien  fkt  enamoMrs  the  brave  y 

With  her  wit  (he  engages  the  free ,; 
With  her  modefty  J>leiafes  the  grave  ; 

She  is  every  way  pleaiing  to,  me. 

To  fee,  as  my  fair-one  goes  by, 

Som0  hermit  peep  out  of  his  cell. 
How  he  thinks  on  his  youth  with  a  figh  t 

How  fondly  h%  wifhes  her  well ! 
On  him  (he  may  fiaile^  if  ihe  pleafe, 

^will  warm  the  cold  boibm  of  age  ; 
But  cede,  gentle  Phyllida,  ceafe  ! 

Such  (bftnels  woul^ruin  the  fage. 

0  you  that  have  been  of  her  train. 
Come  and  join  in  my  Amorous  lays ; 

1  could  lay  down  my  life  fpr  the  Twain 
That  will  fing  but  a  foot  iivher  praife. 


W 
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When  he  fings«  may  ^nymphs  of  the  tovn  '     >    '  .' 

Come  troopingi  -and  liilen  the  while ; 
Nay»  on  him  let  not  Phyllida^own ; 

—But  I  cannot  allow  her  toiimle. 

For  when  Paridel-tries  in  the  dance 

Any  favour  with  Phyllis  to  find, 
O  how,  with  one  triyial  glance. 

Might  fhe  ruin  the  peace  of  my  mind  i 
In  ringlets  he  dre^  his  hair. 

And  his  crook  is  beftudded  around ;   . 
And  his  pipe— O  may  PhylHs  beware 

Of  a  magick  there  is  in  the-  £>uiid ! 

'Tis  his  with  mock  paffion  to  glow ; 

'Tis  his  in  linooth  tales  to  unfold^ 
'  How  her  face  is  as  bright  as  the  fnow, 

<  And  her  bofom/  be  fure,  is  as  cold : 
*  How  the  i^htingales  labour  the  ftram,  .       '" 

'  With  the  notes  of  his  charmer  to  vie  ; 
^  How  they  vary  their  accents  in  vain, 

'  Repine  at  her  triumphs,  and  die.* 

To  the  grove  or  the  garden  he  fintyv 

And  pillages  every  (weet ;  ; 

Then  fuiting  the  wreathe  to  his  lays. 

He  thrown  it  at  PhylHs's  feet. 
'  O  Phyllis,'  he  whifpers,  '  more  har, 

*  More  fweet  than  the  jeilaniine's.  flower ! 
^  What  are  pinks,  in  a  mom,  to  compare? 

'  What  is  eglantine  after  a  fhower  ? 

'  Then  the  Mly  no  longer  is  white; 

'  Then  the  rofe  is  depriv'd  of  it's  bloo^  $ 
*  Then  the  violets  die  with  deipite, 

'  And  the  woodbines  give  up  their  perfume.' 

U  ^htts 


tji  lEAUTIfS    Ofr  FOETltV; 

Thus  gli(U  the  ibft  imxiiben  along. 
And  he  fancio  no  fliejAttd  his'  pMr  ; 

-*Yet  I  never  fhould  envy  the  fong» 
Were  not  Phyllis,  to  lend  it  an.  car. 

Let  his  crook  be  with  hyacinths  boimd^ 

So  Phyllis  the  trophy  defpift ; 
Let  his  forehead  with  laurels  be  croivii'd^ 

So  they  ihine  not  in  Phyllis**  «ye8. 
The  language  that  Hows  f^oin  thft  heart 

Is  a  ftranger  to  ParisiePs  tongoe  ; 
»-Yet  may  fhe  bewan;  of  his  «rt^ 

Or  fure  I  muft  ^ovy  tke  hog. 


IV.     DISAf.PDINTM£-NT4 


'KTE  fhepherds^  ghe  ear  tO'iny  1^*    '^  "'" 

^      And  take  na  more  heied  of  my  fti^  t 

They  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  ftray^    .  : 

I  have  nothing  tddo^  but  ta  weep.  .  .  / 
Yet  do  not  my  folly  reproye  5 

She  was  fair — and  my  paffion  begun  ; 
She  fmil'd — and  Ice^oid  tkot  but  love ;  .  , 

She  b  ^thlefs— and  I  amiwdone. 
^.  ,.,..:     .-.  y  ■  ■    .     -.: 

Perhaps  I  was  void  of  all  thought ; 

Perhaps  it  wa^-^ainto^forefeey 
That  a  nytiph  6>  compleat  would  ibe  ibnghl 

By  a  fwain.  oiorc  engagtngthan  In^ 
Ah  !   love  every  hope  caa  in^e.;: 

It  banillies  wifdom  the  while ; 

And  the  lip  of  the  Ayniph  we'  tuifmt. 

Seems  fcr  ever  adom'd  with  a  finitev^  ^'^^'^- 
'■'.•'■  / 
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She  b  faithleis,  and  I  am  undone ! 

Ye  that  wit&dls  the  woes  I  endure, 
Let  reafon  inftru£t  you  to  fhun 

What  it  cannot  inftrad  you:  to  <vre. 
Beware  how  ye  loiter  in  vain. 

Amid  nymphs  of  an  higher  degree : 
It  is  not  for  mo  to  explun. 

How  fair  and  how  fickle  they  be. 

Alas !  from  the  day  that  we  met. 

What  hope  of  an  end  to  my  woes ; 
When  I  canifot  endure  to  forget 

The  glance  that  undid  my  repofe ! 
Yet  dme  may  diminiih  the  pain : 

The  flower^  and  the  fhrub.  and  the  tree^ 
Which  I  rear'd  for  her  pieafure  in  vain. 

In  time  may  have  comfort  for  me. 

The  fweets  of  a  dew-fprinkled  rofe, 

'  The  found  of  a  murmuring  ftream. 
The  peace  which  from  fc^tude  flows. 

Henceforth  fhall  be  Corydon's  theme. 
High  tranfports  are  (hewn  to  the  iight. 

But  we  are  not  to  find  them  our  own ; 
Fate  never  befbw'd  fuch  delight^ 

As  I  with  my  Phyllis  had  known ! 

0  ye  woods,  fpread  your  branches  apace ; 
To  your  deepeft  recefifes  I  fly ; 

1  would  hide  with  the  bealb  of  the  chace  ; 

I  would  vanifli  from  every  eye. 
Yet  my  reed  fhall  refound  thro'  the  grove 

With  the  fame  fad  complaint  it  begun ; 
How  flie  fmil'd,  and  I  could  not  bat  love; 

Was  faithlefs>  and  I  am  undone  I 

U  2  THR 
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THE    PARTRIDGES. 

AN      BLBGY. 

WRITTEN     ON     THE     LAST     OF     AVGVtT* 
BY     THE     REV.     MR.    PRATT. 

HA  R  D  by  yon  copfe  that  ikirts  the  flow'ry  vale. 
As  late  I  walk'd  to  tafte  the  cv'ning  breeze,     » 
A  plaintive  murmur  mingled  in  the  gale. 
And  notes  of  forrow  echo'd  thro'  the  trees. 

Touch'd  by  the  penfive  found,  I  nearer  drew  ; 

But  my  rude  ftep  increased  the  caufe  of  pain  ! 
Soon  o'er  my  head  the  ^^diirring  partridge  flew,    . 

Alarm'd  ;  and  with  her  flew  an  infant  train. 

But  fhort  th'  cxcurflon  ;  for,  unusM  to  play. 

Feebly  the  unflcdg'd  wings  th'  effzy  could  make  i 

The  parent,  (helter'd  by  the  clofing  day, 
Lodg'd  her  lov'd  covey  in  a  neighboring  brake. 

Her  cradling  pinions  there  flie  amply  fpread. 
And  hufh'd  th'  affrighted  family  to  reft  ; 

But  ftill  the  late  alarm  fuggefted  dread. 

And  clofer  to  their  feath'ry  friend  they  prefs'd. 

She,  wretched  parent  \  doom'd  to  various  woe. 
Felt  all  a  mother's  hope,  a  mother's  care ; 

With  grief  foreiew  the  dawn's  impending  blow. 
And,  to  avert  it,  thus  prefcrr'd  her  |h-ay'r. 

*  O  Thou  !  who  e'en  the  fparrow  doft  befriend  ; 
'  Whofe  providence  protefts  the  harmlefs  wren  ; 

*  Thou,  God  of  birds  1  thefe  innocents  defend, 
*  From  the  vile  fport  of  unrelenting  men. 


^Fof 
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'  For  fbon  as' dawn  (hall  dapple  yonder  fkies, 

•  The  flaught'ring  gunner,  with  the  tube  of  fate, 
'  While  the  dire  dog  the  faithlefs  ftubble  tries, 

•  Shall  perfecute  our  tribe  with  annual  hate. 

*  O  may  the  fun,  unfann'd  by  cooling  gale, 

'  Parch  with  unufual  heat  th'  undewy  ground  ; 

*  So  fhall  the  pointer's  wonted  cunning  fail, 

'  So  fliall  the  fportfman  leave  my  babes  unfipund. 

«  Then  fhall  I  fearlefs  guide  them  to  the  m?ad ; 

•  Then  fhall  I  fee  with  joy  their  plumage  grow  ; 

*  Then  fhall  I  fee  (fond  thought !)  their  future  breeds 

•  And  cvtry  tranfport  of  a  parent  know! 

*  Bat  if  fome  vidlim  mufl  endure  the  dart, 

•  And  fate  marks  out  that  viftim  from  my  race, 

^  Strike^  firike  the  leaden  vengeanite  thro'  thb  heart, 
'  Spare,  fpare  my  babes ;  andlLthe  death  embrace  !' 


THE  SQUIRE  AND  THE  PARSON. 

AK     ECLO  G  UE. 
BY    SOAME   JENYNS,    ES<^ 

BY  his  hall  chimney,  where  in  rufly  grate 
Green  faggots  wept  their  own  untimely  fate. 
In  elbow-chair  the  penfive  fquire  reclin'd. 
Revolving  debts  and  taxes  in  his  mind : 
A  pipe  jufl  iill'd,  upon  a  table  near 
Lay  by  the  London  Evening  flain'd  with  beer. 
With  half  a  bible,  on  whofe  remnants  torn 
Each  parifh  round  was  annu^ly  forfwom. 
The  gate  now  claps,  as  evening  juft  grew  dark. 
Tray  ftarts,  and  with  a  growl  prepares  to  bark  ; 

But 
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But  foon  difcerning,  with  fegaciousnofe,  < 

The  well-known  ikvour  of  the  parfon's  toes,  L 

Lays  down  his  head,  and  finks  in  foft  repofe.  J  . 

The  doctor  entering,  to  the  tankard  ran. 
Takes  a  good  hearty  poll,  and  thus  began : 

PARSON. 

Why  fit'ft  thou,  thus  forlorn  and  dull,  my  friend. 
Now  war's  rapacious  reign  is  at  an  end  ? 
Hark,  how  the  difbuit  bells  infpire  delight ! 
See,  bonfires  fpangle  o'er  the  veil  of  night ! 

8QJJIR.E. 

What's  peace,  alas  I  in  foreign  parts,  to  me  ? 
At  home*  nor  peace  nor  plenty  can  I  fee ; 
Joylefs,  I  hear  drums,  bells,  and  fiddles  found, 
'Tis  all  the  fame — four  ihillings  in  the  pound. 
My  wheels,  tho*  old,  are  clogg'd  with  a  new  tax  ; 
My  oaks,  tho'  young,  muft  groan  beneath  the  axe : 
My  bams  are  half  unthatckM,  untiled  my  houfe. 
Loft  by  this  fatal  fickneiL  a3Lmy  cows  : 
See,  there's  the  bill  my  late  damn'd  law-fuit  coft  ! 
Long  as  the  land  contended  for— and  loft :    • 
E'en  Ormond's  Head  I  atn  frequent  no  more. 
So  fhort  my  pocket  is,  fo  long  the  fcore ; 
At  ftiops  all  round  I  owe  for  fifty  things—- 
This  comes  of  fetching  Hanoverian  kings. 

PARSON. 

I  muft  confefs  the  times  are  bad,  indeed  ! 
No  wonder— when  we  fcarce  believe  our  creed  ; 
When  purblind  Reafon's  dcem'd  the  fureft  guide. 
And  heaven-bom  Faith  at  her  tribunal  try'd : 
When  all  church-power  is  thought  to  make  men  flavcs. 
Saints,  martyrs,  fathers,  all  call'd  fools  and  knaves% 

SQJ17IRE. 

Come,  preach  no  more,  but  drink  and  hold  your  tongue* 
Vm  for  the  church :  but  think  tlie  parfbns  wrong. 

PAR- 
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PARSOir. 

$€t  there !  Fretk-Uikkng  now  fi>  rank  is  grown. 
It  ipitids  mfeftion  thro'  ^ch  country  town  ; 
Deiftick  feoffs  fly  round  at  rural  boards. 
Squires^  and  their  tenants  too,  prophane  as  lords. 
Vent  impious  j(^C8  on  every  iacred  things 

Come,  drink  !— 

FARSON. 

Here's  to  you,  then ;  to  church  and  king. 

S<^UIR2. 

Here's  church  and  king  ;  I  hate  the  g^fs  fiiould  fiand  ; 
Tho'  one  takes  tithes,  'and  t'other  taxes  land. 

.         '  PARSON. 

Heaven  with,  new  plagues  will  fcourge  this  iinful  nation, 
Unlefs  we  fi)on  repeal  the  toleration. 
And  to  the  church' reftore  the  convocation. 

8  QJJ  I  R  E. 

Plagnei.,we  ftould  feel  fuiRdent,  on  my  word, 
Starv'd  hy  two  houfes,  prieft-rid  by  a  third. 
For  better  days  we  lately  had  a  chance,  . 
Had  not  the  honeil  Plaids  been  trick'd  by  France.  • 

Is  nqtiBioft  gradotts  Geor^  our  faith's  defei]lderi 
You  love  the  church,  yet  wifh  fot  the  Pretender ! 

8<^UIRE. 

Preferment,  I  fuppofe,  is  what  you  mean; 
Turn  Whig,  and  yon,  perhaps,  may  be  a  dean : 
But  you  muft  firft  learti  how  to  treat  your  betters. 
What's  here.^  fnre  feme  fintnge  news;  a  boy  with  letters  1 
O  ho ! -here V^,  I  fee,  ftdiil  PWbn  Sly : 

*  My  reverend  neighbour  Squab  beiilg  like  to  4ie, 

'  I  hope,  if  Heaven  Ihonld  pleafeto  take  him  hence, 

*  To  afk  the  living  would  be  no  offence.'         i 

PARSON. 

Have  you  not  (wotq,  that  I  fhould  Squab  fttcceed  ? 
Think  how  for  this  (  taught  your  fims  to  read  t 

How 
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How  oft  difcover'd  pufs  on  new-ploagh'd  land ;  ^ 

How  oft  fapported  you  with  friendly  hand,  f 

When  I  could  fcarcely  go^  nor  could  your  wdrihip  ftand.  V 

S  QJJ  IRE. 

*T%f3Ls  yours,  had  you  been  honed,  wife,  ot  dvil ;  * 
.   Now  e'en  go  court  ^he  bi(hops*— wthc  devil.        •  _ 

LARSON.  J 

If  I  meant  any  thing,  now  let  me  die  ; 
Fm  blunt,  and  cannot  fawn  and  cant,  not  I, 
Like  that  old  prefbyterian  rafcal  Sly. 
I  am,  you  know,  a  right  true-hea)ted  Tory, 
Love  a  good  glafs,  a  merry  fouff,  or  ftory; 

SQJj't  RE.  It 

Thou  art  an  honeft  dog,  that's  truth,  indeed  ; 
Talk  no  more  nonfenfe,  then,  about  the  ^reedw      .    . . 
'   I  can't,  I  think,  deny  thy  firft  rcqueft.:      . 
.   'Tis  thine  ;  but  firft,  a  bumper  to  the  jbeft. 

P  ARSO  N. 

Moft  nobje  fquire,  more  generous  thah-  yom'winc^ 
How  pleafing's  the  condition  you  aflign  ! 
Give  me  the  fparkling  glafs,  ahd  here,  d'ye  &€, 
With  joy  Ldtink  it  on  my  bended  knee. 
Great  Queen  f  i  who  govemeftjthis  earthly  ball. 
And  mak^flrboth  kings,  and  kingdoms,  rife  apd  iidL; 
Whofe  wonderous  power  in  fecret  all  things  rules,  - . 
Makes  fools  of  mighty  peers,  and  peers  of  fools  ; 
Difpenies  mitres,  coronets,  and  (lars  ; 
Involves  far  diftant  realms  in  bloody  wars. 
Then  bids  the  fnaky  trefles  ceafe  to  Uifs, 
And  g^ves  them -peace  ag^in-rwy,  giv'ft  us  this  5.-. 
Whofe  health  does  health  to  all  inaxikinid  impatt  :«^-  ' 
Mere's  to  Ay  much-lov'4:  health  ! 

.z '.  sqytKB;  mbhing  bis. hands*   ;.  , 

—With  all  my  heart.  J 
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'fHE    POOR    MAN'S    PRAYER. 

WRITTXN    IN    M  tCC  LZVI. 
ADDRBtStD    to   THE    BA&L    Ot    CHATHAM* 

BY   DR.   ROBERTS*. 

AMIDST  die  more  important  toils  of  fiate^ 
The  teunfels  labouring  in  thy  patriot  foal» 
Tho'  Europe  horn  thy  voice  exped  her  hit. 
And  thy  keen  glance  Extend  from  pole  to  pole : 

0  Chadiam  1  nttf sM  in  andcnt  Virtue's  lof«i 
To  thefe  fad  ftrains  incline  a  favouring  ear ; 

Think  on  the  Cod,  whom  thou  and  I  adorev 
Nor  turn  uapitying  fiom  the  poor  man's  prayor  1 

Ah^me!  how  bkfsM  was  once  a  peafimt's  life ! 

No  lawlefi  paffibn  iWeO'd  my  even  bftaft : 
Far  from  the  flormy  waves  of  d?ii  fbife, 

Sound  w«w  my  flmmbers,  and  my  heart^at  re& 

1  ne'er  for  guilty^  painful  pleafuies  rov'dj 

But  taught  by  Nature,  and  l^y  choice>  to  wed> 
From  all  the  hamlet  cnlPd  whoa  beft  I  lor'd^ 
With  her  I  fiaid  my  lieart>  vdtk  her  my  bed. 

^  To  ^d  hef  wdnhj  1  aflc'd  no  wealthy  power. 
My  toil  eonM  feed  her,  aAd  my  arm  defend  t 
In  youth,  or  age»  in  pain,  or  pl^ure's  honr> 
The  fame  ibnd  hufliand^  ftdier,  brother,  friends 

X  And 
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And  (he,  the  faithful  partner  of  my  care. 

When  ruddy  evening  ftreak'd  the  weftern  fky, 

Look'd  tow'rds  the  uplands^if  her  mate  was  there^ 
Or  thro*  the  beech-wood  cslA  an  anxioHs  6yt : 

Then,  careful  matron,  heap'd  the  maple  board 
With  favoury  herbs,  and  pick'd  the  nicer  part 

From  fuch  plain  food  as  Nature  could  afford. 
Ere  fmiple  Nature  was  debauched  by  Art^ 

While  I,  contented  with  my  liomely  chear. 
Saw  roun^  my  knees  my  prattling  diildren  play  i 

And  oft,  with  pleas'd  attention,  &t  to  hear . 
The  little  hiftory  of  tbcif  idle  day^  . 

But  ah!  how  chang'd  the icene I  Qn  the  cold  &)ne<- 
Where  wont  at  night  to  blsu&e  the  chearfal  fire» 

Pale  Famine  fits,  ^d  counts  her  naked  bond,  :   ^ 
Still  iighs  for  food^  fUll  pines  witb  vain  defirt* 

My  faithful  wife,  with  ever-ftreaming  eyes;  " 
Hangs  on  my  bofom  her  dejeded  head  ; 

My  helplefs  infants  raife  their  feeble  cries. 
And  from  their  father  claim  th^  daily  b^ad« 

Dear  tender  pledges  of  my  honeft  love. 
On  that  bare  bed  behold  ]Nmr  brother  lie  : 

Three  tedious  days  with  pi&ching  Wknt  he  ftrdv^ 
The  fourth,  I  faw  the lielpleft  cliferub  die*. 

Nor  long  fliall  ye  remain*     With  Vifag«  folur       -  '  ' ' 
Our  tyrant  lord  commands  12s  from  our  home  | 

And  arm'd  with  cruel  Law's  eoercive  poWer, 
Bids  me  zxiA  mine  o'er  barren  ;&ottatains  roiam*   "^^ 


Yet 
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Yet  never,  Chatham,  l|avQ  I  pafs'd  ^  da)r 

In  riot's  orgies,:  or  in  idle  eafe ; 
Ne'er  hav^  I  facri^e^d  to  fport  and  ]^ay. 

Or  wifh 'd  a  pamper'd  app^Ute  to  pleafe. 

Hard  was  my  fate,  and  cohftint  waa  my  toil; 

Still  ^th  i^  fgMNr^ing's  orient  light  I  rofe, 
Fell'd  the  ftqut  oak,  ^r  nds'd  the  lofty  pile, 

ParcA'd  in  the  fpn,  ia  dark  December  froze. 

|s  it  that  Nature  with  a  niggard  hand 

Witholds  her  gifts  from  thefe  once-favourM  plajn»f 

Has  God,  in  vengeance  to  a  guilty  land* 
Sent  deaj:th  and  famine  to  her  labouring  fwains  i 

Ah,  no !  yon  hill,  ^he;:e  daily  fyf^ats  n^y  broy^i 

A  thovifand  flo^9|  a  thouiand  herds  adofn  | 
Yon  field,  where  late  1  drove  the  painful  plougl^. 

Feels  all  her  acres  crown'd  with  wavy  corn. 

But  what  avails  that  o'er  the  furrgw'd  foil    . 

In  autumn's  heat  the  yellow  harvefb  rtfe, 
Jf  artificial  want  elude  my  toil, 

Untafted  plenty  wound  my  q-aving  eyesi  f 

What  profits^  .that  at  diflptnce  I  behold 

My  wealthy  neighbour's  fragrant  fmok^  i^f^nd,  *    ' 

Jf  ftill  the  griping  cormorants  wijthold 
The  frqits  which  raii^  and  g^ni|I  f^afon?  Ke^d  i 

If  thofe  fell  vipers  of  the  publick  V(es^ 

Yet  unrelenting  on  our  bowels  prey  ; 
If  ft|ll  the  curfe  of  penury  v(e  fpel. 

And  in  ti^e  midfi;  of  plenty  pine  away  I 
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In  every  port  the  yeffcl  rides  fcctipe. 

That  wafts  our  harveft  to  a  foreign  fliore : 

While  we  the  pangs  of  prefling  want  endote,   '■ 
The  fons  of  ftrangers  riot  on  OQf  ftore. 

O  generous  Chathani !  ftop  thofe  fatal  iails» 
Once  more  with  out*f(retdliM  arm  thy  Bfitdns  fa?e| 

TJ(*  unheeding  crew  but  wait  fo^  favouring  galesji 
O  ftop  then\,  ere  they  ftem  Italians  wavt ! 

From  thee  alone  I  hope  for  iiifbtnt  aid, 
'Tis  thou  alone  cariR  fare  my  chfldren's  breath  ; 

P  deem  not  little  pf  our  cruel  iiAeed ! 
O  hafte  to  help  us !  for  delay  is  death. 

So  may  nor  fpleetf  nor  envy  Maft  thy  name. 
Nor  voice  prophane  thy  patriot  afts  deride  ; 

Still  may*fl  thou  fend  the  firft  in  honeA  fame, 
Unftung  by  felly,  vanity,  or  pride ! 

So  may  thy  languid  limbs  with  ftre^gth  be  brac*d,  ' 
And  glowing  health  fupport  thy  active  foul ; 

With  fair  renown  thy  publick  ^iftue  grac*d. 
Far  as  thou  bad'ft  Britannia^s  thunder  roU« 

Then  *  Joy  to  thee,  and  to  thy  children  peace,* 
The  grateful  hind  fliall  drink  from  Plenty's  horn  : 

And  while  tl^ey  fhare  tlie  cultured  land's  increafe. 
The  poor  ihall  blef^  th^  day  when  Pitt  was  bom  ! 
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Ij09^1»    WIIfLIAM    KPSSEL,  TO    lOl^D    WILLIAM    CAYENOtSaT*. 

By   OEOROE    CANNING,   rSQ;^ 

LQ ST' to  the  worldi  to-morrow  doomM  to  die. 
Still  fc^  iny  country's  weal  my  heart  beats  high. 
T^o*  rattling  chains  ring  peals  of  horror  round^ 
While  night's  black  fhades  augment  die  favage  found^ 
'MidA  bolts  and  bats  the  zBivk  foul  is  froif. 
And  flies,  unfetter'd>  Caveudiih,  to  thee! 
Thou  dear  colnpabion  of  my  better  days, 
'When  hand  in  hand  we  trod  the  paths  of  praiie ; 
When,  leagu'd  with  patriots^  we  maintained  die  csnfe 
Of  true  religion,  liberty,  arid  laws  ; 
Difdaiiung  down  the  golden  ftream  to  glide. 
But  bravely  ftcmm'd  Corruption's  rapid  tidt ; 
Think  not  I  come  to  bid  diy  tears  to  flow, 
Pr  melt  thy  generous  (oxA  with  tales  of  woe  ! 
No !  view  nle  fimi,  unlhakeQ,  undifmay'd. 
As  when  the  wdcome  mandate  I  ebey'd. 
Heavens!  with  what  pride  that  moment  I  recal ! 
Who  wquld  not  wifli,  fo  honour'd,  thus  to  fall ! 
When  England's  Genius,  hovcfring  o'er,  infpir'd 
Her  chofen  fons,  with  love  of  Freedom  fir'd. 
Spite  of  ai|  abjed,  fervile,  penfion'd  train. 
Minions  of  power,  and  worfhippers  of  gain, 

f  This.  Epiftle  is  fuppofed  to  have  been  written  by  Lord  RiifTe],  on  Friday 
flight,  July  20,  1683,  "^  Newgate  ;  that  prifon  having  been  the  place  c(  his 
i^onfinement  for  Come  dzys  Immediately  preceding  his  execution*  .  4  '• 

',  ■  ■ ;        ■■  To 
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To  fave  from  bigotry  it's  deftin'd  prey,  .  > 

And  fhield  three  nations  from  tyrannick  (way. 

'TwAs  then  piy  Qavendiih  caught  (he  gIpriomL  flaSne^    , 
The  happy  omen  of  his  future  fame  ; 
Adom'd  by  Nature,  perfected  by  Art, 
The  cleareft  head,  and  warmcft,  nobleft  heart«  i 

Hif  words,  dee|)  finking  in  each  captiv'd  ear^ 
H:|d  power  to  make  e'en  Liberty  more  dear* 

While  I,  unflciird  in  oratory's  lore, 
Whofe  tongue  ne'er  fpeaks  but  when  the  Jieart  runs  o'cfj 
In  plain  blunt  phrafe  my  honeft  tl^oughts  exprefs'^,  .t 

Warm  from  the  heart,  and  to  ii^fi  l^eart  ^ddrcfs'd.  ^    v 

Juftice  prevail'd  ;  yes^  J"!^cft,  let  me  fay. 
Well  pois'4  her  fcales  on  that  auipicious  day. 
The  watchful  (hepherd  fpies  the  wolf  afar* 
Nor  trufts  his  flock  to  try  th'  unequal  war :         , 
What  t^lo'  the  favage  crppch  in  l^umble  guiie. 
And  check  the  fire  that  flafhes  from  his  eyesj^ 
Should  mice  his  barbarous  fangs  the  fold  invade. 
Vain  were  their  cries,  too  late  the  ihepherd's  aid  ; 
Thirfting  for  blood,  he  knows  not  how  to  fpare. 
His  jaws  diftend,  hU  fiery  eye-balls  glare. 
While  ghaftly  Defolation^  ftaUdng  round,  ^ . 

With  mangled  limbs  beihrews  the  purple  ground. 

Now,  memory,  fail !  nor  let  my  mind  r^olvc^ 
How  England's  peers  annuU'd  the  juft  rcfolYC, 
Againfl  her  boibm  aim'd  a  deadly  blow. 
And  laid  at  once  her  great  Palladium  low  ! 

Degenerate  nobles !  Yes  ;  by  Heaven  I  fwear. 
Had  Bedford's  felf  appear'd  delinquent  there. 
And  join'd,  forgetful  of  his  country's  claims. 
To  thwart  th'  exclufion  of  apoilate  James, 
All  filial  ties  had  then  been  left  at  large. 
And  I  myfelf  the  firft  to  uj^ge  the  charge! 
>    Such  the  fix'd  fentiments  that  rule,  my  foul. 
Time  cannot  change,  nor  tyranny  contriaul  ( 

While 
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While  free,  they  hung  upon  my  penfiye  biW* 
Thert  my  chief  dttt,  my  pride  and  glory  now  ; 
Foil'd»  I  fttbmit,  nor  think  the  meafure  hard. 
For  confcious  virtue  is  it's  own  reward. 

Vain  then  is  force,  and  vain  each  fubtle  tut. 
To  wring  xetradion  from  my  tortured  heart ; 
There  lie,  in  marks  indelible  eilgrav'd. 
The  means  whereby  my  country  mull  be  fav*d : 
Are  to  thine  eyes  ,thofe  charaders  unknown  ? 
To  read  my  inmoft  heart,  cohfult  thine  own ; 
There  wilt  thoU  £nd  this  facred  truth  reveal*dy 
Which  ihall  to-morrow  with  my  blood  be  feal^d^ 
*  Seek  not  infirm  expe£^ents  to  explore, 
<  But  bamfli  James,  or  England  is  no  more/ 

Friendfhip  her  tender  offices  may  fparcf. 
Nor  Ibive  to  tnovc  the*  unforgiving  pair, 
Hopelefs  the  tyrant's  mercy-feat  to  climb-** 
Zeal  for  my  country's  freedom,  is  my  crime ! 
Ere  that  meets  pardon,  lambs  with  wolvesr  ihall  range ^ 
Charles  be  a  faint,  and  James  his  naturfc  change. 

Prefs'd  by  my  friends,  and  RachaePs  fond  deiires  *, 
(Who  can  deny  what  weeping  lovie  requires !) 
Frailty  prevailed,  and  for  a  moment  quelt'd 
Th'  indignant  pt-id^  that  in  my  bofom  fwell'd  \ 
I  fu*d — the  weak  attempt  I  blufh  to  own— 
1  fu*d  for  mercy,  prollrate  at  the  throne. 
O !  blot  the  foible  out,  my  noble  fiiend ! 
With  human  firmnefs,  human  feelings  blehd ! 
Wben  love'^  endearments  fofeft  moments  feize^ 
And  love's  dear  pledges  hang  upon  the  knees. 
When  Natnie't  ftiongeft  ties  the  foul  entral, 
(Thou  canft  conceive,  for  thou  haft  felt  them  all  \)  . 

Let  him  refift  their  prevalence  who  can ; 
He  muil,  indeed,  be  more  or  lefs  than  man ! 


*  Lady  Rachacf  Rttlftl,  his  vife.    See  her  Letters. 


Yet 
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Yet  let  me  yield  my  Rachael  honour  due> 
The  tendered  wife,  the  noblefi  heroine  too  I 
AnxioQs  to  fave  her  huiband^s  honeft  name« 
Dear  was  his  life,  but  dearer  ftiU  his  £une !  . 

When  fuppliant  prayers  no  pardon  could  obtaiii^ 
Andy  wond'roqs  fbrange  I  e'en  Bedford's  gold  prov^  vaii^' 
The  informer's  part  her  generous  foul  abhorr'd^ 
Tho*  life  preferv'd  had  been  the  furc  inward  ; 
Let  impious  Eferick  aSL  fnch  treacherous  fcentt^ 
And  fhrink  from  death  by  fuch  opprobrioiis  means*  . 

O  my  lov'd  Raehael !  all-accomplifliM  lair  t 
Source  of  my  joy,  and  foother  of  my  care  I 
Whofe  heavenly  virtues,  and  unfadiag  charms^ 
Have  blefs'd  thro*  happy  years  my  peaceful  arms  I 
Farting  with  thee  Jbto  my  cup  was  thrown  ^ 
Jt's  harfheft  dregs  elfe  had  not  forc'd  a  git)ft»  t 
But  all  is  o'er-«^ofe  eyes  have  gaz'd  their  laflNM 
And  now  the  bittemefs  of  death  is  paft»  .  . 

Burnet  and  TiUotfon,  with  pious  care. 
My  fleeting  foul  for  heavenly  blifs  prepare  4 
Wide  to  my^  view  the  glorious  jrealms  difplay. 
Pregnant  witl^  joy,  and  bright  withendleis  day,*  .    . 
Charm'd>  as  of  old  when  Ifra^l's  prophet  fung«. 
Whofe  word^  dilUll'd  like  j^a^m^f^Qm  his  u>ngH9f 
While  the  great  bard. fublimeil  ^i^th^etxplpr'dy 
Each  ravifh'd  hearer  wonder 'd  a^d  ador'd  i 
So  rapt,  fo  charm'd>  say  foul  begins  ^  rife,  .  i  .  v 

Spurns  the  bafe  earth,  and  fc&ms  tpreacht^  ftj^J  ; 

But  whcn^  d^fcendiug.from  the  f«cred  thcme» 
Of  boundlefs  power,  and  excellence  fupreme. 
They  would,  four  tsan»  and  his  precarious,  throne;^  .  J  . 
£xa^  obedience,  :due  tD.Uearea  akme>  :.:,'■ 

Forbid  reiilknce  ta  his '\ffMrft  command^^ 
And  place  God's  thunderbolts  .inLmortaLhaBdi4    . 
The  vifion  finks  to  life's  con  trailed  fpan. 
And  HfAif  paffioft  fpealU  AelUlta  man. 

Whati 
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What !  fhall  a  tyrant  trample  on  the  laws. 
And  flop  the  fource  whence  all  his  ppwer  he  draws  I 
His  country's  rights  to  foreign  foes  betray, 
Lavifh  her  wealth,  yet  iUpulate  for  pay  I 
To  fhameful  falfhoods  venal  fUves  fiiborn, 
Atid  dare  to  laiigh  the  virtuous  man  to  fcorn  ! 
Deride  religion,  juftice,  honour,  fame. 
And  hardly  know  of  honefty  the  9ame  ! 
In  luxury's  lap  Ue  fcreen'd  from  cares  and  pains. 
And  only  toil  to  forge  his  fubje^s  chains  ! 
And  fhall  he  hope  the  puWick  voice  to  drown. 
The  voice  which  ;gai'^,  and  can  refume  his  crown  ! 

When  Cosiieience  bares  her  koirrorsj  iMEid  the  dread 
Of  fudden  veagsaxicc,  burlling  p'fx  his  head. 
Wrings  his  black  foul ;  when  injor'd  nations  groan,  ' 
And  cries  of  millions  fhake  his  tottering  duroinei 
Shall  flattering  churchmen  foothe  his  guilty  ^ars. 
With  tortur'd  texts,  to  calm  his  growihg  fears  > 
Exalt  his  power  above  th'  etherial  climes. 
And  call  down  Heaven  to  fan£tify  his  criimes ! 

O  impious  doftrine^! — Servile -priefb , away  ! 
Your  j^tfiqfcf  iyidu  poifon,  mi  your  God  betray. 

Hapleft  ;|he  jnoWrch,  who,  in  eyil  Jiow, 
Drinks  from  ^our  cup  the  drax^ht  of  jawjefi  pojvyer ! 
The  magick  potiati  boils  within  his  veins^ 
And  locks  each  fenfe  in  adamantine  chains  ; 
Reafon  revolts,  infatiate  third  enfuesj 
The  wild  delirium  each  frefh  dr^^ght  renews  s 
In  vain  his  people  urge  him  to  refrain. 
His  faithful  (ervants  fupplicate'ia  vain  ; 
He  quaffs  at  length,  imj>^ti^nt;Qf  cpntfo^il^ 
The  bitter  dregs  that  lark  within  .the  bowl. 

Zeal  your  pretence,  but  wealth  jand  power  yoiir  aisu. 
You  e'en  could  make  a  Solomom  of  James. 
Behold  thejpedant,  thrpn'd  in  aakward  fta^^ 
AbforbM  in  pride,  ii4i<{ulgf|flf  :gre|A  1  . 

■    :  Y  His 
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His  courtiers  feem  to  tremble  at  his  nod. 
His  prelates  call  his  voice,  the  voice  of  God ; 
Weaknefs  and  vanity  with  them  combine. 
And  James  believes  his  majefty  divine. 
Prefumptuous  wretch  !  Almighty  Power  to  fcan. 
While  every  aftion  proves  him  lefs  than  man  ! 

By  your  delufions  to  the  fcaffbld  led, 
Martyr*d  by  you,  a  royal  Charles  has  bled. 
Teach,  then,  ye  fycophants  !  O  teach  hb  fon. 
The  gloomy  paths  of  tyranny  to  (hun ! 
Teach  him  to  prize  religion's  facred  claim. 
Teach  him  how  virtue  leads  to  honeft  fame ; 
How  freedom's  wreathe  a  monarch's  brows  admns. 
Nor,  bafely  fawning,  plant  his  couch  with  thorns. 
Point  to  his  view  his^  people's  love  alone. 
The  folid  bafis  of  his  iledfaft  throne  ; 
Chofen  by  them  their  deareft  rights  to  guard. 
The  bad  to  punifli,  and  the  good  reward, 
Clement  and  juft  let  him  the  fceptre  fway. 
And  willing  fubje^  ihall  with  pride  obey. 
Shall  vie  to  execute  his  high  commands. 
His  throne  their  hearts,  his  fword  and  fhield  their  hands. 

Happy  the  prince!  thrice  firmly  fix'd  his  crown  ! 
Who  build»  on  publick  good  his  chaile  renown  ; 
Studious  to  bleii,  who  knows  no  fecond  aim. 
His  people's  intUefk^  and  his  own,  the  fame  ; 
The  eafe  of  millions  refts  upon  his  cares; 
And  thus  Heav'n's  liigh  prerogative  he  fhares. 
Wide  from  the  throne  the  blefs'd  contagion  fpreads. 
O'er  all  the  land  it's  gladdening  influence  fheds  ; 
Faftion's  difcordant  founds  are  heard  no  more. 
And  foul  Corruption  flies  th'  indignant  ihore. 

His  minifters  with  joy  their  courfes  run. 
And  borrow  luitre  from  the  royal  fun. 

Bat  Ihould  fame  upftart,  train'd  in  Slavery's  ichool, 
Lear^'d  in  the  maxims  of  dcfpottck  rolet 

FuU 
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Fall  fraught  with  forms,  and  grave  pedantick  pride, 
(Myfterious  cloak,  the  minds  defedls  to  hide  !) 
Sordid  in  fmall  things,  prodigal  in  great. 
Saving  for  minions,  fquandering  for  the  fbite~> 
Should  fuch  a  mifcreant,  bom  for  England's  bane, 
Obfcure  the  glpries  of  a  proiperous  reign  ; 
Gain,  by  the  femblance  of  each  praifefal  art, 
A  pious,  prince's  unfufpedling  heart ; 
Envious  of  worth,  and  talents  not  hit  own. 
Chafe  all  experienced  merit  from  the  throne  ; 
To  guide  the  helm  a  motley  crew  compofe. 
Servile  to  him,  the  king's  and  country's  foes  ; 
Meanly  defcend  each  paultry  place  to  fill. 
With  tools  of  power,  and  panders  to  his  will ; 
Brandiihiug  high  the  fcorpion  fcourge  o'er  all. 
Except  fuch  flaves  as  bow  the  knee  to  Baal- 
Should  Albion's  fate  decree  the  baneful  hour. 
Short  be  the  date  of  his  detefted  power  ! 
Soon  may  his  fovereign  break  his  iron  rods. 
And  hear  his  people — for  their  voice  is  God's ! 

Ceafe  then  your  wiles,  ye  fawning  courtiers,  ceafe  ! 
Suffer  your  rulers  to  repofe  in  peace  : 
By  reafon  led,  give  proper  names  to  things, 
God  made  them  men,  the  people  made  them  kings  ; 
To  all  their  a£is  but  legal  powers  belong. 
Thus  England's  monarch  never  can  do  wrong ; 
Of  right  divine  let  foolifli  Filmer  dream. 
The  publick  welfare  is  the  law  fupreme. 

Lives  there  a  wretch,  whoie  bafe  degenerate  foul 
Can  crouch  beneath  a  tyrant's  item  controul  ? 
Cringe  to  his  nod,  ignobly  kifs  the  hand 
In  galling  chains  that  binds  his  native  land  ? 
Purchas'd  by  gold,  or  aw'd  by  flaviih  fear. 
Abandon  all  hit  anceftors  held  dear  ? 
Tamely  behold  that  fruit  of  glorious  toil, 
England's  Great  Charter,  made  a  ruffian's  fpoil  ; 

y  2  Hear, 
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Hear,  unconcern'd,  his  injarM  country  groan. 
Nor  flretch  an  arm  to  hnrl  him  from  the  tlirone  ? 
Let  fuch  to  Freedom  foifeit  all  their  claims. 
And  Charles's  minions  be  the  ilaves  of  James ! 

But  foft  awhilc-^-Now,  Cavehdilh,  attend 
The  warm  effuiions  of  thy  dying  friend  ; 
Fearlefs  who  dares  his  inmoft  thoughts  reveal. 
When  thus  to  Heaven  he  makes  his  lafl  appeal. 

*  AU'gracious  God,  whole  goodnefs  knows  no  b€><iRds  t 

*  Whofe  power  the  ample  nnivepfe  fnrroundis  ! 

*  In  whofe  great  balance,  infinitely  juft, 

*  Kings  are  but  men,  and  men  are  only  duft  ; 

*  At  thy  tribunal,  low  thy  fuppliant  falls, 

*  And  here  condemin'd,  on  thee  for  mercy  calls ! 

'  Thou  hear^  not.  Lord,  an  hypocrite  complain  1 

*  And  fure  with'thcc  hy^jocrify  were  vain ; 

'  To  thy  all-pierdng  eye  the  heart  Ucs  bare, 

*  Thou  know'ft  my  fins,  and,  knowing,  ftil!  caiift  fpVfe  ! 

*  Though  partial  power  it*s  minifters  inay  awe, 

*  And  murder  here  by  fpecious  jfonns'of  law ; 
'  The  axe,  which  executes  the  karfli  d'edre, 

*  But  wounds  the  flelh,  to  fet  the  fpirit  free  1 

*  Well  may  the  man  a  tyrant*s  frown  dcfpife,    ■ 

*  Who,  fuming  eaith,  to  heaven  for  refiigc  flieis ; 

*  And  on  thy  mercy,  wheYl  Ins  foes  prevail, 

'  Builds  his  fiiin  truft — ^hat  rock  can  never  ^ai! ! 

•  Hear  then,  JcHovah  !  heat  thy  fervarit*s  prayer !' 

*  Be  England's  welfare  thy  peculiar  care  ! 

*  Defend  feY  Ia\frs,  htfr  worfhip,  chaftc  and  pure, 

*  And  guard  htfr  rights  Wliile  heaven  and  earth  endure- 1 
'  O  let  not  ever  fell  tyrahnick  (way 

*  His  blood-ftain'd  ftandard  on  -her  fliores  difplay  ! 

*  Nor  fiery  zeal  uftirp*thy  holy  name, 

*  Blinded  with  blood,  atfd  wrapt  in  rolls  of  flame  ! 

*  In  vain  let  Slavery  Ihs&e  her  threat'hing  chftki> 

*  And  Perfecutioh"w»rt1tcrtorchm'vafai"l 


Arife, 
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<  Arife,  O  Lord  !  and  hiv  thy  people's  call! 
«  Nor  for  one  man  let  three  great  kingdomi  fidl ! 

*  O  that  my.Uood  may  glut  tht  barbarous  rage 

'  Of  Freedom's  foei^  and  England's  ills  aiToage  I 
'  Grant  but  that  prayer,  I  aik  for  no  repeal, 
^  A  wilCfig  vLftim  for  my  eountry^s  weal! 
«  With  rapt'Tons  joy  the  crimfon  ftrcam  Ihall  fipw,: 
'  And  my  heart  leap  to  meet  the  friendly  blow ! 

*  Bat  fhottld  the  iiend,  tho*  drench'd  ivith  human  gqpv, 
'  Dire  Bigotry,  iafatiate,  thiril  for  more  ; 

*  And,  arm'd  from  Rome,  feek  this  devoted  land  ; 

*  Death  in  her  eye,  and  botldage  in  her  hand  : 
«  Blaft  her  fell  purpofe  !  blaft  her  foul  de&-es ! 

*  Break  ihort  her  fword,  and  quench  her  horrid  £res!. 
'  Raife  up  Ibme  champion,  Kealous  to  maii^a 

''  The  facred  oompad  by  ^which  monarchs  rei^ ! 

'  Wife  to  forefee  jaU  danger  from  afar, 

'  And  brave  to  meet  ^e  thunders  of  thie  war ! 

*  Let  pure  religion^  not  to  ^rms  confin'd, 

^  And  love  of  freedom,  fill  his  generous  mind  1 

*  Warm  let  his  bresft  with  fparks  celeftial  glow« 

*  Benign  to  man,  the  tyrant's  deadly  foe ! 

*  While  finking  nations  reft  npon  his  arm, 

*  Do  thou  the  great  Deliverer  ihield  from  harm  1 

*  Infpire  his  counoilsj  aid  his  righteous  fword  ! 
'  Till  Albion  rings  with  X/iberty  reftor*d  I 

'  Thence  let  her  yean  in  bright  fncceffion  run! 

*  And  Freedom  reign  coeval  with  the  fun  !* 

'Tis  done,  my  Cevendiih ;  Heav'n  has  heaxd  s^  piay'r : 
So  fpeaks  my  heart,  for  all  is  rapture  there. 

To  Belgians  coaft  advert  thy  ravifh-d  eyes. 
That  happy  coaft  whence  all  our  hopes  arife ! 
Behold  the  Prince,  perhaps  thy  future  kmg ! 
From  whofe  green  years  matured  bleffings  fprii^; 
Whofc  youthful  arm,  when  alUo'erwhehning  power 
Ruthlefs  march'd  f<wth-his-oountry  to  d^mir». 

With 
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With  firm-brac'd  nerve  rcpcird  the  brutal  force^ 

And  ftopp'd  th*  unweildy  giant  in  his  conrfe. 

Great  William,  hail !  who  fceptres  coald  defpi(b» 

And  fpurn  a  crown  with  iinretorted  eyes  I 

O  when  will  princes  learn  to  copj  thee. 

And  leave  mankind,  as  Heaven  ordain'd  them,  firee  ! 

Hade,  mighty  chief!  onr  injnr'd  rights  reftore  ! 
Quick  fpread  thy  fails  for  Albion's  longing  ihore  ! 
Haile»  mighty  chief  I  ere  millions  groan  euiUv'd  ; 
And  add  three  realms  to  one  already  (av'd  I 
While  Freedom  lives,  thy  memory  (hall  be  dear. 
And  reap  freih  honours  each  returning  year  ; 
Nations  preferv'd  ihall  yield  immortal  fame. 
And  endlefs  ages  blefs  thy  glorious  name  I 

Then  iliall  my  Cavendiih,  foremoft  in  the  field. 
By  juilicc  arm'd,  Us  fword  c(nifpiciious  wield ; 
While  willing  legions  crond  around  his  car. 
And  ruHi  impetuous  to  the  righteous  war. 
On  that  great  day  be  every  chance  dcfy'd. 
And  think  thy  Rufiel  combats  by  thy  iide ; 
Nor,  crown'd  with  viftory,  ceafe  thy  generous  toil. 
Till  finneft  peace  fecure  this  happy  ifle. 

Ne*er  let  thine  honeft,  open  heart,  believe 
Profeflions  fpedous,  forg*d  but  to  deceive  ; 
Fear  may  extort  them,  when  refources  fail. 
But  O  !  rejeft  the  bafelefs,  flattering  tale. 
Think  not  that  promifes  or  oaths  can  bind. 
With  folemn  ties,  a  Rome-devoted  mind  ;  ^ 

Which  yields  to  all  the  holy  juggler  faith. 
And  deep  imbibes  the  bloody,  damning  faith. 
What  tho'  the  bigot  raifc  to  heaven  his  e^'cs. 
And  call  th'  Almighty  witncis  from  the  Ikies  I 
5oon  as  the  wifh'd  occasion  he  explores. 
To  plscnt  the  Roman  crofs  on  England's  fiiores. 
All,  all  will  vaniih,  while  his  priefls  applaud. 
And  faint  the  perjurer  for  tlie  pious  fraud  ! 

Far 
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Far  let  him  fly  thefe  freedom-breathing  climes. 
And  feek  prottd  Rome,  the  foflerer  of  his  crimes ; 
There  let  him  ftrire  to  mount  the  Papal  chair. 
And  fcatter  empty  thunders  in  the  air. 
Grimly  preiide  in  fuperlHtion's  fchool. 
And  curfe  thofe  kingdoms  he  conld  never  rale. 

Here  let  me  paufe,  and  bid  the  world  adieu. 
While  heaven's  bright  manHons  open  to  my  view  I 

Yet  (Bll  one  care,  one  tender  care  remains  ; 
My  bounteous  friend,  relieve  a  father's  pains  ! 
Watch  o'er  my  fon,  inform  his  waxen  youth. 
And  mould  his  mind  to  virtue  and  to  truth  ; 
Soon  let  him  learn  £ur  liberty  to  prize. 
And  envy  him  who  for  his  country  dies  ; 
In  one  (hort  fentepoe  to  comprize  the  whole, 
Transfufe  to  his  the  virtues  of  thy  foul. 

Preferve  thy  life,  my  too,  too  generous  friend. 
Nor  feek  with  mine  thy  happier  fate  to  blend ! 
Live  for  thy  country,  live  to  guard  her  laws  ;  . 
Proceed,  and  profper,  in  the  glorious  caufe  ; 
While  I,  tho'  vanquifh'd, .  fcom  the  field  to  fly. 
But  boldly  face  my  foes,  and  bravely  die ! 

Let  princely  Monmouth  courtly  wiles  beware. 
Nor  truft  too  far  to  fond  paternal  care ; 
Too  oft  dark  deeds  deform  the  midnight  cell. 
Heaven  only  knows  how  nobk  Eflrx  fell ! 
Sidney  yet  lives,  whofe  comprehenflve  mind 
Ranges  at  large  thro'  fyftems  unconfin'd  ; 
Wrapt  in  himfelf,  he  fcorns  the  tyrant's  power. 
And  hurls  defiance  even  from  the  Tower ; 
With  tranquil  brow  aw^ts  th'  unjuH  decree. 
And,  arm'd  with  virtue,  looks  to  follow  me. 

Cavendifh,  fanewel  1  May  Fame  our  names  entwine ! 
Thro'  life  I  lov'd  thee— dying,  I  am  thine  ; 
With  pious  rites  let  daft  to  duft  be  thrown. 
And  thus  infcribe  my  monumental  flone : 

•  Here 
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*  Here  Rvssel  lies,  cnfranchis'd  by  the  grave  ! 

*  He  priz'd  his  birthright,  nor  would  Iiv«  a  iLivr# 
'  Few  were  hb  words,^  but  hoaeH  and  fincere^ 

'  Dear  were  his  friend s«  his  country  ihdl  more  dear  ; 
'  In  parents,  children,  wife,  fapremely  blefs'dp 
^  But  that  one  paffion  fwallow'd  all  the  reH  ; 
«  To  guard  her  freedom  was  his  only  pride ; 

•  Such  wai  his  love,  and  for  that  love  he  dy'd, 

*  Yet  fear  not  thou,  when  Liberty  difplays 

'  Her  glorious  flag,  to  fteer  his  courfe  to  praiie; 

•  For  know,  (whoe'er  thou  art  that  read'ft  his  fats, 

'  And  think'il,  perhaps,  his  fofienngs  were  too  gieact  i) 
'  Blefs'd  as  he  was,  at  her  imperial  caO, 

*  Wife,  children,  parents,  he  reiign'd  them  ail  i 

*  Each  fond  afFedion  then  fbrfeok  his  fouly 
'  And  Amor  Patris  occupied  the  whole  ; 

'  In  that  great  caufe  he  joy'd  to^meet  his  doom^ 

•  Blefs'd  the  keen  axe,  a:nd  triumphed  o'er  the  tomb  !* 
The  hour  draws  near — But  what  are  itomis  to  tne  ? 

Hours,  days,  and  years  hence  undiftingoifli'd  fioe:! 

Time,  and  his  glafs,  unheeded  pa&  away, 

Abforb'd  and  lofl  in  one  vail  flood  of  day !  ... 

On  Freedom*s  wings  my  foul  is  borne  on  high» 

And  foars  exulting  to  it*s  native  fky'l 


THE    WINTER'S     WALK, 

3Y   DR.    JO-H-N^ON- 

BEHOLD,  my  fair,  whereVr  we  rov^. 
What  dreary  profpe6b  -roand  usiiief 
iThe  naked  hill,  the  leaflcfs  grove,  . . 
The  hoary  ground,  the  frowBUTig  4ues  \ 

lid 
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Nor  only  through  the  wafted  plain. 

Stem  winter,  is  thy  force  confcfsM; 
Still  wider  fpreads  thy  horrid  reign, 

I  feel  thy  power  ufurp  my  breafL 

Enlivening  hope,  and  fond  defire, 

Refign  the  heart  to  fpleen  and  care; 
Scarce  frighted  love  maintains  her  fire. 

And  rapture  faddens  to  defpair. 

* 
In  groundkfs  hope,  and  caufeleT^  fear. 

Unhappy  man  1  behold  thy  doom  ; 
Still  changing  with  the  changeful  year. 

The  flare  of  funflune  and  of  gloom. 

Tir'd  with  vain  joys,  and  fahe  alarms. 

With  mental  and  corporeal  ftrife. 
Snatch  me,  my  Stella,  to  thy  arms. 

And  fcreen  me  fh>m  the  ills  of  life  { 


THE    AUTHOR'S    ACCOUNT 

or     HZ8 

JOURNEY     TO     IRELAND. 

TO     MR.    JOHN    ELLIS. 
BY    MOSES    MENDEZ,   ESQ;^ 
DEAR   SIR,  DuUin,  Julys,  1744' 

BY  the  lyre  of  ApdUo,  the  locks  of  the  mufes. 
And  the  pure  lucid  ftream  Aganippe  produces. 
My  EUis^  I  love  thee,  then  pay  me  in  kind. 
Let  the  tbonght  of  a  tnismi  never  (lip  from  your  mind  i 

Z  So 
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So  may  fancy  and  judgment  together  combine. 
And  thy  borom  be  fiil'd  with  an  ardour  divine ; 
That  thy  brows  may  the  laurel  with  joilice  ftill  claim. 
And  the  temple  of  liberty  mount  thee  to  fiune. 

If  it  e'er  can  give  pleafurc  to  know  my  career. 
When  proud  London  I  left  with  intentions  fo  qveer. 
Accept  it  in  verfe. — On  the  very  £rft  day 
When  the  queen  of  warm  paflions  precedes  the  fair  May  } 
When,  fo  cuilom  prefcribes,  and>  to  follow  old  rules. 
One  half  of  mankind  makes  the  other  half  fools  ; 
From  the  town  I  firil  breath'd  in,  I  iaily'd  in  hafie. 
Thro*  Highgate,  and  Finchlcy,  and  Barnet,  I  pa&'dt 
At  St.  Alban's  I  diu'd  with  a  laughing  gay  crew. 
Not  compleat  was  the  fet  \vithout  Tucker  and  yon. 
Where  *  the  Eighth  of  our  Harries  deferted  his  mate. 
And  procur'd  a  full  fentence  againft  his  old  Kate, 
Our  brifk  company  fupp'd.  While  cur  wine  gave  a  ipring. 
And  tho'  at  the  Crown,  we  ne'er  thought  of  the  King*    : 
The  morrow  fucceeding  I  got  from  my  bed, 
Asa  fheet,  all  the  roads  were  with  fnows  overfpread  ; 
But  the  gods,  who  will  never  abandon  a  poet. 
As  oft  has  been  faid,  oondefcended  to  Ihow  if: 
In  a  coach  and  fix  horfes  the  ftorm  I  defy'd; 
And, .  left  by  my  friends,  thro*  the  tempcft  I  ride. 
Newport-Pagnel  receiv'd  me,  and  gave  me  a  dinner. 
And  a  bed  at  Northampton  >yas  prcfs'd  by  a-ininer  : 
No  figns  of  fair  weather,  the  Weft-Chefter  coach 
At  nine  the  next  morning;  Jtwejcomc  approach, 
Frcfents  frelh  example  ;  I  travelled  all  day. 
At  Crick  eat  my  dinner,  at  Coventry  lay  j 
I  trelnble  whene'er  I  refled  on  the  roads 
That  lead  tp  thofe  dirty  worm-eaten  abodes. 
Where  a  woman  +  ^ode  naked  their  taxes  to  clear. 
And  a  taylor  for  peeping  paid  damnably  clear ;  ■  •  - 

*  DuniiaWe;  f  Lady  Godinar 

For 
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For  two  parUamcnt^  fam'd  *,  .which  in  tail  a  difgrace. 
And  have  left  their  foul  manners  to  poifon  the  placj^. 

Next  morning  the  fun,  with  a  face  of  red  hue. 
Had  clear'd  up  th'  expanfe,  and  array'd  it  in  blue. 
When  I  left  the  vile  town,  'gainft  which  ever  I'll  rail. 
While  Meriden  f  offers  no  humble  regale  ; 
Sat  near  Mixal  Park  din'd  at  houfe  of  mean  fame. 
And  at  night  to  the  £eld  of  flain  carcafles  came  %  ; 
Tho*  full  old  are  thy  tow'rs,  yet  receive  my  juft  praifc. 
May  the  ale  be  recorded,  and  live  in  my  lays  ! 
Thy  Gothick  cathedral  new  homage  flill  claims. 
Nor  refufe  I  thy  due,  tho'  repaired  by  King  James  §. 
I  forgot  to  advife  you,  the  flcy  being  clear, 
'Twas  at  Coventry  firft  I  afcended  my  chair. 
But,  alas  !  on  the  morrow,  how  diimal  the  iight ! 
For  the  day  had  aiFum'd  all  the  horrors  of  night ; 
The  cloudi  their  gay  vifage  had  chang'd  to  a  frown. 
And  in  a  white  mantle  cloath'd  Litchfield's  old  town ; 
But  at  noon  all  was  o'er,  when  intrepid  and  bold    ' 
As  a  train-band  commander,  or  Falftaff  of  old. 
And  proudly  defying  the  wind  and  the  fnow. 
When  the  danger  was  paft,  I  determin'd  to  go. 
At  Stone  I  repos'd,  but  at  Ouiley  I  din'd, 
Whete  our  reck'ning  was  cheap,  and  the  landlord  was  kind  : 
Next  morning  we  fally'd,  and  StafFordfhire  loft  ; 
But  not  ill  entertain'd  by  a  Ceftvian  hoft. 
On  the  banks  of  the  Wever,  at  Namptwich,  renown'd 
For  an  excellent  brine  pit,  our  dinner  we  found  ; 

*  A  parliament  was  held  here  in  the  reign  of  Henry  IV.  called  ParliS' 
mentum  Indofforum  j  and  another  in  that  of  Henry  VI.  called  Diabolicum* 

^  Meriden  is  famous  for  ale. 

\  Cfimpus  Cadaverum,  was  the  ancient  name  for  LitchfieldKOn  account  of 
a  perfecution  there  in  the  days  of  Diodefiaa. 

^  King  James  lit 

Z  t  The 
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The  wine  was  sot  bad,  tho'  the  ale  did  difpleaie. 
And  an  nndiioas  defert  was  ienr'd  up  of  old  cheeie  ; 
But  as  time  will  not  tarry,  our  conHe  we  refuiney 
And  St.  George's  dragoons  take  their  feats  in  onr  room  *  ; 
So  travelling  onwards,  with  pleafure  we  fee 
Old  Caerleon  fo  famous  o*er-looking  the  Dee  ; 
Four  days  there  we  refted ;  and,  blitheiome  and  gay. 
Forgot  the  bad  weather  we  met  on  the  way ; 
Then  old  Cheftcr,  farewel,  till  I  fee  thee  again. 
And  can  ftroll  thro'  thy  ftreets  without  dreading  the  rain  f  ;■ 
May  thy  river  (till  fwell  J,  better  pleas'd  with  his  charge. 
Than  when  Edgar  wa*  row'd  by  eight  kings  in  his  barge  ! 
Be  the  maidens  all  virtuous  who  drink  of  thy  tide. 
And  each  virgin  in  bloom  be  afHanc'd  a  bride  ! 
May  the  heart  and  the  hand  at  the  altar  be  join'd. 
And  no  matron  complain  that  a  hufband's  unkind  ! 
Let  their  bounty  to  ftrangers  reibund  in  each  ibng ; 
Be  Bamftone  ^  their  copy,  they  cannot  go  wrong. 
O'er  the  cuts  of  the  river  our  track  we  purfue. 
And  old  Flint  in  the  profpeft  now  rifes  to  view ; 
HoW  ilrange  to  behold  !  here  our  language  is  fled  ; 
To  converfe  with  thefe  people  's  to  talk  to  the  dead  ; 
And  a  Turk  or  Chinefe  is  as  well  underflood 
By  thefe  roifters,  who  boaft  of  Cadwalladar's  blood. 
As  an  Englifhman  here,  who  is  certainly  undone. 
If  he  thinks  to  make  ufc  of  the  language  of  London. 
From  Flint  we  depart  with  our  landlord  and  guide. 
Who  fliewM  us  that  kindnefs  which  courts  never  tryM  ; 

*  General  St.  George's  dragoons  were  marching  up  to  London,  and  a  party 
of  them  juft  came  in  when  we  were  leaving  it. 

f  The  ftrccts  of  Cheftcr  have  fhops  on  each  fide  covered  over;  which,  if  not 
beautiful  to  the  eye,  at  leaft  prcfcrve  one  from  the  rain. 

"l  People  are  now  employed  to  make  the  River  Dee  navigable  up  to  the 
town. 

•  §  Robert Barnftonc,  Efq.  who  ufcd  me  with  the  utmoft  hofpitality. 

The 
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The  cafUe  wKere  Richard  *  hit  grandeur  laid  down. 

And  betrayed  his  own  life  by  furrend'ring  the  crown: 

Now  the  well  f  we  farvey,  where  a  virgin  {  of  old 

To  all  fiame  but  religion's  was  Jifelefs  and  cold ; 

When  in  vain  princely  Cradoc  had  offer*d  his  bed. 

The  mercilefs  heathen  e'en  dioj^'d  off  her  head : 

Hence  the  flones  are  diftain'd  with  the  colour  of  blood* 

And  each  cripple  is  cnr'd  who  will  bathe  in  the  flood. 

Thus  the  xankeft  abfurdity  brain  can  conceive^ 

Superitition  impofes,  and  crowds  will  believe ! 

Turn  from  legends  and  nonienfe  to  fee  a  gay  fight. 

Where .,^e.  meadows  of  Clewyn  §  the  itnies  delight. 

And  excttfe  that  I  aim  not  to  point  out  the  place. 

Left  fay  numbers  too  lowly  the  landfcape  difgrace. 

At  Rhylaiid  W(b  dine^  and  a  caftle  we  view, 

Whofe  founder  I'd  name  if  the  founder  I  knew ; 

But  our  hoft  gives  the  word,  and  we  hurry  away. 

Left  the  length  q£  the  journey  out-run  the  fhort  day^ 

Now  afcend  Pcnmenrofc,  oh !  beware  as  you  rife. 

What  a  profpe^l  of  horror,  what  dreadful  furprize  ! 

Sec  that  height  more  fublime,  which  no  footfteps  e'er  try'd! 

There  the  ocean  roars  loudly ;  how  awful  his  pride  i 

How  narrow  the  path  !  obfervc  where  you  tread. 

Nor  ftumble  the  feet,  nor  grow  dizzy  the  head  ; 

If  you  flip,  not  mankind  can  avert  your  fad  doom, 

Dafli  againft  the  rough  rocks,  and  the  fea  for  your  tomb! 

The  danger  is  paft,  and  now  Conway's  broad  4>each» 

Fatigu'd  and  difmay'd,  with  great  gladnefs  we  reach  ; 

In  a  leaky  old  boat  we  were  wafted  fafc  o'er 

(Tho'  two  drunkards  our  fteerfmen)  to  th'  oppoiitc  flwrf  * 

•  It  was  at  this  place  that  Richard  was  nrevailcd  uj^on  to  reft^n  the  erown. 

t  Holywell. 

J  St.  Winifred,  patronefs  of  Wal«8t 

§  The  vale  of  Clewyn. 

Here 
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Here  the  town  and  the  river  are  both  of  a  name. 

And  boaft  the  Firft  Edward,  who  raised  her  to  fam^ : 

There  a  Tapper  was  order'd>  which  no  one  copld  touch;. 

This  too  little  was  boil'd,  and  that  roafted  toa  mndi  ; 

To  his  chamber  fall  hnngry  each  pilgrim  retreats. 

And  forgets  his  loft  meal  'twixt  a  pair  of  Welch  fhecti* 

A  cafUe  hard  by  I  with  pjeafure*  behold. 

Which  kings  had  long  dwelt  in,  or  giants  of  old  f 

But  the  daw,  and  each  night-biiti,  now  builds  up  her  neftj- 

And  with  clamours  and  ihrieks  the  old  maniion  infefl. 

We  waken,'d  at  four,  and  our  hoft  left  us  here. 

As  the  word:  ways  were  paft,  fo  but  fmall  was  our  fear  ; 

We  followed  our  route,  and  crofs'd  Penmenmaur's  fide. 

Where  the  prudent  will  walk,  but  the  bolder  will  ride. 

Still  above  us  old  rocks  feem  to  threaten  a  fall. 

And  prefent  to  fpedators  the  form  of  a  wall. 

Now  Bangor  we  reach— -oh  !  if  e'er  thou  hadft  fame, 

Tho'  lawn  ileeves  thou  befbw'ft,  on  my  life,  'tis  a  ihame  \ 

There  we  crofs  o'er  an  arm  of  the  fea,  and  caroufe 

On  the  oppofite  ihore  at  an  excellent  houfe ; 

Thro'  Anglefea's  ifland  we  rattle  our  chaife. 

While  the  goats  all  in  wonder  feem  on  us  to  gaze  ; 

For  be  pleas'd  to  obfervc,  and  with  diligence  note. 

That  'twas  here  firfl  in  Wales  that  I  met  with  a  goat. 

O'er  roads  rough  and  craggy  our  journey  we  fpcd. 

Nor  baited  again  till  we  reach'd  Holyhead. 

The  next  day,  at  noon,  in  the  Wpidham  we  fail. 
And  the  packet  danc'd  brifk  With  a  profperous  gale. 
We  at  ten  pafs'd  the  Bar  *  ;  in  the  wherry  confin'd. 
Which  fwims  on  no  water,  and  fails  with  no  wind. 
Till  near  two  we  fat  curfing  ;  in  vain  they  may  row. 
Not  a  fnail  is  fo  nuggifh,  nor  tortoife  fo  flow ; 
Till  a  boat  took  us  in,  and  at  length  fet  us  down 
At  the  quay  of  St  George  in  St.  Patrick's  chief  town  : 

*  Dublin  Bar* 

Thence 
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Whence  I  wrote  to  my  hicxii,  nor  believe  what  thofe  (ky. 
Or  too  fond  to  find  fault,  or  too  wantonly  gay^ 
Who  with  taunts  contumelious  this  ifland  o'erload. 
As  with  bogs  and  with  blunders  and  nonfenfe  full  ftow'd ; 
For,  believe  me,  they  live  not  unblefs'd  with  good  air. 
And  their  daughters  are  beauteous,  and  fons  debonair : 
Here  tho'  Bacchus  too  often  difplays  his  red  face. 
Yet  Minerva  he  hold«  in  the  ftri^eft  embrace ; 
Nor  the  maiden  is  coy  ev'ry  charm  to  reiign ; 
And  the  ivy  and  laurel  peep  forth  from  the  vine. 

Thus  I've  told  you  in  verfe  the  whole  progrefe  I  took. 
As  true  as  if  (worn  in  full  court  on  the  book  : 
Let  me  know  how  in  London  you  meaiure  your  time; 
'Twill  be  welcome  in  profe,  but  twice  welcome  in  rhyme. 


PRAYER    FOR    INDIFFERENCE/ 

BY    MRS,    GREVILLE, 

OF  T   I've  implor'd  the  gods  in  vain. 
And  pray'd  till  Pve-been  weary : 
For  once,  I'll  feek  my  wifli  to  gain 
Of  Oberon  the  fairy. 

Sweet  airy  being,  wanton  fprite. 

Who  lurk'ft  in  woods  unfeen  ; 
And  oft  by  Cynthia**  filver  light, 

Trip'ft  gaily  o'er  the  green  ; 

If  e'er  thy  pitying  heart  was  mov'd. 

As  ancient  ftories  tell ; 
And  for  th'  Athenian  maid  •  who  lov'd. 

Thou  fought'ft  a  wondrous  fpell; 

*  See  MidfonuiMr  N«ght*s  Dresun. 

O  deign 
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0  deign  Once  more  t'  exert  thy  power  1 
Haply  fomc  herb  or  tree. 

Sovereign  at  juice  of  weflem  flover  *, 
Conceik  a  balm  for  me«r 

1  a£c  no  kind  return  of  love. 

No  tempting  charm  to  pleafe ; 
Far  from  the  heart  thofe  gifts  remove^ 
That  figh  for  peace  and  eafe  l 

Norpeace,  noreafe^  the  heart  can  knoii^> 

That,  lilce  the  needle  true. 
Turns  at  the  touch  of  joy  or  woe  ; 

Bttt»  turning*  trembles  too. 

Far  as  difbefs  the  foul  can  wound, 

'Tis  pain  in  each  degree  : 
*Tis  blifs  but  to  a  cerudn  bound  ; 

Beyond,  is  agony. 

Then  take  this  treacherous  fenfe  of  mine* 

Which  dooms  me  ftill  to  fmart ; 
Which  pleafure  can  to  pain  cefine. 

To  pain  new  pangs  impart. 

O,  hafle  to  fhed  the  (bvereign  balm. 

My  fhatter'd  nerves  new  firing  ; 
And  for  my  gueft,  ferencly  calm. 

The  nymph  Indifference  bring  1 

At  her  approach,  fee  Hope,  fee  Fear, 

See  Expedlation  fty ! 
And  Difappointment  in  the  rear. 

That  blafb  the  promisM  joy» 

*  Sc6  Mldfummer  Night*s  Drea«. 

Tl 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY;  lis 

iThe  tear  which  Pity  taught  to  flow. 

The  eye  (hall  then  difown  ; 
The  heart  that  melts  for  others  woe. 

Shall  then  fcatce  feel  it's  owni 


The  wounds  which  now  each  moment  ble^d. 

Each  moment  then.fhall  clofe ; 
And  tranquil  days  (hall  flill  fucceed 

To  nights  of  calm  repofe* 

O  Fairy  Elf!  but  grant  me  thi3> 

This  one  kind  comfort  fend  ; 
And  fo  may  never-fading  blifs 

Thy  flow'ry  paths  attend ! 

So  may  the  glow-worm's  glimm'ring  light 

Thy  tiny  footfteps  lead 
To  (bme  new  region  of  delight. 

Unknown  to  mortal  tread  i 

And  be  thy  acorn  goblet  fill'd 

With  heaven's  ambrofial  dew ; 
i^rom  fweetefl:,  frefheft  flpw'rs  diftillMj^ 

That  fhed  frefh  fweets  for  you  1 

And  what  of  life  remains  for  me, 

I'll  pais  in  fober  eafe ; 
Half-pleas'd,  contented  will  I  be^ 

Content  but  half  to  pleafe. 


M  ^UH 
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THE     FAIRY'S     ANSWER 

TO    MRS.    GR»VXtl^E. 
BY    THE    COUNTZSS    OF    ^^i—*. 

WITHOUT  preamble,  to  my  friend, 
Thefe  hafly  lines.  I'm  bid  to  fend^ 
Or  give,  if  I  am  able  j 
I  dare  not  heiitate  to  fay, 
Tho'  I  have  trembled  all  the  day. 
It  looks  ib  like  a.fiible* 

Laft  night's  adventure  is  my  theme. 
And  (honld  it  ftrike  yon  ^9  z  driram# 

Yet  fixm  it's  high  import, 
Mnit  make  yon  own  the  matter  fuch. 
So  delicate,  it  were  too  much 

To  be  compos'd.  in  iport. 

llie  moon  did  fUtb^  ftrenely  bright^ 
And  every  ftar  did  dock  the  mght. 

While  Zephyr  lasm'd  the  trees ; 
No  more  Affidt'f)  m/ mind's  repofej 
Save  that  yon  ftream,  whicli  miurmoring  flows. 

Did  ccIm  to  the  bref  ze. 

Enrapt  in  Iblenm  thooght,  I  fate. 
Revolving  o'er  the  turns  of  Fate,   ^ 

Yet  vtnd  of  hope  or  (ear ; 
Wh<»i,1o !  behold  an  airy.tlwngt 
With  Ughteft  fteps,  and  jocund  fong, 
.,.       Surpriz'd  my  eye  and  ear. 


A  fum 
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A  form  fuperior  to  th^  reft. 
His  little  voice  to  me  addrefs'd^ 
And  gently  thus  began  : 

*  I've  heard  ftrange  thin^  from  on6  ef  ^ott» 
'  Pray  tell  me  if  you  think  'tis  trae^ 

,     *  Explain  it  if  you  can. 

'  Snch  incenfe  has  perfiim'd  my  throae» 

*  Such  eloquence  my  heart  has  won, 
'  I  think  I  gnefs  the  hand ! 

'  I  know  her  wit  and  beauty  too« 

*  But  why  ihe  fends  a  pray^  {o  new 

*  I  cannot  underliand* 

'  To  light  (bme  flames,  and  fome  revive^ 
'  To  keep  fome  others  juft  alive, 
«  Full  oft  I  am  implor'd  ; 

*  But,  withpeculiar  power  to  pleafe, 
'  To  fupplicate  for  nought  but  eafe, 

*  'Tis  odd,  upon  my  word ! 

<  Tell  her,  with  fruitleis  care  I've  fought ; 
*•  And  tho'  my  realms,  with  wonders  fraught, 

*  In  remedies  abomidi 

*  No  grain  of  cold  Indifference 
«  Was  ever  yet  ally'd  to  Senie, 

*  In  all  my  Fairy  round, 

*  The  ragiots  of  the  iky  I'd  trace, 

*  I'd  ran&ek  every  earthly  place, 

*  Each  leaf,  each  herb,  each  flower, 

*  To  mitigate  the  pangs  of  Fear,  ^ 
'  Difpel  the  clouds  of  black  De^air, 

*  Or  lall  the  reiUe6  hour  ! 

A  a  ;2  *  I  would 
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*  I  would  be  generous,  as  I'm  juft, 

*  But  I  obey,  as  others  muft, 

*  Thofe  laws  which  Fate  has  made  : 
'  My  tiny  ki^gclom  how  defend, 

*  And  what  might  be  the  horrid  end 

*  Should  man  my  ftate  invade  ! 

*  'Twould  put  ydnr  mind  into  a  rag^, 
'  And  fuch  unequal  war  to  wage 

'  Suits  not  my  regal  duty  ! 
f  I  dare  not  change  a  firft  decree, 
^  She's  doom'd  to  pleafe,  nor  can  be  free  S 

*  Such  is  the  lot  of  Beauty.* 

This  faid,  he  darted  o*er  the  plain. 
And  after  follow'd  all  his  train  ; 

No  glimpfe  of  him  I  find  : 
But  fure  I  am,  the  little  fprite, 
Thefe  words,  before  he  took  his  flight. 

Imprinted  on  my  mind; 


TO    A    LADY    BEFORE     MARRIAGE. 

BY    MK.    TIGKEL. 

OH  !  form*d  by  Nature,  and  refin'd  by  Art, 
With  charms  to  win,  and  fenfe  to  &x  the  heart ! 

By  thoufands  fought,  Clotilda,  can'il  thou  free   /  * 

Thy  crowd  of  captives,  and  defoend  to  me  ?  ■    * 

Content  in  ihades  obfcure  to  waflc  thy  life,  -  -     - 

A  hidden  beauty,  and  a  country  wife  ! 
O  Men  ivhile  thy  fummers  are  nr^  theme !       "-  *    * 
Ah,  foothe  thy  partner  in  his  waking  dream  I 
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In  fome  fmalltamleron  the  lonely  plain. 

Where  Thames,  thro'  meadows,  rolls  his  mazy  train ; 

Or  where  high  V/indftr,  thick  with  greens  array 'd. 

Waves  his  old  oaks,  and  fpreads  his  ample  ihade. 

Fancy  has  figur'd  out  our  calm  retreat : 

Already,  round  the  vifionary  feat. 

Our  limes  begin  to  Ihoot,  our  flow'rs  to  ipring. 

The  brooks  to  murmur*  and  the  birds  to  iing. 

Where  doft  thou  lie,  thou  thinly-peopled  green  ; 

Thou  namelefs  lawn,  and  village  yet  unfeen  ; 

Where  fons,  contented  with  their  native  ground. 

Ne'er  travel  farther  tlian  ten  furlongs  round  ; 

And  the  tann'd  peafant,  and  his  juddy  bride. 

Were  born  together,  and  together  died  J 

Where  early  larks  bell  tell  the  morning-ligh^t. 

And  only  Philomel  diHurbs  the  night ! 

'Midft  gardens  here  my  humble  pile  Ihall  rife. 

With  fweets  furrounded  of  ten  thoufand  dyes ; 

All  favage  where  th'  embroider'd  gardens  end. 

The  haunt  of  echoes  ihall  my  woods'  afcend ; 

And,  O  !   if  Heaven  th'  ambitipus  thought  approve, 

A  rill  (hall  warble  crofs  the  gloomy  grove  ; 

A  little  rill,  o*er  pebbly  beds  xoavey'd, 

Guih  down  the  fleep,  and  glitter  thro'  the  glade  ! 

What  chearing  fcents  thofe  bord'ring  banks  exhale ! 

How  loud  that  heifer  lows  from  yonder  vale  ! 

That  thmfh,  how  fhrill !  his  note  fo  clear,  fo  high. 

He  drowns  each  feathered  minftrel  of  the  llcy. 

Here  let  me  trace,  beneath  the  purpled  morn. 

The  deep^outh'd  beagle,  and  the  fprightly  horn  j 

Pr  lure  the  trout  with  well-difiembled  flies. 

Or  fetch  the  flutt*ring  partridge  from  the  ikies  :  * 

Nor  fhall  Ay  hand  difdain  to  crop  the  vine. 

The  downy  peach,  or  flavoured  oedarine  ; 

pr  rob  the  bee-hive  of  it's  golden  hoard, 

^nd  bear  th'  unbought  luxuriance  to  thy  bQ^d« 

Some- 


199  ^AVT  I*  S    6  F  ,P  Q  Z  t ATE. 

Sometimes  my  booIcB  by  day  fiiill  kali  tke  honn. 

While  fipom  thy  needle  rife  the  filken  &cw*n  i 

And  thoQ,  by  toms*  to  eafe  my  feeble  iight, 

Refame  the  Tolnme,  and  deceive  the  night. 

O  !  when  I  nurk  thy  tvmkUn^  eyoi  opprefs*d. 

Soft  whifp'ring*  let  me  warn  my  love  to  reft ; 

Then  watch  thee»  charm'd,  while  fleep  locks  eveiy  SaA,  ■ 

And  to  iWeet  Heav'n  commend  thy  innocence. 

Thns  reign'd  oar  fathers  o'er  the  rnral  fold. 

Wife,  hale,  and  honeft,  in  the  days  of  old ; 

Till  courts  arofe,  where  fubftance  pays  for  fhow« 

And  ipedons  joys  are  bought  with  real  woe. 

See  Flavia's  pendants,  large,  well  fpread,  and  righft ; 

The  ear  that  wears  them  hears  a  fool  each  night : 

Mark  how  th'  embroidered  ool'nel  fneaks  away. 

To  flran  the  inddi'fingdame  that  made  him  gay. 

That  knave,  to  gain  a  title,  loft  his  fame ; 

That  rais'd  his  credit  by  a  daughter's  ftiame : 

Thb  coxcomb's  ribband  coft  him  half  his  land ; 

And  oaks  annomber'd  bonght  that  ibol  awand. 

Fohd  man,  as  all  lus  fbrrows  were  too  few. 

Acquires  ftrange  wants  that  Nature  never  knew ! 

By  midnight-lamps  he  emulates  the  day,  ^ 

And  fleeps,  perverfe,  the  chearfnl  fans  away ; 

From  goblets  hig^  embdft'd  his  wine  mnft  glide  i 

Round  his  clos'd  it^t  the  gorgeous  curtain  Aide ; 

Fruits,  ere  their  time,  to  grace  his  'pbinp,  muft  rife^ 

And  three  untafted  courfes  glut  his  eyes. 

For  this  are  Nature's  gentle  calls  Mthftobd^ 

The  voice  of  conlcience,  and  tiie  ixmds  of  blood ! 

This,  Wifidom,  thy  leward  fbr  ev*ry  pain  ! 

And  this,  gay  Glory,  all  thy  mighty  gain  ! 

Fair  phantoms,  woo'd  and  fconi'd  from  age  to  a^,  "  *      " 

Since  bards  began  to  laugh,  or  priefts  to  rage  : 

And  yet,  juft  curfe  on  man's  afpiring  kind, 

Frone  to  ambidpn»  to  eicample  blind. 

Our 


Our  chiUrcn's  chiUten  (hdl  oar  fteps  porfket  -"'' 

And  the  fame  errors  be  for  e?er  new  ! 

Meanwhile*  in  hope*a  gniltleis  country  fwain. 

My  retd  with  warbtipgt  chean  th'  imagin'd  filam.  '^ 

Hail,  hnmble  fiiades,  ixdiere  troth  and  filence  dwell ! 

Thoo»  noiiy  town,  iind  faithleis  court,  farewel ! 

Farewd  amUtioo,  once  my  darling  flame ! 

The  thirft  of  l«cr^  and  the  charm  of  £une ! 

In  life's  bye-ioad,:  that  winds  thro'  paths  nnknown» 

My  days,  tho' nnmbtir'd,  ihall  be  all  iHy  own ! 

Here  fhall  they^nd  (O  might  ikty  twice  begin  1) 

And  all  be  white  die  fates  intend  to '^in« 


THE    CIT'S    COUNTRY-BOX* 

BY    MR;    ROBB&T    tLQYD, 

Tot  Ofcn  ct  Mot  ato  bese  vivef«t  ^uonua, 

Confpidtiir  nitidis  fim4^i^  pocvnU  vUlia.  n^ 

TH  £  wealthy  aX,  grown  old  in  trade»  v 

Now  wifhes  for  the  rural  fhade. 
And  buckles  to  his  one-horiTe  chair 
Old  Dobbin,  or  the  foundered  mare  s 
While  wedg*d  in  dofely. by  Ks  fide,  , 

Sits  Madam,  his  unwieldy  bride,  , 

Wiiik  Jacky  on  a  Itool  before  'em. 
And  out  they  jog  in  due  decOTum. 
Scarce  paft  the  turnpike  half  a  mile, 
*  How  all  the  country  feems  to  finile  !* 
And  as  they  flowly  jog  together. 
The  at  coinm^ds  the  road  and  weather ; 
While  Madam  doats  upon  the  trees, . 
And  longs  for  er'ry  hpufe  ihe  fees^ 

Adoures 
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Admires  it's  views,  it's  fituation,  ^     • 

And  thus  (he  opens  her  oration. 

*  What  fignilies  the  loads  of  wealth, 

•  Without  that  richeft  jewel,  health  ? 

*  Excnfe  the  fondnefs  of  a  wife, 

•  Who  doits  upon  your  precious  life  !    • 
'  Such  eafelefs  toil,  fuch  conftant  care, 

•  Is  more  than  human  ftrength  can  bear  r 
'  One  may  obferve  it  in  yDur  face — 

*  Indeed,  my  dear,  you  break  apace  ; 

•  And  nothing  can  your  health  repair, 

*  But  exercife,  and  country  air. 

•  Sir  TrafHck  has  a  houfe,  you  know, 

*  About  a  mile  from  Cheney  Row  : 

•  He's  a  good  man,  indeed,  -  'tis  true, 

*  But  not  fo  warm,  my  dear,  as  you  ; 

*  And  folks  are  always  apt  to  fneer— 

'  One  would  not  be  out-done,  my  dear  I' 

Sir  Traffick's  name  fo  well  apply'd, 
Awak'd  his  brother  merchant's  pride  ; 
And  Thrifty,  who  had  all  his  life 
Paid  utmoft  deference  to  his  wife, 
Confefs'd  her  arguments  had  reafon^  f 
And  by  th'  approaching  fummer  feafon^ 
Draws  a  few  hundreds  from  the  flocks. 
And  purchafes  his  Country-box^- 

Some  three  or  four  miles  out  of  town^ 
(An  hour's  ride  will  bring  you  down) 
He  fixes  on  his  choice  abode. 
Not  half  a  furlong  from  the  road  i 
And  fo  convenient  does  it  lay,. 
The  ftages  pafs  it  ev'ry  day : 
And  then  fo  fiiug,  fo  mighty  pretty. 
To  have  a  houfe  fo  near  the  city  I 
Take  but  your  places  at  the  Boar, 
s.       Yott're  fet  down  at  ^c  very  doon 
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Well  then,  fuppofe  them  fix'd  at  laft, 
Whitc-waftiing,  painting,  fcrubbing  pail ; 
Hugging  themfelves  in  .cafe  and  clover, . 
With  all  the  fufs  of  moying  over  ;     . 
ho,  a  new  heap  of  whims  are  bred. 
And  wanton  in  my  lady's  head  I 

'  Well;  to  be  fure,  it  muft  be  own'd, 

*  Nit  is  a  charming  fpot  of  ground  :  .      * 

*  So  fweet  a  diAance  for  a  ride, 
'  And  all  about  fo  countrify'd  I 

*  *Twould  come  to  but  a  trifling  prite 

*  To  make  it  quite  a  paradife  ! 

*  I  cannot  bear  thofe  nafty  iiaifc, 

*  Thofe  ugly,  broken,  mouldy  pales : 

*  Suppofe,  my  dear,  inftead  of  thefe, 
'  We  build  a  railing  all  Chinefe  ; 

^  Altho'  one  hates  to  be  expos'd, 

*  *Tis  difmal  to  be  thus  enclps'd  : 

*  One  hardly  any  objedl  fees — 

f  I  wi(h  you'd  fell  thofe  odious  trees:    . 

f  Obje^s  continu^  paffing  by,'         .    •         .-  ' 

*  Were  fomething  tp  amufe  the  eye ;     ' 

*  But  to  be  pent  within  the  .walls, 

*  One  might  as  well  be  at  St.  Paul's, 
f  Our  houfe,  beholders  would  adore, 

*  Was  there  a  level  lawn^  before, 

*  Nothing  it's  views  to  incommode, 
f  But  quite  laid  open  tiS)  the  road ; 

*  While  ev'ry  tr^y'ller  in  amaze, 

?  Should  on  our  little  mansion  gaze ; 

*  And  pointing  to  the  choice  retreat, 

f  Cry,  "  That's  Sir  Thrifty's  country-feat !'» 

No  doubt  her  arguments  prevail. 
For  Madam's  taste  can  never  fail. 

Blefs'd  age  !  when  all  xneu  may  procure 
The  title  of  a  connoifTcur  ;   .  ,  ..  ;  n  , .  :  ' 

B  b  When 
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When  noble  and  ignoble  herd 
Are  governed  by  a  fingle  woid ; 
Tho%  Uke  the  ro^  Gennan  damcs«      ' 
It  hears  an  hundred  CfariftiaB  iiaiiict--t 
As  Genius,  Fancy,  Judgpei^t,  Goftt, 
Whim,  Caprice,  Je  nc  ffai  quoi,  Virti : 
Which  appellationt  ill  defoibe  . 
Tastb,  and  the  modem  tafteful  tribe. 

Now  bricklayers,  carpenters,  and  joinersj^ 
With  Chinefe  artiils  and  defigners. 
Produce  their  fchenies  of  alteration. 
To  work  this  wond'rous  lefiutnation* 
The  ufeful  dome,  which  fecret  ftood, 
^mboibm'd  in  the  yew-tree's  wood. 
The  trav'll^  with  amaaement  iees 
A  temple  Gothick  or  Chineie, 
With  many  a  hell  and  tawdry  rag  oa. 
And  crefted  with  a  (prawluig  dn^^; 
A  wooden  arch  is  bent  aftrtde 
A  ditch  of  water,  four  feet  wide. 
With  angles,  cprres,  and  xigaig  lines. 
From  Hal^nny's  exaft^deiigns : 
In  front,  a  level  lawn  is  feen, 
/Vithovt  a  flirub  upop.  the  green ; 
Where  Tafte  would  w^nt  it's  firft  great  laWj 
But  for  the  fkulking,  fly  harha ; 
By  whole  miraculous  affiftance 
Yon  gain  a  propped  two  Aeldfe  diftknce* 
And  now  from  Hyde-Park-Comer  come 
The  gods  of  Athens  and  of  Rome, 
Here  fquabby  Cupids  take  their  places,  ^ 
With  Venus,  and  the  dumiy  Graces ; 
Apollo  there,  with  afm  fo  dever. 
Stretches  his  leaden  bow  for  ever ; 
And  there,  wifKout  the  pow^r  to  fiy, 
$taiuis  fix'd  a  tip-toe  Mercury. 
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The  villa  thus  compleatly  grac'd. 
All  own^  that  Thri%  has  a  tafte ; 
And  Madam's  female  friends  and  coufins» 
With  common«ooancil-men«  hydozen9» 
Flock  ev'ry  Sunday  to  the  feat» 
ITo  ftare  about  them«  and  to  eat^ 


THE    HOUSE    Ot    SUPERSTITION. 

AVISION* 
BY    Mk.    ©ENTON. 

1.      .  . 

WH  fi  N  Sle^j^^  allufoDthiAg  hand,  wit&  fetters  foft^ 
Ties  down  each  fenfe,  and  lulls  to  balmy  reft> 
Th*  inti^nal  pow'r,  cjreatiTe  Fancy,  .oft  ,  . 

Broods  o*er  her  treafUres  in  the  iRirmful  breaft* 
ThttSt  when  no  longer  daily  ca^es  engage^ 

The  bnfy  mind  purfues  the  darling  theme ;     . 
Hence  angels  whil^r'd  to  the  fliimb'ring  fag6» 

And  gods  of  old  iiifpir'd  the  hetx>'s  dream : 
Hencc>  as  I  flept>  thefb  images  aroie 
To  Fancy's  eye  ;  and  join'd^  this  fairy  fcene  citoipofe^ 

II- 
As,  when  fidr  morning  dries  her  pew^ly  t6ars> , 

The  mountain  lifts  o'er  mifts  it's  lofty  head  % 
Thus,  new  to  fight,  a  Gothick  dome  a[^ars 

With  the  grey  ruil.of  rolling  years  o'er^read* 
Here  SuperiHtkm  holds  her  dreaiy  reign. 

And  her  lip-labour'd  o6£ati%  ihe  plies 
In  tongue  unknown,  when  mom  bedews  the  piain> 

Or  ev'ning  ikirts  with  gold  the  weitern  ikies ; 
To  the  dumb  ilock  fhe  beads,  or  fculptur'd  wall. 
And  many  a  crofs  Hie  makes,  and  many  a  bead  leU  fall*    ; 

B  b  »  HI.  kear 
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III. 

Near  to  the  dome  a  magick  pair  refide. 

Prompt  to  deceive,  and  pradtis'd  to  confound  ; 
Here  hoodwink'd  Ignorance  is  feen  to  bide. 

Stretching  in  darkfome  cave  along  the  ground. 
No  objedl  e*er  awakes  his  llupid  eyes,  • 

Nor  voice  articulate  arrefts  his  ears. 
Save  when  beneath  the  moon  pale  fpeftres  rife. 

And  haunt  his  foul  with  vifionary  fears  ; 
Or  when  hoarfe  winds  incavern'd  murmur  round^. 
And  babbling  echo  wakes,  and  iterates  the  found.. 

IV. 

Where  boughs  entwining  form  an  artful  fhade. 

And  in  faint  glimm'rings  juft  admit  the  light. 
There  Error  fits  in  borrow'd  white  array 'd. 

And  itr  Truth's  form  deceives  the  tranfient  fight.r 
A  thoufand  glories  wait  her  op'ning  day. 

Her  beaming  luftre  when  fair  Truth  imparts  : 
Thus  Error  would  pour  forth  a  fpurious  ray. 

And  cheat  th'  unpradisM  mind  with  mimick  arts  ; 
She  cleaves  with  magick  wand  the  liquid  fkies. 
Bids  airy  forms  appear,  and  fcenes  fantaftick  rife. 

V. 

A  porter  deaf,  decrepid,  old,-  and  blind. 

Sits  at  the  gate,  and  lifts  a  HbVal  bowl 
With  wine  of  wond'rou«  pow'r  to  lull  the  mind. 

And  check  each  vig'rou^  effort  of  the  foul : 
Who'er  un'wares  fhail  ply  his  thirfty  lip. 

And  drink  in  gulps  the  lufcious  liquor  down. 
Shall  haplefs  from  the  cup  delufion  fip. 

And  obje£is  fee  in  features  not  their  own. 
Each  way-worn  traveller  that  hither  came. 
He  lav'd  with  copious  draughts,  and  Prejudice  his  n^me^ 
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Within  a  various  race  are  fecn  to  wonnc. 

Props  of  her  age,  and  pillars  of  her  ftate. 
Which  erit  were  nurtured  by  the  wither'd  crone. 

And  born  to  Tyranny,  her  grifly  mate  : 
The  firft  appear'd  in  pomp  of  purple  pride. 

With  triple  crown  ereft,  and  throned  high ; 
Two  golden  keys  hang  dangling  by  his  fide. 

To  lock  or  ope  the  portals  of  the  Iky  ; 
Crouching  and  profb-ate  there  (ah  !  fight  unmeet !) 
The  crowned  head  would  bow,  and  lick  his  dully  feet. 

vn. 

With  bended  arm  he  on  a  book  reclin'd, 

Faft  lock'd  Vith  iron  clafps  from  vulgar  eyes ; 
Heav'n's  gracious  gift  to  light  the  wandering  mind» 

To  lift  fall'n  man,  and  guide  him  to  the  ikies  ! 
A  man  no  more,  a  god  he  would  be  thought. 

And  'mazed  mortals  blindly  muft  obey; 
With  flight  of  hand  he  lying  wonders  wrought,* 

And  near  him  loathfome  heaps  of  reliques  lay : 
Strange  legends  would  he  read,  and  figments  dire 
Of  Liinbus'  prifon*d  fhades,  and  purgatory  fu:e. 

VIII. 

There  meagre  Penance  fate,  in  fackcloth  clad. 

And  to  his  breafl  clofe  hugg'd  the  viper.  Sin  ; 
Yet  oft,  with  brandiih'd  whip  would  gaul,  as  mad. 

With  voluntary  ftripes  his  fhrivell'd  fkin. 
Counting  large  heaps  of  o'cr-abounding  good 

Of  faints  that  dy'd  within  the  church's  pale. 
With  gentler  afpeft  there  Indulgence  flood. 

And  to  the  needy  culprit  would  retail ; 
There  too,  flrange  merchandize  !  he  pardons  fold, 
^  And  trcftfon  would  abfolve,  axul  muider  purge.with  gold! 

IX.  With 
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IX* 

With  (haven  crown,  in  a  feqaefterM  cell, 

A  lazy  lubbard  there  was  feen  to  lay  ; 
No  work  had  lie,  iave  fome  few  beads  to  telly 

And  indolently  fiiore  the  hours  away. 
The  namelefs  joys  that  blefs  the  nuptial  bed.. 

The  myftick  rites  of  Hymen's  hallow'd  tye. 
Impure  he  deems,  and  from  them  ftarts  with  dread^ 

As  crimes  of  fouleft  ihtin,  the  deepeft  dy^ : 
Ko  fodal  hopes  hath  he,  ao  facial  f»an# 
But  fpends  in  lethargy  devout  the  linf 'rktg  yearu 

X- 

Gnaihing  his  teeth  in  miood  of  furious  ire^ 

Fierce  Perfecution  fate,  and  with  fbong  breatli 
Wakes  into  living  flame  large  heaps  of  ire. 

And  feafb  on  murders,  maflac^s,  axui  deatlu 
Near  him  was  plac'd  Piocruftes'  iron  bed 

To  ibetch  or  mangle  to  a  certaia  fice ; 
To  fee  their  writhing  pains  each  heart  muft  Meed, 

To  hear  their  doleful  fhijeks  and  pkrdng  cries-; 
Yet  he  beholds  them  with  unmoift? n'd  eye, 
Their  writhing  pains  hb  fport,  their  moans  his  melpd/f 

Xt 

A  gradual  Hght  ^ffofiAg  o'er  the  gloom^ 

And  flow  approaching  with  majeftick  pace^ 
A  lovely  maid  appears  in  beauty's  bloom. 

With  native  charms  and  unafle^ted  grace  : 
Her  hand  a  clear  refieding  mirrQur  fliows, 

|n  which  all  objeds  their  true  features  wear; 
'  And  on  her  cheek  a  blufli  indignant  glows 

To  fee  the  horrid  forc'ries  pra£kisM  there : 
She  fnatch'd  the  volume  from  the  tyrant's  rage, 
Uhlock'd  it's  ixon  clafps^  and  op'd  the  heav'nly  page« 


Xn-  '  My 
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*  My  name  is  Truth,  aod  you,  cack.  holy  Tecr^ 
'  That  all  my  (leps  with  ardent  gaze  pnrfue, 

^  UnveiU'  fhe  faid,  '  the  i^cred  myft'rios  here, 

*  Give  the  celeiiial  boon  to  publick  view* 

^  Tho*  blatant  Obloquyi  with  lep'rous  ipoiidi, 

^  Shall  blot  your  fame*  and  Maft  the  generous  cletd» 

'  Yet  in  revolving  yeaxt  fiune  lib'ral  yontH 

'  Shall  crown  your  virtuous  a£l  with  glory's  meed ; 

^  Your  names  adorn'd  in  Gilpin's  *  poliih'd  phge 

^  With  each  hifbrick  grace,  fi>all  ihine  thro'  ev'ry  agel 

xin. 

*  With  furious  hate,  tho*  fierce  relentlefs  pow'r 

*  Exert  of  torment  all  her  horrid  ikill ; 

^  Tho'  your  lives^meet  too  iben  the  fatal  hour, 

*  Scorching  in  flames,  or  wHthing  on  the  wheel; 
^  Yet  when  the  dragon  f  in  the  deep  abyls 

*  Shall  lie,  fad  bound  in  adamantine  chun, 

*  Ye  with  the  Lamb  fhall  rife  to  ceafelefs  Uifs, 

'  Firft-fruits  of  death,  and  partners  of  his  reign  % 
^  Then  ihall  repay  the  momentary  tear,' 
f  The  great  fabbatick  reft,  the  Millennary  Year  1* 


*  The  Rev.  Mr.  WilUani  OUpIn^  author  of  th«  Lives  of  Bjcmtrd  Oilp« 
#nd  Bifliop  Latimer^  and  of  the  Lives  of  VSTIckliife  and  the  principal  of  his 
followers. 

•f  See  Rev.  chap.  zx.  and  the -learned  and  ingenious  Biihop  gf  Bri  AoPs  coar« 
Htcnt  upon  it^  in  the  thir4  voluaie  of  his  D iflertation  oq  the  Prophecies* 
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2fm  BEAUTIES    OF    POETRV, 

DUNNOTTER    CASTLE. 

BY    MISS    SCOTT. 

DU  N  N  O  T  T  E  R's  ruin'd  pride,  and  falling  towch^ 
I  fing,  O  Walker  *  !  and  the  fong  is  yours. 
With  you  I  wander'd  o'er  the  mofs-grown  domes ; 
Still  o'er  the  fcene  with  you  my  fancy  roams ; 
Still  the  idea  rifes  to  my  view. 
With  gloomy  grandeur,  pleafure  ever  new  ! 
The  rolling  main,  the  rock's  ftupendous  height, 
/^  ftriking  profped  !  f^vim  before  my  fight. 
In  flowing  verfe  noy  be  the  fcene  difplay'd, 
Mufe,  Fancy,  Memory,  I  crave  your  aid ! 

High  on  a  rock,  projecting  from  the  land. 
The  caftleftood,  and  ftill  it's  ruins  Hand  ; 
Wide  o'er  the  German  main  the  profpeft  bent. 
Steep  is  the  path,  and  rugged  the  afcent ; 
And  when  with  labour  climb'd  the  narl-ow  way. 
Long  founding-vaults  receive  you  from  the  day. 
There  hung  the  hu^e  port-cullis,  there  the  bar. 
Drawn  on  the  iron-gate,  defy'd  the  war. 
Ah,  great  Dunnptter  !  once  of  flrength  the  feat ! 
Once  deem'd  impregnable  !  thou  yield'ft  to  Fate  ! 
Nor  rocks,  nor  feas,  nor  arms,  thy  gates  defend  j 
Thy  pride  is  fallen,  thy  ancient  glories  end  ! 
iUp  from  the  gate  we  climb  the  flipp'ry  way. 
Still  falling  turrets,,  raould'ring  towers,  furvey ; 
The  walls  and  caves  with  various  mofs  o'ergrowuj^ 
And  threat'ning  nods  on  high  the  loofen'd  ftone. 
Slowly  we  mount,  thro'  broken  arches  creep, 
.  And  gain  at  laft  the  fummit  of  the  fteep  ; 

f  The  Pev.  Mr.  Walker,  ininifter  of  the  parifh  of  Dunnotter. 

•'•'••  -.-.■..,.'..  Ctfi4ous 
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t^utious  a^oiind  die  aiiy  height  we  gaze; 
There  the  great  well  it's  ample  ^ouiid  difplays; 
A  vaft  ci^cmnfer^ce;  and  depth  profouitd> 
Now  fillM  with  niins  of  the  falling  mounds 
There  ftbod  the  palace,  raisM  in  air  fttblixhe> 
On  rov/s  of  vadlts  that  fecm'd  to  mock  at  Time  I 
Yet  he  afferts  his  power,  and  claims  his  prey ; 
They  break,  they  fall !  what  can  refift  hb  fway ! 

Here,  thro^  innumerable  vaults  we  ruii; 
Cold,  dreary^  damp,  impel-vioas  to  the  fan. 
Brown  with  the  ruft  of  years ;  uid  from  their  tops 
inceifantly  the  oozing  moiftare  drops. 
We  leave  the  gbom,  die  wheeling  fteps  afcend; 
Onr  walk  along  the  roddels  palace  bend ; 
Here,  thro*  th^  long  apartments  as  we  pAy  , 

The  foft  wind  whiftles  thro'  the  waving  grafs. 
That  doaths  the  pavem«i(i't,  crowns  the  tiaked  walls^ 
Of  broken  turrto  and  deferted  halls. 

Here,  once  the  feat  of  many  a  mightv  njube. 
The  jack-daws  chatter,  and  the  fea;-fowl  fcrcam  \ 
^ere  dwelt  great  Ogilvie,  and  held  the  tower. 
The  laft  that  yielded  to  th^  ufurpcr's  power ; 
dby  honeft  cr^t  from  hence  the  crown  convey'd» 
And  Caledonia's  gems  in  f^ety  lud  : 
iNfor  hopes  of  favour,  nor  the  threats  of  potvt^. 
Could  (hake  his  foal,  or  his  fix'd  heart  allure. 
JPihh  as  the  rocks,  he  ahd  his  daring  wife 
Enditr'd  the  tortiiire,  fcorniAg  ihamefbl  lift  j; 
And  kept^the  charge,  till  Heav'n  their  kingteftor'di 
Then  feht^  uninjur'd,  to  theilr  rightfril  kxRL 

Glorious  defenders  of  the  r^gal  gold^ 
niuftrious  Caledonians,  patriots  bold  i 
With  joy  your  h^joifm  I  rehcarfe. 
And  give  your  mem'ry  alf  1  can— a  Verfe. 
O  may  this  land  your  guardian  care  engage^  ^ 

Your  great  example  fite  with  gen'roas  rage,  L 

..^Adudrooze  to  glorious  deeds  each  future  age  \  3 

G  c  Thott» 
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Thou,  Barras,  hear  !  and  deign  t'  approve  the  lays> 
That  aim  thy  valiant  anceftors  to  praife ! 

Now  turning  from  the  walls,  high  o'er  the  fteep- 
Impending  cliiF,  we  view  the  boundlefs  deep  ; 
Ail  Mbnd  the  winding  coaft,  black  socks  arife. 
And  with  uncouth  variety  furprize  : 
The  waves  roll  flow  and  filent  to  the  fhorc. 
Then  lalh  the  craggy  beach,  and  Allien  roar ;  ' . 

From  rock  to  rock  the  breaking  Airge  rebounds. 
While  endlefs  echoes  catch  and  fwell  the  founds*  » 

The  green  iba  here  with  ceafelefs  fury  raves,. 
And  toffes  high  in  air  her  raging  waves  ; 
Burfting  they  fall  with  loud  repeated  fhock,^ 
And  in  white  torrents  pour  along  the  rock  ; 
Whilft  oft  from  (hoil^  in  peace  the  ocean  lies, 
Ting'd  with  the  colour  of  the  glowing  fkies. 
The  gentle  breezes  fport  upon  the  deep. 
And,  murm'ring  foft,  the  vail  expanfion  fwcep  ; 
Refulgent  Phoebus,  in  meridian  height. 
Enrobes  the  lisrcid  waves  with  mellow  light ; 
The  fparkling  beams  on  the  fmall  furface  play. 
And  dreams  of  foam  float  on  the  wat'ry  way. 

Here  let  deicription  ceafe ;  but  ftill  prolong 
Thy  tafk,  O  Mufe !  and  moralize  the  fong. 
Think,  all  who  jfazc  on  fam'd  Dunnotter's  wall,.  "^ 

Like  it  fliall  all  terreftrial  glories  fall ! 
Youth  flies  apace,  frail  beauty  m«et$  decay  ; 
The  mighty's  ftrength,  like  ice,  fliall  melt  away. 
Riches  tike  wings  ;  and  Fame's  far-fonnding  boaftr 
Shall  die  away— the -pride  of  pow'r  be  loft. 
Health,  pleafure^  life,  fliall  pafs,  a  fading  flow'r. 
Sport  of  a  day,  and  pageant  of  an  hour  ! 
Fix  not  on  thefe  thy  heart ;  .but  rife  fublime. 
And  feek  a  blifs,  unmov'd  by  fate  or  time : 
Virtue  alone  can  give  eternal  joy. 
No  chance  can  alter,  tto  pdTeffioxi  cl(?y.i 

^       ^  Virtttf, 
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Virtue,  llkethis  great  rock,  Hands  finnly  Jirave,^    ;>•        ..  « 
And  fcoms  the  ebb  nor  flow  of  Fortune's  ware ;  .. ' 

Unmov'd  the  ftorms  of  life  can  calmly  btar,   *•   .  . 
CoUefted  in  itfel^  and  void  of  fear  !        ..•  .      .    v.  ..   -  .... 
E'en  when  thefe  rocks  and  fcas  (hail  pafs  awa/,..  -      ^0  .'' 
And  that  brtghit  orb  no  longer  rule  the  day^»     .... 
Virtue  fhall  ftand  the  teft,  like  gold  refin'd^  ... 
And  beam  immortal  radiance  on  the  mind  $ 
Thro*  endlefs  ages  gain  increafing  flore 
Pf  light  aftd  life,  of  joy,  and  adlive  powV, 
And  bloom  when  time  and  nature  are  no  more ! 


i 


E      L       E       G      ;^ 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  LADY  COVENTJ^Y. 


WRITTEN    IN   WDCCLX. 


BY     MR.      MASON. 


TH  E  midnight  clock  has  toll'd  ;  and  hark,  the  bell 
Of  death  beats  flow  I  heard  ye  the  note  profound? 
ft  paufes  now  ;  and  now^  with  |-ifing  knell. 

Flings  to  the  hollow  gale  it's  fullen  found. 
Yes ;  Coventry  is  dead.     Attend  the  drain. 

Daughters  of  Albion  !  ye  t)iatj,  light  as  air. 
So  oft  have  tripp'd  in  her  fantafHck  train. 

With  hearts  as  gay,  and  faces  half  as  fair  j    '  '       v 

For  (he  was  fair  Vyond  your  brighteft  bloom  ; 

(This  Envy  owns,  fince  now  her.  bloom  i%  fled  ;)  ■ 

fair  as  the  fornis  that,  ^ve  in  Fancy's  loom^ 

Float  in  light  vifion  round  the  poet's  head'.. 
Whene'er  with  foft  fercnity  flie  fmil'd,  f  .         ^ 

Or  caught  the  orient  blufli  of  quick  furprize,  .^ 

How  fweetly  mutable,  how  brightly  wild,  .      »     .       .    ^ 

The  liquid  iuftrc  dartci  from  h'er  eyes  ( 
/*'•:'  C  c  a  Each 


Each  look,  each  motion,  wak*d  a  lie^-bortt-grtc^-  '^  '    v'^ 

That  o'er  her  ibrm  it's  tranficnt  glory  cai<<-    -      -i  - 1  - 
Some  lovelier  wortdcr  Ibon  ofurpM  th^  place,  •  •        *'    ^^''V-. 

Chas'-d  by  a  charm  ftill  lovelier  than  the  taft.  ' 
Tharfeell  ag^ !  f t  tells  ns  wha^  fte  is  j      .  '.:'•' 

On  what  ihe  wa»,  no  .more  the  ftrahi  prolong'  \  -  - 

Lii^riaut  Fancy  paufe !  ai|  how  like  this,  -  ^  - 

Demands  th^  tribnte  of  a  ferious  ibng. 
Maria  claims  it  from  that  fable  bier,  .- 

Wheni  cold  and  wan  the  flizmb'rer  refts  her  head  ^ 
In  fllll  fmall  whifpers  to  Refledion's  ear. 

She  breathes  the|  folemn  didates  of  the  dead. 
p  catch  the  awful  notes,  and  lift  them  lOudT      , 

Proclaim  the  theme,  by  fage,  by  fool  rever'd  j 
Hear  it,  ye  yoang^,y<;  vain,  ye  greats  ye  proud! 

'Tis  Nature  fpeaks,  and  Nature  will  be  htjard, 
yes ;  ye  (hall  hear,  and  tremble  as  you  hear^ 
.    While,  high  with  health,  your  hearts  exulting  leap  j 
E'en  in  the  midft  of  Pleafure's  mad  career,  ^  '    . 

The  mental  monitor  ihall  wake  and  weep ! 
For  fay^  than  Covci^try's  propitious  ftar. 

What  brighter  planet  oh  your  births  arofe  \ 
Or  gave  of  Fortune's  glAs  an  ampler  fhare. 

In  life  to  lavifli,  or  by  death  to  lofe  I 
Early  to  lofe ;  wl^le  bpme  on  bnfy  wing. 

Ye  fip  the  hedar  of  each  varying  bloom  : 
Nor  fear,  while  baiking  in  the  beams  of  fpring,- 

The  wint'ry  ftorm  that  fweeps  you  to  the  t6mt>. 
Think  of  her  fate  !  revere  the  heav'niy  hand 

That  led  her  hence,  tho'  ii>on,  by  fteps  fo  flow ; 
I«0Qg  at  her  couch  Death  took  Ids  patient  ftand. 

And  menaced  oft,  and  oft  witheld  the  blow  \ 
7o  give  Refledion  time,  with  lenient  art. 

Each  ibnd  delafion.from  her  ibul  to  fteal  ^ 
Teach  her  from  Folly  peaceably  to  part,      .  :  . 

Attd^'wea»  ha  from  a  world  flie  lov/d  id.weH; :   . 

5ay, 


»V,  are  yeJip^  ik  mwx  4^all.?j^cnd^,,.,,.  . .  ^ ,    ^^,, ^,;  .3^3 

-  To  you  fo  )pn(a  ipa|i>    Ala^,  y»fig?*];i     ;»    /v  f  :iiT 

Malte  tken,  wUk  yeif  ^e  nugr*  your.  Go4  j^ojiyr  frk^d^r  ^.^.c^ 

And  learn  ^th  eqoal.  eafe  to  ikep  or  4ie  1  .  ^  o 

^«r tk}nk tke Mofi^  wljwjfe ibbpr Tofeeye Iieaf^^^     t; 7£r,r 

Contra&s  with  Ugotr&OiHai  J^ar  ^li^  i^jnff%  '. 
paib  round  Religion's  ori^  t)|e  inife  of  £^  -..rj^ 

Or  fhadet  with  homcs^  what  with  iqaki  Spuli^Ifliw^ 
No ;  ihe  would  warm  you  with  feaphick  £re,        ^  .    -    .  ^«: 

Hdrs  as.  ye  ore  of  heav*n's  'e:ternal  day  ; 
Would  bid  you  boldly  to  ihsA  hcav'n  afpixc,  r} 

Not  fink  and  ibimber  ii|  y<mr  cells  ^^day, 
:^Sjiow,  ye  were  fbnnM  to  range  yon  azure  ^eU, 

In  yon  etkerial  founts  of  Uifs  to  lave  ^ 
Force  then»  fecure  in  Faith's  proteSing;Ai^ld«      .  -}^' 

The  fting  from  Death,  :the  via'ry  from  the  Qrave ! 
Js  this  the  bigot's  fast  ?    Aw^y,  ye  Vidn, 

Your  hopes^  your  fisan  in  dou)>t,  in  dulneCs  (teep  t  .     . 
Go  foothe  your  fouls  in  ficknefs,  gnkf,  or  pain,  • .?; 

With  the  fad  iblace  of  eternal  ile^!    . 
yet  will  I  praife  you,  triflers  as  ye  are. 

More  than  tkofe  preachers  of.  your  fay'cite  .6rei4>  - 
Who  proudly  fw^  the  hraaen  throat  of  war,  .  -  -;>  ^ 

Who  form  the  phalanx*  Ind  the  battle  bleed  ;  , 
Nor  wifli  for  more :  who  €on4tter,  but  to  die*  .    ^ : n,^ 

Hear,  Folly,  hear  I.  a^d  triumph  in  the  tale ! 
Like  you  they  reaiba,  iiot  like  you  enjoy  ,  ,  ,>  v^T< 

The  breeze  of  blifs  that  ^  your  filken  ikil :  ^  -ry 

On  Pleafure's  glitfriajlg  ftream  y^  gaily,  ftecr .  . ,  u  T 

Your  little  cottrieeocddGbiiviDn'sflionefi.  ...  r 

They  dare  the-  ftorm,  and  vthro'^  ih'  inckln^ni  year^i    .  ",  aw^I 

Stem  the  rough  furgei,  and  branre  the  torretit's^roar.    A 
Is  it  ^  glory?  That  juft  Fate  denies:  nT 

Long  muft  the  warrior  >mouid4r  in  ^is  ihroiid,'      i   ' 
1^  from  her  trump  the  heav'n*breath'd  accents  Ti&d      *  ^ T 
'   That  lift  d^hevofinoiti^  fightinif  crowd  I  •     v«  t.  A 
'  /  .  Is 
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If  It  his  grafp  of  empire  to  extend  ?  ■  -  - 

To  curb  the  fury  of  infulting  foes  ? 
Ambition  J  ceafe;  the  idle  con  teft  end-: 

*Tis  but  a  kingdom  thou  canft  win  or  loffe. 
yVnd  why  mull:  murder'd  myriads  lofe  their  all  J 

(If  life  be  all ;)  why  Defolation  lour,    • 
With  famifti'd  frown,  on  this  affrighted  ball. 

That  thou  may*ft  flame  the  meteor  of  an  hour? 
G09  wifer  ye,  that  flutter  life  awiay. 

Crown  with  the  mantling  juice  the  goblet  high  ; 
Weave  the  light  dance,  with  feftive  freedom  gay. 

And  live  your  moment,  fince  tlienext  ye  die  ! 
Yet  know,  vain  fcepticks,  know,  th'  Almighty  mind. 

Who  breath'd  on  man  a  portion  of  his  fire. 
Bade  his  free  foul,  by  earth  nor  time  confin'd. 

To  heav'n,  to  immortality  afpire. 
Nor  fliall  the  pile  of  hope  his  mercy  rear*d. 

By  vain  philofophy  be  e*er  deflxoy'd  : 
Pternity,  by  all  or  wifli'd  or  fear'd. 

Shall  be,  by  all,  or  fufier'd  or  enjoy'd  ! 


Note,  In  a  book  of  French  vcrfcs,  Intitled,  Oewvres  du  Fbthjopbe  dejanx 
SoMci,  and  lately  reprinted  at  Berlin  by  authority,  under  the  title  of  Poejes 
pit/erf eSf  may  be  found  an  EpifUe  to  Marfhal  Keith,  written.  prOfeffinlly 
againft  the  immortality  of  the  foul*  By  way  of  fpecimen  of  the  wholejr  take 
the  following  lines* 

De  I'avenir,  cher  Keith,  jugeons  par  le  paflfl : 
Oomme  avant  que  je  fufTe  ii  n*avoit  point  penfe ; 
iDe  naeme,  apre§  ma  mort,  quand  toiltes  mes  parties 
Par  la  cdrruptjon  feront  aneanties, 
Par  un  n^eme  deftln  il  ne  penfera  plus  !  ** 

Non,  rien  n*eft  plus  certain,  foyons-en  conraincu* 

It  is  to  this  Epiftle,  that  the  latter  part  •f  the  Elegy  alludes. 


THE 
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THE        SEASONS. 

IN   ^OUR    PASTORALS. 

BY    MR.    BRERi:W66D. 


I.    SPRING. 

H EN,  approached  by  the  fair  dewy  fingers  of  Spring, 
. Swfslling  buds  Open  firft,  and  look  gay; 
:n  the  birds  on  the  boughs  by  their  mates  fit  and  fing. 
And  are  danc'd  by  the  breeze  on  each  fyray  : 


Wheif  gently  defcending,  the  rain  in  foft  fhowers. 

With  it's  moifture  refrefhes  the  ground ; 
And  the  'drops,  as  they  hang  on  the  plants  and  the  flowers. 

Like  rich  gems  beam  a  luflre  around  : 

When  the  wood-pigeons  fit  on  the  branches  and  coo ; 

And  the  cuckoo  proclaims  with  his  voice, 
Tkftt  Nature  marks  this  for  the  feafon  to  woo. 

And  for  all  that  can  love  to  rejoice : 

In  a  cottage  at  night  may  I  fpend  all  my  time. 

In  the  fields  and  the  meadows  all  day. 
With  a  maiden  whofi?  ^arms  are  as  yet  in  their  prjme. 

Young  as  April,  and  blooming  as  May  ! 

When  the  lark  with  fiirill  notes  fings  aloft  in  the  morn. 

May  my  faireft  and  I  fweetly  wake. 
View  the  far  diftant  hills,  which  the  fun-beams  adom^ 

Then  arife,  and  our  cottage  forfake. 


When 
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When  the  fuh  fhines  fb  warm,  that  my  charmer  and  I 

May  recline  on  the  turf  without  fear. 
Let  us  there  all  vain  thoughts  and  ambition  defy^ 

While  we  breathe  the  firil  fwects  of  the  year- 
Be  this  fpot  on  a  hill,  and  a  fpring  from  it's  iide 

Bubble  out,  and  tranfparently  flow. 
Creep  gently  along  in  meanders,  and  glide 

Thro'  the  vale  flrew'd  with  dsufies  below. 

While  the  bee  flies  from  bloflbm  to  bloflbm,  andfip^t 
And  the  violets  their  fweetnef^  impart^ 

Let  me  hang  on  her  neck,  and  fo  tafte  horn  her  lipi 
The  rich  cordial  that  thrills  to  the  hearts 

While  the  dove  fits  lamenting  t&e  lofi  of  it's  mat»^ 

Which  the  fowler  has  cau^t  in  his  fiiares^ 
May  we  think  ourfelves  bleft'd  that  it  is  aot  car  hte 
V  To  endure  fuch  an  abfence  as  theirs.. 


May  I  liften  to  all  her  foft,  tender,  fwcct  notes^ 

When  Ihe  iings,  and  no  (bunds  interfere. 
But  the  warbling  of  birds,  which  in  ^retching  their  dufXMlCi 

Are  at  ftrife  to  be  louder  than  her* 

When  the  daiiies,  and  cowflips,  and  pnmrofts  blow* 

And  chequer  the  meads  and  the  la^vns. 
May  ^e  fee  bounding  there  the  fwi^t  Hght- footed  doe. 

And  purfue  with  our  eye  the  yotmg  &w^s. 

When  the  lapwings,  juft  fledgM*  o'er  the  turf  ukc  their  hm 

And  the  firftlings  are.  all  at  their  play. 
And  the  harmleis  young  lambs  (kip  i^bout  in  the  fuh. 

Let  us  tlien  be  as  frolick  as  they* 
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When  Irtidlc  of  my  love,  fhould  I  chance  to  efpy 

That  fhe  feems  to  mifb-uft  what  I  fay. 
By  a  tear  that  is  ready  to  fall  from  her  eye; 

With  n^y  lips  let  xAc  Wipt  it  away; 

If  we  fit^  8r  We  walk^  may  I  cad  iround  hky  cyts. 

And  let  no  iingle  beauty  efcape ; 
But  fee  none  to  create  fo  much  love  and  furprize> 

As  her  ^y^s,  and  her  face,  and  her  ihape; 

Thus  each  day.  let  tis  pifs,  till  Ihe  biids  turn  to  leaves^ 

And  the  meadows  iuround  iis  are  mown  ; 
When  tliekfa  on  the  fweet-fme^ing  haycock  receivei 

What  ihe  afterwards  Uuihes  to  o^ffu 

When  evenings  jg^row  cop],  aild  the  flow'rs  hang  theu:  head^ 

With  Uie  dew^  thj^n  ff0  longer  w^'ll.roam ; 
With  my^trm  xound  her,waift*  in. a  path  thro*  the  meads. 

Let  AS  hafien  to  find  ^nr  way  home; 

When  the  birds  are^a.t  )roo4»  wi^^l^  heads  in  their  wings^ 

Each  one  by  the  fide  of  it*^  mate; 
'Wbena  mift  tjiatarifes,  a  drowfinefs  brings 

Upon  all  but  the  owl  and  the  bat : 

Whor  icjft  reft  is  required,  Ind  the  ftars  lehd  their  Ughti 

And  all  nature  lies  ^uiiit  aiid  (till ) 
When  no  ibimd  breaks  the  facred  repofe  of  the  night,        . 

But,  at  diitance,  9ie  clack  6f  a  mili : 

With,  peace  (or  our  pillow^  and  free  ftom  all  noife. 

So  that  voices  in  whiipefs  are  known  ; 
Let  us  give  and  receive  all  the  nameleis  fbft  joys 

That  are  miis'd  on  by  loner's  alcJnc*   '    ' 

Dd  '$UM- 
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"VTTHB  R  E  the  light  cannot  picjrce,  \a  a  grove  oyf  taH  tfeer^ 
^^      With  my  fair-one  as  blooming  as  May, 
UndidurbM  by  aU  ibundj  but  the  fighs  of  the  breeze. 
Let  me  pafs  the  hot  nobiv  of  the  day« 

When  the  fun,  le&  ^ttesife^  to  the  well  ward  iadioes^ 

For  the  meadows  the  groves  we'll  forfake. 
And  fee  the  rays  danoe  as  inverted  he  fhines^ 

On  the  face  of  fon^  river  or  lake ; 

where  my  faireft  and  I^  pn  it,'9  yergc  as  wo  paftt, 

(For  'tis  (he  that  mnft  ftill  be  my  theme) 
Our  two  ihadows  may  view  on  the  watei^y  gla&. 

While  the  fifh  axe  at*  play  in  the  ftreanfc 

May  the  herds  ceafe  to  low^  and  the  lambkioi  UhUffa^^  . .  . 

When  ihe  fings  me  fome  amorous  flrain  ; 
All  be  filent»  auid  hisih'd'^  onIef»  epho  repeat 

The  kind  words  and  fweet  ibunds  bade  again^ 

And  when  we  return  to  oiir  cottage  at  fiighl^ 

Hand  in  hand  as  we  fauntering  ftray. 
Let  the  iisMn^s Stiver  beams  thro*  the  leaver,  g|?er  \m  IqsNv. 

J  oft  dire£t  as,  and  cheqjoer  our  way. 

Let  the  nightingale  warble  it^s  notes  in  our  walk^ 

As  thus  gently  and  ilowly  we  move; 
And  let  no  iingte  thought  be  etpcefsM  lii  oiir<^  talk^ 

Bat  of  friendihip  impror'd' into. love. 

Thus  enchaiited'each  day  vnih  thefe  mral  delights,. 

And  fecure  from  ambition's  alarms. 
Soft  love  itS.  repofe  fhall  divide^aH^ur  nights,  . 

And  each  mcmiing  fhall  rife  with  new  chiums. 
"'"'  ^  in.  AU- 
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np  H  p^  the  feafons  muft  alter,  ah !  yet  let  me  find;-  - /-- 
■*•■*      What  all  mi^ft  a^nfefs  tt)  be  rare, 
A  female  flill  chearful,  and  faithful  and  kind,  . . 

The  bfeffings  of  Autiimn  to  ihare. 

I^et  one  'fide  of  our  cottage,  a  flourifldng  i-inc 

Overiprcad  witl^  it's  branches  and  fhade  ; 
Whofe  clufters  appear  more  tranfparent  and  fine, 

Aiit's  leaves  are  beginning  to  £ide. 

lyhen  the  firuit  makes  the  branches  bend  down  with  it^s  l^ad^ 

In  our  orchard  furrounddd  with  pales  ; 
Jn  a  bed  of  clean  ftraw  let  our  apples  be  ftow'd, 
-For  a  tart  riiat  ui  winter  regales.  ,    - 

^hcn  the  vapovrrs  diat  rife  from  tlic  earth  in  the  jnom 

Seem  to  hang  on  it's  fiurface  libe  ftsioke. 
Till  difpers'd  by  the  fun  that  gilds  over  jhe  corn. 

Within  doors  k«  lis  prattle  and  j[ctke. 

B9t  when  we  f^  dear  all  the  kum  of  the  team. 

And  at  work  in  the  fields  flfr  all  hands, 
Some  in  reaping  the  wheat,  others  binding  the  ihcaves, 

Let  us  carelefslf  ftroll  o'er  the  kmds. 

How  pleafing  the  fight  of  the  toiling  ihjsy  msikt. 

To  collejft  what  kind  Nature  has  fy^t  ! 
Heaven  grant  we  may  not  of  their  labour  partake ; 

But,  o^ !  give  i»  their  happy  content.  • 

And  fpmetime^  on  a  bank,  und<^r  fliade,  by  a  brook« 

Let  us  filently  fit  at  our  c^fe. 
And  there  gaze  on  the  fbeam^  ti}l  the  fifh  ox\  the.  hook 

Struggles  hard  to  procure  it'd(  releafe*  , 
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And  now,  when  the  hofbandman  fings  harveft-home; 

And  the  corn's  all  got  into  the  hoafe  ; 
When  the  long  wi(h*d-for  time  of  their  mectuig  is  cotncu 

To  frolick,  and  feaft,  and  caroviie  : 

When  the  leaves  from  the  trees  ai:e  begun  to  be  (bed. 

And  are  leaving  the  branches  all  bare. 
Either  ftrcw'4  at  the  roots,  fhrivell'd,  wither'di  and  d^adj  ^ 

Or  elfe  blown  to  and  fro  in  the  air : 

When  the  ways  are  fo  miry,  tha^  bpgs  tl^ey  mi^ht  feenij^ 

And  the  axle-tree's  ready  to  break, 
^hile  tl\e  waggoner  whilUes  in  ftopj>ing  his  team. 

And  then  claps  the  poor  jades  on  the  neck  i 

Ih  the  morning  let's  follow  the  cry  of  the  hpunds^ 

Or  the  fearful  young  covey  befet ; 
Which  tho'  ikulking  in  ftubble  and  weeds  on  the  grpijixids^ 

Are  becoming  a  prey  to  the;  net, 

(•et's  enjoy  all  the  pleafure  retirement  aiFord^, 

Still  amus'd  with  thcfe  innocent  fj)orts. 
Nor  once  e^ivy  the  pomp  of  fine  ladies  arid  lords^ 

With  their  grai^d  entertainments  in  courts. 

In  the  cv'ning,  when  lovers  are  leaning  on  ftylesj 

Deep  engag'd  in  fome  amorous  chat. 
And  'tis  vefy  well  known  by  his  grin  and  her  fmilcs^-    . 

What  they  both  h^ve  a  mind  to  be  at ; 

To  our  dwelling,  tho'  homely,  well-pleas'd  to  repair^     - 

Let  oar  mutual  endearments  revive  ; 
And  let  no  £ngle  adlion  or  look  but  declare. 

How  contented  and  happy  we  live. 


Should 
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Should  ideas  arife  that  may  ruffle  the  fouU      ^  ^ 

Let  foft  mufick  the  phantoms  remove ;  '     - 

for  'ti3  harmony  only  has  force  to  controul. 
And  unite  all  the  paeons  in  love. 

With  her  fyes  but  half  open,  her  cap  all  awry. 

When  the  lafs  is  preparing  for  bed, 
And  the  flcepy  dull  clown,  who  fits  nodding  juft  by^ 

Sometimes  roufes  and  fcratches  his  head : 

Jn  the  night  when  'tis  cloudy,  and  rdny,  and  dark. 

And  the  labourers  ihore  as  they  lie, 
^ot  a  noifr  to  diflurb  us,  unlefs  a  dog  bark 

In  the  farm,  or  the  village  hard  by :  ' 

^t  th9  time  of  fweet  reft»  and  of  quiet  like  this. 

Ere  our  eyes  are  clos'd  up  in  their  lids, 
^et  us  welcome  the  feafon,  and  tafle  of  that  blift 

Which  the  fun-fliine  and  day-light  forbids  ! 


IV.     WINTER. 

Tnrr  H E N  the  trees  are  all  bare,  not  a  leaf  to  be  fccn. 

And  the  meadows  their  beauty  have  loft  j  . 
When  Nature's  difrob'd  of  her  mantle  of  green. 
And  the  ftr^ams  arc  faft  bound  with  the  ftoft  : 

While  the  peaf^gmt^inadive  ftands  fhivering  with  cold. 
As  bleak  the  winds  northernly  blow  ;  -  ^ 

And  the  im^ocent  flocks  run  for  warmth  to  the  fold. 
With  their  fleeces  befprinkled  with  fnow  ; 

Jn  the  yard,  when  the  cattle  are  fodder'd  with  ftraw,  t 

And  they  fend  forth  their  breath  in  a  fleam  ; 
^nd  the  neat-looking'  daiiy-maid  fees  fhe  mail:  tha#  " 

Flakes  of  ice  that  (he  finds  in  the  cream : 

'  '  When 
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'^en  the  fweet  c6untry«maiden,  as  frefli  as  a  roie. 

As  (he  care^fsly  trips  often  flides^ 
And  the  rufticks  laugh  loud^  if  by  hUing  (bfi  fkofm 

All  the  charms  t^t  her  moioS^  hides ; 

yfhtn  the  lads  aqd  the  laiTes  for  companiy  joiii'd* 
In  a  crowd  round  the  embers  are  met^ 

Talk  of  Buries  and  witches  that  ride  on  ^tit  Hfil^d. 
And  of  ghofb,  till  they^re  ail  in  a  fweat : 

Heav'n  grant,  in  this  iSbafonj,  it  may  be  my  lot. 
With  the  nymph  wliom  I  iove  and  admire  ; 

yndlc  the  icicle^  hang  from  the  eaves  of  my  cot^ 
I  may  thither  in  iafety  retire  1 

'V^here  in  neatneis  and  q^et— -and  free  from  furprize^ 
We  may  live,  apd  no  lordfhips  endure  ; 

Nor  feel  any  turbulent  ^fllens  arife^ 
But  fnch  as  each  other,  may  cure  I 


VERSES 

ADDRESSED  TO  A  YOUNG  LADT« 
BY  MR.  J^  MACAULAY. 

IN  vain,  dear  Flaviila»  in  vain  itill  you  try, 
Inconftant,  each  fepumq^  art,: 
Thofe  flott'ring  delufions  may  catch  the  foo^d  eye> 
But  they  ne'er  will  entangk  due  heart. 

The  fetters  too  flender  d&6Aon  to  bind» 

Our  reaibn  wSl  break  with  diidain : 
The  heart  that  to  beauty  it^s  freedom  refign^'d. 

From  caprice  fitaU  receive  it  again« 
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While  down  the  light  daace>  in  Pleafure'i  gay  courts 

I^antaftick  you  trip  it  along ; 
The  faireft  a11ow*d,  where  the  fair  on^  refort^ 

The  gayeft  of  all  the  gay  throng ; 

O  why  in  that  face^  where  each  beau^  b  leeif^ 

Should  Folly  her  ilandard  difplay  f  ' 

Oi^  wild  AfFedation  disfigure  that  mieii. 
Where  the  Graces  confpicuoufly  play  ? 

Ah,  no !  to  your  greater  perfedions  be  juft  ; 

By  thefe  you  may  charm  at  your  will : 
To  youth,  wit,  and  beauty,  your  conqttefts  entrul^ 

Which  levity  only  can  kill. 

For  pleafure  in  vain  Ae  ineonfhiit  may  rovt 

Thro'  all  the  wide  regions  of  art : 
Their  happinefs  only  can  permanent  prove, 

Whofe  tranfports  arife  from  the  heart* 


RETIREMENT^ 

A  K      O  D  £•  ' 

BY    DR.     BEATTIE. 

t. 

SHOOK  from  the  purple  wing^  of  evto 
When  dews  impearl  the  grove. 
And  from  the  dark*ning  verge  of  heaven 

Beams  the  fwect  ftar  of  Love  ;  »   .  : 

Laid  on  a  daify-fprinkled  green^ 

Befide  a  plaintive  ftream, 
A  meek-ey'd  youth  of  ferious  mica 
Indulged  this  folemji  theme. 
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*  Yc  cliffs^  in  hoary  grandeur  pil'd 

*  High  o'er  the  gHmmering  dale  ! 

*  Yc  groves,  along  whofc  windings  wild 

*  Soft  fighs  the  fadd'ning  gale  1 

*  Where  oft  lone  Melancholy  ftrays, 

*  By  wilder'd  Fancy  fway'd, 

*  What  time  the  wan  moon's  yellow  rays 

*  Gleam  thro'  the  cheqaer'd  ihade  ! 

*  To  you,  ye  waftes,  whofe  artlefs  charms 

*  Ne'er  drew  Ambition's  eye, 

*  'Scap'd  a  tumultuous  world's  alarms^ 

*  To  jour  retreats  I  fly  : 

*  Deep  in  your  moft  fequefter'd  bower^ 

*  Let  me  my  woes  reiign  ; 

*  Where  Solitude,  mild  modcft  power, 
^  Leans  on  her  ivy'd  fhrine. 

*  How  fhall  I  woo  thee,  matchlefs  fair, 

*  Thy  heavenly  fmile  how  win  ! 

*  Thy  finile,  that  fmoothes  the  brow  of  Caref^ 

*  And  ftills  each  ftorm  within  ! 

*  O  wilt  thou  to  thy  favourite  grove 

*  Thine  ardent  votary  bring, 

'  And  bleis  his  hours,  and  bid  them  move' 

*  Serene  on  filent  wing ! 


•  6ft  let  Remembrance  foothe  his  mind 

*  With  dreams  of  former  days. 
When  foft  on  Leifure*s  lap  reclm'd, 

*  He  caroU'd  fpfigKtly  lays  : 

•  Blefs'd  days  !  when  Fancy  fmil'd  at  Cafe; 
'  When  Pleafure  tpy'd  with  Truth, 

•  Nor  Envy,  with  malignant  glare, 

*  Had  harm'd  his  iimple  youth. 


* 
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*  *Twas  then,  O  Solitude!  to  tliec 

*  His  early  vows  were  paid, 

*  Prom  heart  fincere,  and  warm,  and  free, 

*  Devoted  to  the  fhadc. 

'  Ah !  why  did  Fate  his  fteps  decoy 

^  In  thorny  paths  to  roam, 
'  Remote  from  all  congenial  joy  ! 

'  O  take  thy  wanderer  home ! 

*  Henceforth  thy  awful  haunts  be  mine  ! 
^  The  long  abandon'd  hill ; 

*  The  hollow  cliff,  whoic  waving  pine 

*  O'erhangs'tKe  darkfome  rill ; 

*  Whence  the  fcar'd  owl,  on  pinions  grey, 
'  Breaks  from  the  ruilling  boughs, 

*  And  down  the  lone  vale  fails  awi^ 

'  To  (hades  of  deep  repofe.  . 

'  O  while  to  thee  the  woodland  pours 
'  It'i  wildly  warbling  (bng, 

*  And  fragrant  from  the  wafte  of  flowers 

*  The  Zephyr  breathes  along ; 

*  Let  no  rude  found  invade  from  far, 
« .No  vagrant  foot  be  nigh, 

*  No  ray  from  Grandeur's  gilded  car 
«  Flaih  on  the  ftartled  eye ! 

'  Yet  if  foBie  p^grim,  'mid  the  gkde, 
'  Thy  hallow'd  bowers  explore, 

*  O  guard  from  harm  his  hoary  headf, 
«  And  liften  to  his  lore ! 

*  For  he  of  joys  divine  ihall  tell, 
«  That  wetn  from  earthly  woe, 

'  And  triuHi^  o^er  the  mighty  ipell 

*  That  chains  this  heart  below. 

9  a  «  For 
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'  For  me  no  more  the  path  invites 

*  Ambition  loves  to  tread  ; 

'  No  more  I  climb  diofe  toilfome  heights^ 

'  By  guileful  Hope  mifled : 
'  Leaps  my  fond  flutt'ring  heart  no  more 

*  To  Mirth's  enlivening  ftraiif ; 
*  For  prefent  pleafure  foon  is  o'er> 

*  And  all  the  paft  is  vain '/ 


AMYNTOR    AND    THEODORA; 

OR,    THEHERMIT. 

IN    THREE    CANTOS. 
ADDRESSED    TO   THE    SAIL    Of    CMSITBRr IKLD* 

TO    MRS.    MALLET. 

np  H  O  U  faithful'  partner  of  a  heart  thy  own, 

Whofe  pain  or  pleafure  fprings  from  thine  alone ; 
Thou,  true  as  honour,  as  compaflion  kind. 
That  in  fweet  union  harmonize  thy  mind ; 
Here,  while  thy  eyes  for  fad  Amyntor^s  woe. 
And  Theodora's  wreck,  with  tears  overflow, 
O  may  thy  friend's  warm  wifh,  to  Heav'n  preferr*d 
For  thee,  for  him  fay  gracious  Ht»v'n  be  heacdt 
So  her  fur  hour  of  fortune  /hall  be  thine 
Unmix'd,  and  all  Amyntor's  fondnefs  mine : 
So  thro'  long  vernal  life,  with  blended  ray. 
Shall  Love  light  up,  and  Friendfhip  cloie  our  day; 
Till  fummon'd  late  this  lower  heav'n  to  leave. 
One  iigh  ihall  end  us,  and  one  earth  receive  I 

CANTO     I. 

FA  R  in  the  wat'ry  wafte,  where  his  broad  wave 
From  world  to  woiild  the  vaft  Atlantick  rolls 
On  from  the  piny  ihores  of  Labrador 
To  firozen  Thule  eaft^  her  airy  height 

,  -  Alofk 
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Aloft  to  heav'n  remotefl  Kilda  lifts^  5 

\  Laft  of  the  fea-girt  Hebrides^  th^t  guard. 
In  filial  train,  Britannia's  parent  coafl. 
Thrice  happy  land  !  tho'  freezing  on  the  verge 
Of  Araick  fides,  yet  blamelefs  ftill  of  arts 
That  polilh  to  deprave  each  ibfter  clime,  10 

With  fimple  nature,  fimple  virtue,  blefs'd  ! 
Beyond  Ambition's  walk,  where  never  War 
Uprear'd  his  fanguine  ftandard,  nor  unflieathM* 
For  lyealth  or  pow'r,  the  defolating  fword ; 
Where  Luxury,  foft  Syren,  who  around  15 

To  thouiand 'nations  deals  her  nedarM  cup 
Of  pleafing  bane,  that  foothes  at  once  and  kills. 
Is  yet  a  name  unkfiown  ;  but  calm  content. 
That  lives  to  reafon,  ancient  ^th,  that  binds 
The  plain  community  of  guilelefs  hearts  20 

In  love  and  union,  innocence  of  ill, 
Thdr  guardian  genius ;  thefe  the  pow'rs  that  rule 
This  little  world,  to  all  it's  fons  fecure, 
Man's  happieft  life ;  the  foul  ferene  and  ibund 
From  paffion's  rage,  the  body  from  difeafe,  25 

Red  on  each  cheek  behold  the  rofe  of  healthy 
Firm  in  each  finew  Vigour's  pliant  fpring. 
By  temp'rance  brac'd  to  peril  and  to  pain. 
Amid  the  floods  they  flem,  or  on  the  fteep 
Of  upright  rocks  their  ftraining  fteps  furmount,  30 

For  food  or  paftime  ;  thefe  light  up  their  mom. 
And  clofe  their  eve  in  flumber  fweetly  deep. 
Beneath  the  north,  within  the  circling  fwdl 
Of  ocean's  raging  found ;  but  lafl  and  befl. 
What  Av'rice,  what  Ambition;  ihall  not  know,  35 

True  Liberty  is  theirs,  the  hcav'n-fcnt  guefl. 
Who  in  the  cave,  or  on  th*  uncultar'd  wild. 
With  Indq>endence  dwells  and  peace  of  mind. 
In  youth,  in  age,  their  fun  that  never  fets. 
Daughter  of  Heav'n  and  Nature,  deign  thy  aid^  40 

E  e  2  Spontaneous 
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Spontaneous  Mufe  !  O^  whether  from  the  dtplji 

Of  ev'ning  forefl,  brown  with  broadeft  fhzio. 

Or  from  the  brow  fublime  of  venial  Alp 

As  morning  dawns,  or  from  the  vale  at  aoon> 

By  fome  foft  dream  that  Aides  with  liquid  foot  45 

Thro'  bow'ry  groves,  where  Infpiration  iita 

And  liftens  to  thy  k>re»  aafpidous  come  ! 

O'er  thefe  wild  waves,  o'er  this  unharboor'd  ihore. 

Thy  wing  high-hovering  fpread,  and  to  the  gale^ 

The  Boreal  fpirit  breathing  lib'ral  roond  p 

From  echoing  hill  to  hill,  the  lyre  attune 

With  anfw'ring  cadence  free,  as  beft  befeeou 

The  tragick  theme  my  plaintive  verfe  unfolds. 
Here  good  Aurelius— -and  a  fcene  more  wild 

The  world  around,  or  deeper  iblitude,  ^j 

Affliflion  could  not  find— -Aurelius  here, 

(By  fate  unequal  and  the  crime  of  war 

Expell'd  his  native  home,  the  facred  vale 

That  faw  him  blefs'd,  now  wretched  and  unkaofWA  \)f 

Wore  out  the  flow  remains  of  fetting  life  ie 

In  bittemefs  of  thought ;  and  with  the  furge. 

And  with  the  founding  ftorm^  his  murmur'd  moan 

Would  often  mix — Oft  as  remembrance  fad 

^'h'  unhappy  paft  recall'd,  a  faithful  wife. 

Whom  love  firft  chofe,  whom  reaibn  long  endear'd»  6$ 

His  foul's  comp»uoa  and  his  ibfter  friend. 

With  one  fair  daughter,  in  her  rofy  prime^ 

Her  dawn  of  op'ning  charms,  defencelefs  left 

Within  a  tyrant's  grafp  !  his  foe  profefs'd^ 

By  civil  madnefs,  by  intemp 'rate  zeal  ^d 

For  difF'ring  rites,  imbitter'd  into  hate 

And  cruelty  remorfelefs  1 — Thus  he  liv'd. 

If  this  was  life  !  to  load  the  blaft  with  fighs. 

Hung  o'er  it's  edge,  to  fwell  the  flood  with  tears,  ^    .      ' 

At  midnight  hour ;   for  miduight  frequent  heard  75 

The  louely  mourner,  deiblate  of  heart. 

Pour 
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Pour  all  the  htifband^all  Uie  father  fbrth 

In  unavailing  anguifli,  ftretch'd  along 

The  naked  be^ch,  or  fliiv'ring  on  the  cliff. 

Smote  with  the  wint'ry  pole  in  bitter  ftona.  So 

Hail,  fnow,  and  ibow'r,  dark-drifHng  round  his  head  1 

Such  were  his  hours,  till  time,  die  wretch's  friend, ' 
Life's  great  physician,  ikill'd  alone  to  dofe, 
Whexe  forrow  long  has  wak^d,  the  weepmg  eye. 
And  from  the  brain,  with  baleful  Tapoors  black*  V5 

-Each  fuUen  fpedre  chafe,  his  balm  at  length. 
Lenient  of  pain,  thro*  every  fever'd  pulfe 
With  gentleft  hand  infus'd.     A  penfive  calm 
Afofe,  but  unaflur'd ;  as  after  winds 

Of  ruffling  wing  the  fea  fubfiding  flow  90 

,$till  trembles  from  the  ftorm.    Now  Reaiim  fixft 
Her  throne  refuming,  bid  Devotbn  rai6 
To  heav'n  his  eye,  and  thro'  the  turbid  mifts. 
By  fenie  dark^drawn  betweeai,  adoring  own, . 
Sole  arbiter  of  h%tg  one  Cauie  Saprene,  -  fi 

'AU-juft,  All-wife,  whp  bids  what  ftill  is  befl 
In  cloud  or  funihio^ ;  whofe  fevereft  hand 
Wounds  but  to  heal,  aad  chaftens  to  amend. 

Thus  in  his  bofom,  ev^ry  weak  excefs. 
The  rage  of  grief,  the  felloefs  of  revenge,  106 

To  healthful  meafure  tempered  and  reduc'd 
By  Virtue's  hand,  and  in  her  bright'ning  beam 
Each  error  cleared  away,  as  fen-born  fogs 
Before  th'  afcending  fun ;  thro'  faith  he  lives 
Beyond  Time's  bounded  continent,  the  walks  io( 

Of  Sin  and  Death  :  anticipating  heav'n 
In  pious  hope,  he  feems  already  there. 
Safe  on  her  facred  ihore ;  and  fees  beyond. 
In  radiant  view,  the  world  of  light  and  love. 
Where  Peace  delights  to  dwell ;  where  one  fair  morn  410 

Still  orient  fmiles,  and  one  diffufive  fpring. 
That  fears  no  florm,  and  (hall  uo  winter  know, 
-      :  Th*  im- 
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*  Th'  immortal  year  empurples.    If  a  figh 
Yet  murmurs  from  his  breaft>  Hie  for  the  pangs 
Thofe  deareft  names,  a  wife,  a  child,  muft  feel,                   "ii^ 
Still  fufF'ring  in  his  fote ;  'tis  for  a  foe. 
Who,  deaf  himfelf  to  mercy,  may  of  Heav*n 
That  mercy,  when  moft  wanted,  a(k  in  vain.  

The  fun,  now  ftation'd  with  the  lucid  Twins, 
O'er  ev'ry  ibuthern  clime  had  poor'd  profufe  lio 

The  rofy  year,  and  in  each  pleafing  hue 
That  greens  the  leaf,  or  thro'  the  blodbm  glows 
With  florid  light,  his  faired  month  array'd ; 
While  Zephyr,  while  the  filver-footed  dews. 
Her  foft  attendants,  wide  o'er  field  and  grove  125 

Freih  fpirit  breathe,  and  fhed  perfuming  balm  : 
Nor  here,  in  this  chill  region,  on  the  brow 
Of  winter's  wafte  dominion,  is  nnfelt 
.  The  ray  ethereal,  or  unhail'd  the  rife 

Of  her  mild  reign.    From  warbling  vale  and  hill,  130 

With  wild  thyme  flowering,  betony  and  balm. 
Blue  lavender,  and  carmel's  fyicy  root  *', 
Song,  fragrance,  health,  ambroiiate  eWry  breeze. 

But  high  above,  the  feafon  full  exerts 
It's  vemant  force  in  yonder  peopled  rocks,  ijr 

To  whofe  wild  folitude,  from  Worlds  unknown. 
The  birds  of  pafTage  tranfmigrating  come, 
Unnumber'd  colonies  of  foreign  wing, 
>At  Nature's  fummons,  their  aerial  ftate 

Annual  to  found,  and  in  bold  voyage  fleer  I4» 

0*er  this  wide  ocean,  thro*  yon  pathlefs  iky. 
One  certain  flight  to  one  appointed  fhore. 
By  Hcav'n's  diredive  fpirit  here  to  raife 
Their  temporary  realm,  and  form  fecure, 

•  The  root  of  thifi 'plant,  othcrwife  named  argatiHs  fyfvatlcus,  is  arb- 
matick,  and  by  the  natives  reckoned  cordial  to  the  ftomach.     See  M^r-  " 
tin'd  Weftcrn  Ifles  of  Scotland,  p.  189.  ,        ,      ' 

^i  Whew 
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Where  food  awaits  them  copious  from  the  wave,  145 

And  fhelter  from  the  rock,  their  nuptial  leagues  ; 
Each  tribe  apart,  and  all  on  talks  of  love, 
To  hatch  the  pregnant  egg,  to  rear  and  guard 
Their  helplefs  infants,  pioufly  intent. 

Led  by  the  day  abroad,  with  lonely  ftep,  150 

-  And  ruminating  iweet  and  bitter  thought, 
Aurdius,  from  the  we^rn  bay,  his  eye 
Now  rais'd  to  this  amuiive  fcene  in  air. 
With  wonder  marked  $  now  caft  with  level  ray 
Wide  o'er  the  moving  wildemefs  of  waves,  ij; 

From  pole  to  pole  thro'  boundlefs  fpace  diffiis'd. 
Magnificently  dreadful !  where  at  large 
Leviathan,  with  each  inferior  name 
Of  iea-bom  kinds,  ten  thoufand  thoufand  tribes. 
Finds  endlefs  range  for  pafture  and  for  fport.  160 

Jimxt^d  he  gazes,  and  adoring  owns 
The  Hand  Almighty,  who  it's  channell'd  bed 
Immeafurable  funk,  and  pour'd  abroad,  ^  ' 

Fenc'd  with  eternal  mounds  the  fluid  fphere. 
With  ev'ry  wind  to  waft  large  commerce  on,  ,        165 

Jdin  pole  to  pole,  confociate  fever'd  worlds. 
And  link  in  bonds  of  intercourfe  and  love 
Earth's  univerial  family.    Now  rofe 
Sweet  ev'ning's  folemn  hour ;  the  fun  dedin'd 
Hong  golden  o'er  this  nether  firmament,  170 

Whofe  broad  cerulean  mirror,  calmly  bright. 
Gave  back  his  beamy  viiage  to  the  iky 
With  fplendour  undiminifh'd,  and  each  cloud. 
White,  azure,  purple,  glowing  round  his  throne 
In  fiur  aerial  kmdfcape.    Here,  alone,  17^ 

On  earth's  remoteft  verge  Aurelius  breath'd 
The  healthfiil  gale,  and  felt  the  (miling  fcenf 
With  awe-mix'd  pleafure  mufing  as  he  hung 
In  filence  o'er  the  billows  huih'd  beneath ; 
Whea,  lo !.  a  found  amid  the  wave«wom  roaks,  tto 

Deaf. 
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I>eaf-murmiuing  rofe,  and  plaintive  roU'd  aton^ 

From  clifF  to  cavern,  as  the  breath  of  winds. 

At  twilight  hour,  remote  and  hoUow  heard 

Thro'  wintry  pines  high  waving  o'er  the  fteep 

Of  fky-crown*d  Apeninc  :  the  iea-pie  ceas'd  -4S5 

At  once  to  warble ;  fcreaming  from  his  neft 

The  fulmar  foar'd^  and  (hot  a  weilward  flight 

From  (hore  to  Tea  ;  on  came,  before  her  homr. 

Invading  Night,  and  hung  the  troubled  §kj 

With  fearful  blacknefs  round  *^  £ad  Ocean's  face  I9t 

A  curling  undulation  ftiiv*ry  fwept 

From  wave  to  wave  ;  and  now  impetuous  rofe 

Thick  cloud  and  ftorm,  and  ruin  on  his  wing. 

The  raging  South,  and  headlong  o'er  the  deep 

Fell  horrible,  with  broad  deicending  blaft*  "Ip; 

Aloft,  and  fafe  beneath  a  (heh'ring  cliff, 

Whofe  mofs-grown  fumiftit  on  the  diftaat  flooci 

Projeded  frowns,  Aurelius  ftood  appall'd. 

His  ilunn'd  ear  fmote  with  all  the  thaud'rsig  maili> 

His  eye  with  mountains  forging  to  the  itars>  too 

Commotion. infinite  !     Where  yon  laft  wave 

Blends  with  the  (ky  it's  foam,  a  Ihip  in  view 

Shoots  fudden  forth,  iteep-falling  from  the  cloildir. 

Yet  diftant  fcen  and  dim,  till  onward  borne 

Before  the  blaft,  each  growing  fail  expands,  -      '  ie$ 

Each  mail  afpires,  and  all  th'  advanckig  frame 

Bounds  on  his  eye  diftinft  :  with  (harpen'd  ken 

It's  courfc  he  watches,  and  in  a^ui  thought 

That  Pow'r  invokes  whofe  voice  the  wild  winds  hear^ 

Whofe  nod  the  furge  reveres,  to  look  from  heav*!!,  210 

And  fave  wlio  elfe  muft  perilh,  wretched  mttt. 

In  this  dark  hour,  amid  the  dread  abyfs> 

With  fears  amaz'd,  by  horrors  cempafs'd  ronad  F 

But,  O  I  ill-omen'd,  death-devoted  heads  I 


•  Sec  Martin's  V<^yaj€  co  St.  Kil^ta*  p»  58. 
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I^OT  Death  beftridcs  the  billow,  nor  your  own  11 J 

,    JJor  others  offered  vows  can  (lay  the  flight 

Of  inflant  Fate.    -And,  lo  1*  his  fecret  feat. 

Where  never  fun-beam  glimmer'd,  deep  amidft 

A  cavern's  jaws  voraginous  and  vail, 
'  The  flormy  Genius  of  the  deep  forfakes,  120 

And  o'er  the  waves,  that  roar  beneath  his  frown> 

'/Afcending  baleful,  bids  the  tempeil  fpread. 

Turbid  and  terrible  with  hail  and  rain. 

It's  blacked  pinion,  pour  it's  loud'ning  blafts 
" ,  In  whirlwind  forth,  and  from  their  lowed  depth  12$ 

,   Upturn  the  world  of  waters.     Round  and  round 

The  tortur'd  (hip,  at  his  imperious  call. 

Is  whecl'd  in  dizzy  whirl;  her  guiding  helm 

Breaks  (hort;'  her  mads  in  cradling  ruin  fall, 
;    And  each  rent  fail  flies  loofe  in  didant  air;  £30 

.    Now,  fearful  moment!  o'er  the  fouhd'ring  hull 

Half  ocean  heav'd,  in  one  broad  billowy  curve 

Steep  from:  the  clouds  with  horrid  (hade  impends-^ 

Ah !  fave  them,  Heav'n  I  it  burds  in  deluge  down 
,  .-With  boundlefs  undulation!  flipre  and  (ky  .235 

Rebellow  to  the  roar :  at  once  ingulph'd, 

VeiTel  and  crew  beneath  it's  torirent  fweep 

Are  funk,  to  rife  no  more!  .  Aurelius  wept$ 

The  tear  unbidden  dew'd  his  hoary  cheek : 
^  He  turn'd  his  dep ;  he  fled  the  fatal  fcene,  440 

.  And  brooding  in  fad  fi^ence  o'er  the  fight 
'  To  him  alpne  difclofs'd,  his  pounded  heart 

Pour'd  out  to  Heav'n  in  flghs :  *  Thy  will  be  done> 

•  Not  mine.  Supreme  Difpofcr.of  Events ! 

y  But  death  demands  a  tear,  and  man  mud  feel  £45 

'_  For  human  woes :  the  red  fubmiflion  checks** 
Not  didant  far>  where  this  receding  bay  * 

Looks  northward  on  the  p6ie>  a  rocky  arch 

*  ISet  Kf  artin^s  Voyage  to  St.  Kilda,  p*  30^ 

'    F  f  ]£xpand9 
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Expands  it's  fel^pob'd  concave ;  as  tke  gat» 

Ample,  and  broad,  and  pillar'd  mafly-proof,  i^t 

Of  fome  unfolding  temple :  on  it*s  height 

Is  heard  the  tread  of  daily-climbing  flocks^ 

That  o'er  the  green  roof  fpread,  their  firagrant  fixxl 

Untended  crop.     As  thro'  this  cavemM  path* 

InTolv'd  in  peniive  thought,  Aurelius  pafs'd,  155 

Struck  with  fad  edioei  fix>m  the  founding  iranll 

Remurmur'd  (hrill,  he  fbpp'd,  he  rais'd  his  headf. 

And  faw  th'  aflembled  natives  in  a  ring« 

With  wonder  and  with  pity  bending  o'er 

A  ihipwreck'd  man.    All  motionlefs  on  earth  ife 

He  lay :  the  living  luftre  from  his  eye. 

The  vermil  hue  extihguifh'd  from  his  cheek. 

And  in  their  plate,  on  each  chill  feature  fpread. 

The  ihadowy  cloud  and  ghaftlinefs  of  death 

With  pale  fuflufiott  fate.     So  looks  the  moon,  x6; 

So  faintly  wan,  thro'  hov'ring  miib  at  eve. 

Grey  autumn's  train.     Faft  from  his  hairs  diftilf  d 

The  briny  wave,  and  dofe  within  his  grafp 
^  Was  clench'd  a  broken  oar,  as  one  who  long 

Had  ftemm'd  the  flood  with  agonizix^g  breaft,  9j% 

And  ftmggled  fbvng  for  life.     Of  youthful  prime 

He  feem'd,  and  built  by  Nature's  nobleU  hand. 

Where  bold  proportion  and  ^here  foft'ning  grace    - 

Mix'd  in  each  limb,  and  harmoniz'd  his  frame. 
Anrelins  from  the  breathlefs  clay  his  eye  tiff 

To  Heav'n,  imploring,  rais'd ;  then,  for  he  knew 

That  life,  within  her  central  cell  retir'd. 
May  lurk  unieen,  diminifli'd  but  not  quenched, 
-  He  bid  tranfport  it  (peedy  thro*  the  vale 

To  his  poor  cell,  that  lonely  ftood  and  low,  jjfo 

Safe  from  the  north,  beneath  a  floping  hill ; 

An  antique  frame,  orbicular,  and  rais'd 

On  colttsms  rude;  it's  roof  with  rev'rend  mof^ 
Iaght«ibided  o'er ;  it's  front  in  ivy  hid, 

'  That 


M  Af  .W  m*^,i^SimdBm^  CTl^Ul  61 . 
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ThMt  matHing  crept  aloft.  With  pious  hand  ttf 

They  tomM,  the^  chafd  hia  frozen  limbsj  and  fiun'd 
The  rap'ry  air  with  a^oixudck  finells ; 
Then  drops  of  fov'rtiiQ  eSmcy^  drawn 
From  moontain  plants*  within  his  lq>s  infns'dL 
ISIow  irom  the  mortid  tiwce,  i^  men  from  dceamt  S90 

Of  direful  vifion,  fliQdd'ring  be  aw>kes,  . 

While  Ufe  to  icarce-felt  amotion  faintly  lifts 
JHSs  flatt'ring  palfe»  a^d  gr^v^l  o'er  his  ched^ 
llie  rofy  current  wins  it's  r^uent  way? 
Recchr'ring  to  new  pain*  his  tyts  he  tum'd  ayf 

Severe  on  heav'n*  on  the  furrounding  hills 
With  twilight  dim*  and  on  the  crowd  unknowni 
J>iflblv*d  in  tears  around*  then  closM  again* 
As  lathing  light  and  Ufe.     At  length*  in  ibmuh 
Broken  and  eager*  from  his  heaving  breaft  3«o 

Piftradipn  fpoke— <  Down*  down  with  ^ry  fail ! 
*  Mercy*  fweet  Heay'n !— Ha !  now  ^ole  ocean  fweept 
^  In  tempeft  o'er  our  heads — My  fours  laft  hope  ! 
.*  We  will  not  part^Help !  help  I  yon  wave*^  behoUtl 
«  That  fwells  betwixt*  ha»  bortie  her  from  vof  fight!  S^5 

.«  O  for  a  fmi  to  light  this  black  abyfs ! 
«  Gone— loft — ^for  ever  loft !'  He  ceas'd,    Amast 
And  trembling  on  the  pale  affiftants  fell ; 
Whom  now  with  greeting  and  the  words  of  peace 
Aurelius  bid  depart.    A  psmfe  enfu'd*  ]to 

Mute*  mournful*  folemn.    On  the  ftranger's  &oe 
.  Obiervant*  anxious*  hung  his  fix'd  regard  ; 
Watchful*  his  ear  each  murmur*  fev'iy  breatbf 
Attentive  feis'd ;  now  eager  to  begin 

Conibling  ipeech*  now  doubtful  to  invade  )f  f 

The  facred  filence  due  to  grief  fupreme; 
Then  thus  at  laft :  *  O*  from  defouring  feas 
^  By  miracle  efeap'dl  if*  with  thy  life* 
«  Thy  fenie*  TetumM*  can  yet  difcem  the  Hand« 
<  AU-wonderft|l»  Aatihro^  ym  ngmg  4^  *  3S0 

P  f  t  *  Vo« 
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*  Yon  whirling  weft  of  tcmpeft,  led  thee  fafe, 

*  That  Hand  divine  with  grateful  awe  confefs, 

*  With  proftrate  thanks  adore !     When  thou,  alas  ! 

*  Waft  number'd  with  the  dead,  and  clos'd  within 

*  Th'  unfathomM  gulph  ;  when  human  hope  was  fled,  325 
•  .  f  And  human  help  in  vain — th'  Almighty  Voice 

'  Then  bade  Deftruftion  fpare,  and  bade  the  deep 
f  Yield  up  it's  prey  ;  that  by  his  mercy  fav'd, 
-f  That  mercy,  thy  fair  life's  remaining  race, 

*  A  monument  of  wonder  as  of  love,  330 
f  May  juftify  to  all  the  fons  of  men, 

*  Thy  brethren,  ever  prefent  in  their  need! 
f  Such  praife  delights  him  moft — 

^   •  He  hears  me  not. 

*  Some  fecret  anguiih,  fome  tranfcendcnt  woe,  335 
.*  Sits  heavy  on  his  heart,  and  from  his  eyes, 

*  Thro'  the  clos'd  lids,  now  rolls  in  bitter  ftream  ! 
f  Yet  fpeak  thy  ibul,  affli^^ed  as  thou  art ! 

*  For  know,  by  mournful  privilege,  'tis  mine, 

*  Myfelf  moft  wretched,  and  in  forrow^s  way«  '         340 

*  Severely  train'd,  to  Ihare  in  ev'ry  pang 

*  The  wretched  feel,  to  foothe  the  fad  of  heart, 

*  To  number  tear  for  tear,  and  groan  for  groan, 

*  With  ev'ry  fon  and  daughter  of  diftrefs. 

*  Speak  then,  and  give  thy  lab -ring  bofom  vent :  345 
- '  r  '  My  pity  is,  my  friendftiip  ftiall  be,  thine, 

*  To  calm  thy  pain,  and  guide  thy  virtue  back, 

*  Thro'  reafon's  paths,  to  happinefs  and  heav'n  I* 
The  Hermit  thus :  and,  after  fome  fad  pauie 

Of  muiing  wonder,  thus  the  man  unknown.  350 

■    ".     *"  What  have  I  heard! — On  this  untravell'd  ihore, 

*  Nature's  laft  limit,  hemm'd  with  oceans  round 
f  Howling  and  harbourlefs,  beyond  all  faith 

*  A  comforter  to  find,  whofe  language  wears 

*  The  gsab  of  civil  life  ;  a  friend  whofe  breaft  355 
-  f  The  gracious  ilielt{ng9  ^'ftveet  fsity  tntove  i  >  >     • 

"^  ■"  *  -.  -  .  ^  Amaxe- 
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f  Amazement  all !  nty  grief  to  filence  chann'd, 

*  Is  loft  in  wonder.    But,  thou  good  unknown! 
f  If  wees  for  ever  wedded  to  defpair, 

*  That  wifti  no  cure,  are  thine,  behold  in  me  36a 
^  A  meet  companion :  one  whom  earth  and  Heav'a 

*  Combine  to  curfe  ;  whom  never  future  mom 

*  Shall  light'to  joy,  nor  evening  with  repofe 

v^  Defcending  fhade — O,  fon  of  this  wild  world! 

*  From  focial  converfe  tho'  for  ever  barr'd,  '     "  '^  3^5 

*  Tho'  chill'd  with  endlefs  winter  from  the  pole, 

*  Yet  warm*d  by  goodnefs,  fbrm'd  to  tender  fcnfe 

*  Of  human  woes  beyond  what  milder  climbs, 
f  By  fairer  funs  attemper'd,  courtly  boaft; 

*  O  fay,  did  e'er  thy  breaft,  in  youthful  life,  *  370 

*  Touch'd  by  a  beam  from  beauty  all-divine, 

*  Did  e'er  thy  bofom  her  fweet  influence  own,    - 

*  In  pleafmg  tumult  pour*d  thro'  ev'ry  vein, 

f  And  panting  at  the  heart,  when  firft  our  eye 

*  Receives  impreffion  ?  then,  as  paflion  grew,  '375 
f  Did  Heav'rt,  confenting  to  thy  wifh,  indulge 

5  That  blifs  no  wealth  can  bribe,  no  pow'r  beftow,    '  • 

*  That  blifs  of  angels,  love  by  love  repaid? 

f  Heart  ftreaming  full  to  heart  in  mutual  flow 

*  Of  faith  and  friendfhip,  tendernefs  and  truth  I—  380 
f  If  thefe  thy  fate  diftinguifh'd,  thou  wilt  then, 

*  My  joys  conceiving,  image  my  defpair, 

*  How  total !  how  extreme !  for  this,  ^11  this, 

'f  Late  my  fair* fortune,  wreck'd  oh  yonder  flood, 

*  Lies  loft  and  bury'd  there! — O,  awful  Heaven  !  385 
f  Who  to  the  wind  and  to  the  whelming  wave 

*  Her  blamelefs  head  devoted,  thou  alone 

f  Canft  tell  what  I  have  loft  !— O,  ill-ftarr'd  maid ! 
'  O,  moft  undone  Amyntor!' — Sighs  and  tears. 
And  heart-heav'd  groans,  at  this  his  voice  fupprefs'd  r    -    390 
The  reft  was  agony  and  dumb  defpair.  ^ 

Now  o'cf -their  heads  damp  tiight  her  ftormy  gloom 

Spread, 
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Spread*  ere  the  glimsn'ring  twilight  was  txpir'd*    . 
With  huge  and  heavy  hoiror  dofing  ronnd 
In  doubling  clouds  on  clouds.    The  moumfnl  fcene*  395 

The  moving  tale,  Aurelius  deeply  felt; 
And  thus  reply'd,  as  one  in  nature  ikill'd, 
'^th  foft-afienting  ibrrow  in  his  look, . 
.  And  words  to  foothe,  not  combat  hopeleft  love^ 

'  Amyntor !  by  that  HeaVn  who  fees  thy  tears,  400 

f  By  faith  and  Mendfhip's  fympathy  divine, 
^  Could  I  the  forrows  heal  I  more  than  fhare, 

*  This  bofom,  tmft  me,  (hould  from  thine  traDsfa*  ^' 
^  It's  fharpeft  grief«    Such  grief,  alas!  faowjuft! 

*  How  long  in  filent  angaiih  to  defcend,  405 
f  When  reafim  and  when  foadneis  o'er  tiie  tomb 

-  f  Atq  fellow-mourners !  He  who  can  refign, 

*  Has  never  lov'd;  and  wert  thdu  to  the  fen&, 
«  The  facied  feeling  of  a  lo(s  like  thine, 
^  Col^  and  i^fenfible,  thy  breaft  were  then  ^to 
f  No  manfion  for  humanity,  or  thought 

'  *  Of  noble  aim.    Their  dwelling  is  with  love 
f  And  tender  pity,  whoie  kind  tear  adorns 
'  The  clouded  cheek,  and  iandifies  the  foul 
?  They  foften,  not  fnbdue.     We  both  will  mix^  ^:f$ 

,  ^  For  her  thj  virtue  lovM,  thy  truth  laments, 
1  Our  focisdfighs;  and,  fiill  as  mom  unveih 
f  The  brightening  l^U,  or  ev'ning's  mifly  ihade 

*  It's  brow  obfcures,  her  gracefulnefs  of  fbrmi 

f  Her  mind  all  lovely,  each  ennobling  each,  J(i% 

f  Shall  be  our  frequent  theme  2  then  ihalt  thon  hear 
'  f  From  me,  in  fad  return*  a  tale  of  Woes 

*  Sp  terrible-^Amyntor,  thy  pain'd  heart* 
'  Aaiiid  it^s  own,  will  fliudder  at  the  ills 
!  That  mine  hais  bled  with  lr-«But,  behold !  the  dark  42$ 
^  And  drowfy  hour  fteals  faft  upon  our  talk : 

/  Here  break  we  olF;  and  dion*  fad  mourner !  try 
!  Thy  weary  ^mbs,  thy  won|^e4  mn^  to  bain 
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*  Vndi  timeljr  fleep :  each  gracioiis  wing  from  lietv'a« 

*  Of  diofe  that  miniAer  to  erring  man^  430 
:  Near-hov'ring,  kofli  thy  paffions  into  calm ; 

*  Serene  tiiy  flnmbers  with  prefented  fcenes 

*  Of  brighteft  vifion;  whiiper  to  thy  heart 

'  That  holy  peace  which  goodnefs  ever  fhares^ 

*  And  to  01  i>oth  be  fiiendly  as  we  need  t^  ^35 

C  A  N  T  O       II. 

*^r  O  W  midnight  rofb,  and  oVr  the  general  fcene. 

Air,  ocean,  earth,  drew  broad  her  blackeft  veil, 
l^apour  and  cloud*    Around  th'  unileeping  ifle 
Yet  kowPd  the  whirlwind,  yet  the  billow  groanM^ 
And  in  mixM  horror  to  Amyntor's  ear  -    ^  5 

Borne  thro'  the  gloom,  his  (hrinking  fenfe  app^l'd. 
Shook  by  each  blaft,  and  fwept  by  ev'ry  wave,  -    ^ 

JUgain  pale  mem'ry  labours  in  the  fbrm; 
Again  from  her  is  tom^hom  more  than  Uh  \,    ' 

His  fondnefs  lor'd.     And  now  another  ihow'r  10 

Of  forrow  o'er  the  dear  unhappy  maid 
Efftifive  ftream'd,  tHl  late,  thro'  ev'ry  powl* 
SrjfLe  foul  fubdu'd  funk  fad  to  flow  repofe  ; 
And  all  her  dark'ning  fcenes,  by  dim  degrees,  <   »:  ' 

Were  quench'd  in  total  night :  a  piaufe  from  pain  15 

Not  long  to  lafl;  ^for  Fancy,  oft  awake 
While  Reafon  fle^ps,  from  her  illufive  cell 
^(paird  up  wild  ihapes  of  viiionary  fear. 
Of  vifionaiy  blifs,  the  hour  of  reft 

To  mock  with  mimick  (hews.     And,  lo !  die  deeps  $0 

In  airy  tumult  (Well :  beneath  a  hill 
Amyntor  heaves  off  overwhelming  feas. 
Or  rides,  with  dizzy  dread,  from  cloud  to  cloud. 
The  billow's  back  i  anon,  the  (hadowy  world 
Shifts  to  fome  boundlefs  continent  unknown,  -    15 

Where  ibUtaiy^p'ertlii;^^^ 
•V  •  '  Dumb 


2j%  .BEAUTIES    Of    POETRy. 

Dumb  Silence  broods.     Thro' heaths  of  dreary  letigfh^ 

Slow  on  he  drags  his  llagg'ring  flpp  infirm    ^     ^ 

With  breathlefs  toil;  hears  torrent  floods  afar  '• 

Roar  thro'  the  wild;  and,  plimg'd  in  centrjil caveSji  ip 

Falls  headlong  many  a  fathom  into  night. 

Yet  there,  at  once,  in  all  her  living  charms,  » 

And  bright'niiig  with  their  glow  the  hrovm  abyfs, 

ftofe  Theodora.     Smiling,  in  her  eye 

Sate,  without  cloud,  the  foft-confenting  foul,  35 

That,  guilt  unknowing,  had  no  wilh  to  hide ; 

A  fpring  of  fudden  myrtles  flow'ring  round  •   •  .  ,   .. 

Their  walk  embower'd ;  while  nightingales  benc^th^  •        .     . 

Sung  fpoufals,  as  alo;ig  th'  enamell'd  turf 

They  feem'd  to  fly,  and  interchang'd  tlieir  foul^,  4© 

■   Melting  in  mutual  foftnefs.     Thrice  his  arms 

The  fair  encircled ;  thrice  ihe  fled  his  grafp^ 

And  fading  into  darknefs  mix'd  with  air— 

*  O,  turn!   O,  ftay  thy  flight  I'— fo  loud  Jie  cry*d,. 

Sleep  and  it's  train  of  humid  vapours  fled.  *    ^i 

He  groan'd,  he^gaz'd  around  ;  his  inward  fcnfe 

Yet  glowing  with  the  vifion's  vivid  beam. 

Still  on  his  eye  the  hov'ring  ihadow  blaz'd  ; 

Her  voice  ftill  murmur'd  in  his  tinkling  ear. 

Grateful  deception  !  till  returning  thought  5a 

left  broad  awake,  amid  th'  incumbent  lour       '• 

Of  mute  and  niournful  night,  again  he  felt 

His  grief  inflam'd  throb  frefli  in  ev'ry  vein. 

Tp  frenzy  flung,  upftarting  from  his  couch. 

The  vale,  the  fliore,  with  darkling  ftep  he  roam'd,  5  J 

Like  fome  drear  fpedlre  from  the  grave  unbound ; 

Then  fcaling  yonder  cliff,  prone  o'er  it's  brow 

He  hung,  in  a6t  to  plunge  amid  the  flood. 

Scarce  from  that  height  difcern'd.     Nor  Reafon's  voicc^ 

Nor  ow'd  fubmiffion  to  the  will  of  Heav'n,  60 

Reflrains  him ;  but  as  pafllon  whirls  his  thought. 

Fond  expe6tation^  that  perchance  efcap'd^ 
,  ' •' Tho' 
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TIio*  paffing  all  belief,  the  frailer  fldfF, 
To  which  himfelf  had  borne  th*  unhappy  fair. 
May  yet  be  fcen.     Around  o*er  fea  and  fhorc 
He  roird  his  ardent  eye,  but  nought  around 
On  land  or  wave  within  his  ken  appears. 
Nor  ikiff,  nor  floating  corfe,  on  which  to  fhed 
The  laft  fad  tear,  and  lay  the  covering  mold  ! 

And  now,  wide  open'd  by  the  wakeful  hours 
Heav'n's  orient  gate,  forth  on  her  progreis  comes 
Aurora  fmiling,  and  her  purple  lamp 
Lifts  high  o'er  earth  and  fea ;  while,  all  unveiTd, 
The  vaft  horizon  on  Amyntor's  eye 
Poors  full  it's  {cenes  of  wonder,  wildly  great. 
Magnificently  various.     From  this  fteep 
Diffused  tmmenfe,  in  rolling  profpedl  lay 
The  northern  deep  :  amidd,  from  fpace  to  fpace. 
Her  num'rotts  ifles,  rich  gems  of  Albion's  crown. 
As  flow  th'  aicending  mifb  difperfe  in  air. 
Shoot  gradual  from  her  bofom ;  and  beyond. 
Like  diftant  clouds  blue-floating  on  the  verge 
Of  ev'ning  ikies,  break  forth  the  dawning  hills. 
A.thoufand  landfcapes,  barren  fome  and  bare. 
Rock  pil'd  on  rock,  amazing,  up  to  heav'n. 
Of  horrid  grandeur  :  fome  with  founding  afli. 
Or  oak  broad  ftiadowing,  or  the  fpiry  growth 
Of  waving  pine  high-plum'd ;  and  all  beheld 
More  lovely  in  the  fun's  adorning  beam. 
Who  now,  fair  rifing  o'er  yon  eaftern  clifl^. 
The  vernal  verdure  tinfturcs  gay  with  gold. 

Meanwhile  Aurelius,  wak'd  from  fweet  repofe, 
Repofe  that  Temp'rance  fheds  in  timely  dews 
On  all  who  live- to  her,  his  mournful  gueft 
Came  forth  to  hail,  as  hofpitable  rites 
And  virtue's  rule  enjoin  ;  but  firfl  to  Him, 
Spring  of  all  charity,  who  gave  the  heart 
With  kindly  fenfe  to  glow,  his  matin  fong» 
Gg 
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Superior  duty,  thus  the  fage  addrefs'd : 

*  Fountain  of  light !  from  whom  yon  orient  fun  loo 

*  Firft  drew  his  fplendour  !  Source  of  life  and  love ! 

*  Whofe  fmile  now  wakes  o'er  earth's  rekindling  face 
«  The  boundlcfs  blufh  of  fpring  ;  O  Firft  and  Beft  ! 

*  Thy  eflence  tho'  from  human  fight  and  fearchj 

*  Thd'  from  the  climb  of  all  created  thought  105 
'  Ineffably  remov'd,  yet  man  himfelf, 

*  Thy  loweft  child  of  Reafon^  man  may  read 

*  Unbounded  pow'r,  intelligence  fupreme, 

*  The  Maker's  hand,  on  all  his  works  imprefs'd 

'  In  characters  coeval  with  the  fun,  1 10 

'  And  with  the  fun  to  laft ;  from  world  to  world, 

*  From  age  to  age,  in  ev'ry  clime,  difclos'd, 
'  Sole  revelation  thro*  all  time  the  fame. 

'  Hail,  univerfal  Goodnefs !  with  full  ftream 

*  For  ever  flowing  from  beneath  the  throne  115 
'  Thro'  earth,  air,  fea,  to  all  things  that  have  life  ; 

*  From  all  that  live  on  earth,  in  air  and  fea, 
'  The  great  community  of  Nature's  fons, 

*  To  thee,  firft  Father,  ceafelefs  praife  afcend ! 

*  And  in  the  rev'rcnt  hymn  my  grateful  voice  120 
'  Be  duly  heard,  among  thy  works  not  leaft, 

'  Nor  loweft,  with  intelligence  inform'd, 

*  To  know  thee,  and  adore  ;  with  free-will  crown'd, 
'  Where  Virtue  leads,  to  follow  and  be  blefs'd. 

'  O,  whether  by  thy  prime  decree  ordain'd  125 

'  To  days  of  future  life  ;  or  whether  now 

*  The  mortal  hour  is  inftant,  ftill  vouchfafe, 

'  Parent  and  friend,  to  ^uide  me  blamelefs  on 

*  Thro'  this  dark  fcene  of  error  and  of  ill, 

«  Thy  truth  to  light  me,  and  thy  peace  to  chear :  1 30 

*  All  elfc,  of  me  una&'d,  thy  will  fupreme  '     * 

*  Withold  or  grantj^  and  let  that  will  be  done.' 
.    .  This  from  the  foul  in  filence  breath'd  fincere. 

The  bill'9  fteep  $4^  with  firm  cji^ck  ftep 

He 
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He  lightly  fcaPd  ;-  fuch  health  the  frugal  board,       •  1.35 

The  morn's  frefh  breath  that  exercife  rcfpires 
In  mountain  walks,  and  confcience  free  from  blame. 
Our  life's  beft  cordial  can  thro*  age  prolong. 
There,  loft  in  thought,  and  felf-abandon'd,  lay 
The  man  unknown,  nor  heard  approach  his  hoft,  140 

Nor  rais'd  his  drooping  head.     Aurelius,  mov'd 
By  foft  compaffion,  which  the  favage  fcene. 
Shut  up  and  barr'd  amid  furrounding  feas 
Erom  human  commerce,  quicken'd  into  fenfe 
Of  iharper  forrow,  thus  apart  began.  145 

*  O  fight,  that  from  the  eye  of  Wealth  or  Pride,, 

*  E'en  in  their  hour  of  vaineft  thought,  might  draw 
'  A  feeling  tear  !  whom  yefterday  beheld 

*  By  love  and  fortune  crown'd,  of  all  poflefsM 

*  That  fancy,  tranc'd  in  faireft  vifion,  dreams  ;  'S® 

*  Now  loft  to  all,  each  hope  that  foftens  life, 

'  Eacli  blifs  that  chears  ;  there  on  the  damp  earth  (pread^ 
'  Beneath  a  heaven  unknown,  behold  him  now  ! 

*  And  let  the  gay,  the  fortunate,  the  great, 

*  The  proud,  be  taught  what  now  the  wretched  feel,  155 
'  The  happy  have  to  fear.     O  man  forlorn  ! 

'  Too  plain  I  read  thy  heart,  by  fondnefs  dra'wn 
'  To  this  fad  fcene,  to  fights  that  but  inflame 

*  It's  tender  anguifh !'— — 

*  Hear  tee,  Heav'n'  !  exclaim'd  160 
The  frantick  mourner.     *  Could  that  anguifh  rife 

'  To  madnefs  and  to  mortal  agony, 

*  I  yet  would  blefs  my  fate  ;  by  one  kind  pang, 

*  From  what  I  feel,  the  keener  pangs  of  thought 

*  For  ever  freed.     To  me  thp  fun  is  lofl ;       /  165 

*  To  me  the  future  flight  of  days  and  years 

'  Is  darknefs,  is  de(pair--«But  who  compldus, 

*  Forgets  that  he  can  die.     O,  fainted  maid  ! 

*  For  fuch  in  heav'n  thou  art,  if  from  th)^  feat 

'  Ofholyrefl:,  beyond  thefe  chaugefulflues,  /^"        '  170 

Gg  2  ^^    '  ''     ■  -•  "^''  If 
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•  •  If  names  on  earth  moft  facred  once  and  dear, 
'  A  lover  and  a  friend,  if  yet  the(e  names 

*  Can  wake  thy  piiy,  dart  one  guiding  ray 

*  To  light  me  where,  in  cave  or  creek,  aW  thrbtl^ 

*  Thy  lifelofs  limbs,  that  I — O  grief  fupreme  !  175 
'  O  fate  remorfclefs !  was  thy  lover  fav'd 

*  For  fuch  a  tafk ! — that  I  thofe  dear  remains, 

'  With  maiden  rites  adornM,  at  lall  may  lodge 
'  Beneath  the  hallow'd  vault,  and  weeping  there 

*  O'er  thy  cold  urn,  await  the  hour  to  clofc  180 

*  Thcfc  eyes  in  peace,  and  mix  this  doft  with  thine  !* 
*  Such,  and  fo  dire,*  reply'd  the  cordial  friend 

In  Pity's  look  and  language,  '  fuch,  alas  ! 

*  Were  late  my  thoughts :  whatever  the  human  heart 

*  Can  moft  affti^l,  grief,  agony,  defpair,  '       185 

*  Have  all  been  mine,  and  with  alternate  war 

'  This  bofom  ravag'd.     Hearken  then,  good  youth  ! 

*  My  ftory  mark  ;  and,  from  another's  fate, 

*  Pre-eminently  wretched,  learn  thy  Own, 

*  Sad  as  it  feems,  to  balance  and  to  bear  !  190 
'  In  me,  a  man  behold  who(e  morn  ferene, 

*  Vv'hofe  noon  of  better  life,  with  honour  fpent, 

*  In  virtuous  pi!rpofe  or  in  honeft  aft, 

*  Drew  fair  dillindtlon  on  my  puhlick  name 

*  From  thofe  among  mankind,  the  nobler  few,  195 

*  Whofe  praife  is  fame  ;  but  there,  in  that  true  fourct 

*  Whence  happinefs  with  pureft  dream  defcends, 

<  In  home-found  peace  and  love,  fupremely  Mefs'd  J 

*  Union  of  hearts,  confent  of'Wedded  wills, 

*  By  friendliiip  knit,  by  mutual  faith  fecur'd,   '  2*00 

*  Our  hopes  and  fears,  our  earth  and  hcav'n,  the  fanie ! 

*  At  laft,  Amyntor,  in  my  failing  age 

*  Fall'n  from  ftich  height,  and  with  the  felon  herd, 

'  Robbers  and  outlaws,  numbered— ^thought  that  ftil! 

*  Stings  deep  the  heart,. and  cloathes  the  cheek  with  fhame  f  205 
^    •*  Then  doom'd  to  fccl^whtt  gtdlt  alone  ih6utd*fear,^ 

*  The  ■ 
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The  hand  of  pvbUck  vengtaace ;  aim'd  by  rage,. 
Not  juflioe;  rait'd  to  injure,  not  redrefs  ; 
To  rob,  not  guard  ;  to  rain,  not  defend  ; 
Andidl,  O  fov'reign  Reaibn  !  all  deriv'd  f  lo 

'  From  powV  that  claims  thy  warrant  to  do  wrong ! 
A  right  divine  to  violate  anblam'd 
Each  law,  each  role,  that,  by  himfelf  obfervM, 
The  God  prefcribes  whofe  fkndion  kings  pretend  I 
'  O  Charles  !  O  monarch !  in  long  exile  trained,  21  j 

Whole  hopelefs  years  th*  oppreffor's  hand  to  know 
How  hateful  and  how  hard  ;  thyfelf  relieved. 
Now  hear !  thy  people,  groaning  under  wrcmgs 
Of  equal  load,  adjure,  thee  by  thofe  days 
Of  want  and  woe,  of  danger  and  deipair,  220 

As  Heav'n  has  thine,  to  pity  their  diftre^  t 

*  Yet  from  the  plain  good  meaning  of  my  heart 
Be  far  th'  nnhallow'd  licenfe  of  abuie  ; 

Be  far  the  bittemefs  of  faintly  zeal. 

That  impious  hid  behind  th^  patriot's  name  225 

Mafques  hate  and  malice  to  the  legal  throne. 

In  juftice  founded,  circumfcrib'd  by  laws. 

The  prince  to  guard-^biit  guard  the  people  too ; 

Chief,  one  prime  good  to  guard  inviolate. 

Soul  of  all  worth,  and  fum  of  human  blifs,  230 

Fair  Freedom !  birthright  of  all  thinking  kinds  ; 

Reafon'i  Great  Charter,  fiN>m  no  kmg  deriv'd,    . 

By  none  to  be  redaim'd^  man's  right  divine ; 

Which  Ood,  who  jg^ve,  indelible  pronounced  ! 

*  But  if,  difclaiming  this  his  heav'n-own'd  right,  235 
This  iirft,  beft  tenure,  by  which  monarchs  rule  j 

If,  meant  the  bleffing,  he  becomes  the  bane* 

The  wolf,  not  ihepherd,  of  his  fubjea-flock. 

To  grind  and  tear,  not  fhetter  and  prote^, 

Wide-walHng  where  he  reigns — to  fuch  a  prinoe  ^|« 

Allegiance  kept  were  treaibn  to  mankind,. 

And  k)yalty  r0<^t  from  Virt|ie''s  law : 

;  *  'For 
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«  For  fay>  Amyntor!  does  juft  Heaven  enjoin 

*  Tllat  we  (hbuld  homage  hell  ?  or  bend  the  knee 

^'To  earthquake  or  volcano,  when  they  rage,  245 

*.  Rend  earth^s  firm  frame,  and  In  one  boundlefs  grave 
"  Ingulph  their  thoofanda  I  Yet,  O  grief  to  tell ! 

*  Yet  fttch,  of  late,  o'er  thb  4evoted  land 

'  Wa»  pablick  rule.     Our  (eryile  ftrip^  and  chains, 

•^  Our  ilghs  and  groans  relbunding  from  the  fteep  250 

*  Of  wint'ry  hill,  or  wafte  untravcU'd  heath, 
'  Laft  refage  of  our  wretchedneft,  not  guilt, 

'  Proclaimed  it  loud  to  Heaven.:  the  arm  of  pow'V 

«  Extended  fatal  but  to  cTufli  the  head 

*-It  onght  to  fcreen,  or  with  a  parent's  love  25  j 

'  Reclaim  from  error ;  not  with  deadly  hate, 

*  The  tyrant's  law,  e3rtermiiiate  who  err. 

•  In  this  wide  rain  were  my  fortunes  funk  ; 

*  Myfelf,  as  one  contagious  to  Vs  kind, 

*  Whom  Nature,  whom  the  fodal  life,  renounc'd^  260 
'  Unfummon'd,  nnimpleaded,  was  to  death, 

*  To  (hameful  death  !  adjiidg'd  i  againil  my  head 

*  The  price  of  blood  proclaim'd,  and  at  my  heels 

*  Let  loofe  the  murd'rous  cry  of  human  hounds  : 

*  And  this  blind  fury  of  commiffion*d  rage,  265 

*  Of  party  vengeance,  to  a  fatal  foe, 

*  Known  and  abhorr'd  for  deeds  of  direll  riatn^,  * 

*  Was  giv'n  in  chai-ge  ;  a-  foe  whom  blood-Ilain'd  zeal 

*  For  what— O  hear  it  not,  ali^righ'teous  Heaven  ! 

*:  I»eit  thy  rous'd  thunder  bnril>— -for  what  was  deeoa'd  zyo 

*  Religion's,  catife,  had  favag'd  to  a  brute 

*  More  deadly  fell  than  hunger  ever  ftung 

*  To  prowl  in  wood  or  wild.    His  band  he  arm'd, 

*  Sons  of  perdition-!  mifcreants  with  all  guilt 

•<^Familiar,  and  in-each  dire  art  of  death  275 

•  '^  Train'd  noktefs  up  :  ks'tigers  tm  their  prey 
<  On  my  defencekfis  lamb  thofe  fiercer  beafts 
?  Devouring  fell ;  nor  thatfe^iH^qr'd^fiiade, 
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*  That  fwect  rcceft,  where  Love  and  Virtue  long 

*  In  happy  league  had  dwelt^  which  War  itfelf  alo 
'  Beheld  with  rev'rence^  could  their  fury  'fcape  ; 

*  DefpoiPdy  4efac'd>  and  wrapped  in  walbfal  Jftamei; 
^  For  flame  and  rapine  their  confuming  march 

*  From  hill  to  vale  by  daily  ruin  mark'd. 

*  So>  borne  by  winds  along,  in  baleful  cloud,  ^^ 
'  Embody'd  locufb  from  the  wing  defcend 

*  On  herb,  fruit,  flow'r,  and  kill  the  rip'ning  year  ; 

*  While,  wafte  behind,  deftruftion  on  their  track 
'  And  ghailly  famine  wait.    My  wife  and  child 

*  He  dragg'd,  the  ruiHan  dragg'd — O  Heav'n  !  do  I,         Jij^ 

*  A  man,  furvive  to  tell  it !  At  the  hour 

*  Sacred  to  reft,  amid  the  fighs  and  tears 

*  Of  all  who  faw  and  curs'd  his  coward  rage, 

*  He  forcM,  unpitying,  from  their  midnight-bed, 

*  By  menace,  or  by  torture,  from  their  fears  *9J 

*  My  laft  retreat  to  learn,  and  Hill  detains 

*  Beneath  his  roof  accursed,  that  beft  of  wives, 

*  Emilia !  and  our  only  pledge  of  love, 

'  My  blooming  Theodora !— Manhood  there 

'  And  nature  bleed. — Ah !  let  not  bufy  thought  50a 

*  Search  thither,  but  avoid  the  fatal  coaft  : 

«  Difcov'ry  there,  once  more  my  peace  of  inind 

*  Might  wreck,  once  more  to  defperation  fink 

«  My  hopes  in  Heav'n  !'    He  faid  :  but,  O  fad  Mufc ! 

Can  all  thy  xnoving  energy  of  pow'r  5*>$ 

To  (hake  the  heart,  to  freeze  th'  arretted  blood. 

With  words  that  weep,  and  ftrdns  that  agonize  1  '     • 

Can  all  this  mournful  magick  of  thy  voice 

Tell  what  Amyntpr  feels !  *  O  Heav'n  !  art  thou-*    : 

*  What  have  I  heard  ?— Aurelius!  art  thou  he  ff—  Jlo* 

*  Confufion !  horror.!— that  moft  wrong'd  of  men ! . 

*  And,  O  moft  wretched  too!— -alas!  no  inor<,      . 

*  No  more  a  father^^n  that  fatal  floo^. ^       1  ' 

'Jky  Theodora-*'    At  theie  wmb  be  iW  1 

Adeadlj 
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A  deadly  cold /an  freezing  thro'  his  veins,  315 

^«And  life  was  on  the  wing»  her  loath'd  abode 

For  ever  to  forfake.    As  on  his  way 

The  traveller*,  from  heav'n  by  lightning  (back. 

Is  fix*d  at  once  immoveable,  his  eye 

With  terror  glaring  wild,  his  ftiiPning  limbs  320 

;  ^In  fttdden  marble  bound  ;  fo  ftood,  fo  look'd. 

The  heart-fmote  parent  at  this  tale  of  death. 

Half  utterM,  yet  too  plain  !   No  figh  to  rife. 

No  tear  had  force  to  flow ;  his  fenfes  all. 

Thro*  all  their  pow'rs  fufpended,  and  fubdu'd  325 

'   To  chill  amazement.     Silence  for  a  fpace — 

Sach  difmal  filence  faddens  earth  and  (ky 

Ere  firft  the  thunder  breaks— on  either  fide 

Fill'd  np  this  interval  fevere.     At  laft. 

As  from  fome  vifion  that  to  frenzy  fires  33* 

.  The  fleeper's  brain,  Amyntor  waking  wild, 

A  poniard,  hid  beneath  his  various  robe. 

Drew  furious  forth — '  Me,  me  I'  he  cry*d,  '  on  me 

<  Let  all  thy  wrongs  be  vifited,  and  thus 

*  My  horrors  end  !' — then  madly  would  have  plunged  331 
The  weapon's  hoiHle  point.     His  lifted  arm 

Aurelius,  tho'  with  deep  difmay,  and  dread. 
And  anguifb  ihook,  yet  his  fuperior  foul 
Collecting,  and  refuming  all  himfelf, 

Seiz'd  fndden  ;  then  peruiing,  with  drift  eye,  340 

And  beating  heart,  Amyntor's  blooming  form. 
Nor  from  his  air  or  feature  gath'ring  aught 
To  wake  rememtK-ance,  thus  at  length  befpoke : 
*  O  dire  attempt !  who'er  thou  art,  yet  ftay 

•  Thy  hand  felf-violcnt,  jnor  thus  to  guilt,  345 
^*1£  guilt  i^  thine,  accumulating  add 

'  A  crime  that  Nature,  fhrinks  from,  and  to  which 
^  Heav'n  has  induIgM  ho  mQ:cy.     Sovereign  Judge  ! 
^  Shall  man  firft  violate  the  law  divine, 
f  That  plac'd  him  here  4q^nde&t  01^  thy  nod,     ;  550 

'     *  Refign'd, 
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*  Refign'd,  unmurnv'ring,  to  await  his  hour 

*  Of  fair  diftniflion  hence  j  fhall  man  do  this, 

*  Then  dare  thy  prefence,  rufh  into  thy  iight^ 
^*  Red  With  the  fin>  and  recent  froni  thfe  ftain, 

*  Of  unrepented  blood !  Call  home  thy  fcnfe ;  355 
'  Know  what  thou  art,  and  own  his  hand  moft  juft 

*/  Rewarding  or  afllifting.     But,  fay  oft  p* 

*  My  foul,  yet  trembling  at  thy  franticjc  deed, 
-  •  Recals  thy  words,  recals  their  dire  im^of t ; 

**  They  urge  me  on,  they  bid^me  aik  n6  more*  •  ^60 

'  What  vjiuld  I  aflc  ?    My  Theodora's  fate, 
'  Ah,  me  !  is  lonown  too  plain.     Have  I  then  ilnil'd, 
«  Good  Heav'n  !  beyond  all  grace  !  But  (hall  I  blam* 
•  *  His  rage  of,  grief;  and  in  myfelf  admit 

*  It's  wild  excefs  ?  Heav'n  gave  her  to  my  wifh  |  *     365 
«  That  gift  Heav'n  has  refum'd  ;  righteous  in  toth  t 

*  For  both,  his  providence  be  ever  blefs'd  !' 
By  fhame  reprefs'd,  with  rifmg  wonder  fill'd, 

Amyntor,  flow -recovering  into  thought, 

Submiifive  on  his  knee  the  good  man's  hand  370 

Grafp'd  clofe,  and  bore  with  ardour  to  his  lips. 

His  eye,  where  fear,  confufion,  rev'rence,  fpoke. 

Thro'  fwelling  tears,  what  language  cannot  tell. 

Now  rofe  to  meet,  now  fhunij'd  the  Hermit's  glance. 

Shot  awful  at  him,  till  the  various  fwell  375 

Of  paffion  ebbing,  thus  he  fault'ring  fpoke  : 

*  What  haft  thou  done  ?  why  fav'd  a  wretch  unknown  } 

*  Whom  knowing,  e'en  thy  goodnefs  muft  abhor, 
'  Miftaken  man  !  the  honour  of  thy  name, 

*  Thy  love,  truth,  duty,  all  muft  be  my  foes-  380 

*  I  am — Aurelius !  turn  that  look  afide, 

*  That  brow  of  terror,  while  this  wretch  can  fay, 
'  Abhorrent  fay,  he  is — Forgive  me,  Heav'n  I 

*  Forgive  mc.  Virtue  !  if  I  would  renounce 

'  Whom  Nature  bids  me  rev'rence — by  her  bond,  33 j 

*  RoUndo's  fott  ;  by  your  more  facrcd  ties, 

■     H  h  «  As 
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*  As  to  his  crimes  an  ^tien  to  his  blood ; 
'  For  crimes  like  his * 

*  Rolando's  fon  !  jiiil  Heav'n  ! 

^  Ha !  here,  and  in  my  pow'r  I   A  war  of  thoughts,  390 

*  All  terrible  ariiin^,  ftakes  my  frame 

*  With  doubtful  confli^.     By  one  ftroke  to  reach 

*  The  father's  heart,  tho'  feas  are  fpread  between, 

*  Were  great  revenge ! — Away!    Revenge?  on  whom? 

*  Alas !  on  my  own  foul ;  by  rage  betray'd  39J 
<  E'en  to  the  .crime  my  reafon  moil  condemns 

*  In  him  who  rui^i'd  me  !'    Dcep-mov'd  he  fpoke,: 
And  his  own  poniard  o'er  the  proftrate  youth 
Sufpend^  held ;  but  as  the  welcome  blow. 

With  arms  difplay'd,  Amyntor  feem'd  to  court,  400 

Behold,  in  fudden  confluence  gath'ring  round. 

The  natives- ftood,  whom  kindnefs  hither  drew. 

The  man  unknowji  with  each  relieving  aid 

Of  love  and  c^re,  as  ancient  rites  ordain. 

To  fucconr  and  to  ferve.     Before  them  came  405 

Montano,  venerable  fage!  whofc  head 

The  hand  of  Time  with  twenty  winter-s  fnow 

Had  (hower'd,  and  to  whofe  intelleftual  eye 

Futurity,  behind  her  cloudy  veil. 

Stands  in  fair  light  difclos'd.     Him,  after  paufc,  410 

Aurelius  drew  apart,  and  in  his  care 

Amyntor  plac'd,  to  lodge  him  and  fecure ; 

To  fave  him  from  himfelf,  as  one  with  grief 

Tempeftuovs,  and  with  rage,  dillemper'd  dcj?p  :     . . 

This  done,  nor  waiting  for  reply,  alone  .415 

He  fought  the  vale,  and  his  calm  cottage  gaii(':dv 

CANTO      III. 

irrr  Hfi  R  E  Kilda's  fouthern  Kills  their  fum^it  lift 

With  triple  fork  to  heav'u,  the  mounted  fun 
FuIJ,  from  the  midmoft,  ihot  in  dazzling  fdt&m  .'  ■.     . 

'His 
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His  noon-tide  ray :  and  now,  in  lowing  train. 
Were  fccn  (low-pacing  weftward  o'er  the  vale>  5 

The  milky  mothers,  foot  pnrfuing  foot. 
And  nodding  as  thy  move,  their  oozy  meal. 
The  bitter  healthful  hcrblage  of  the  ihorc,  ' 
Around  it*s  rocks  «o  gra2?e  • ;  for,  ftrange  to  tcU! 
The  hour  of  ,e^  tho' ever  varying  found,  10 

As  yon  pale  planet  wiieels  from  day  to  day 
Her  courfe  inconftant,  their  fure  inliind  feels, , 
Intelligent  of  time(»,  by  Heav'n's  own  hand. 
To  all  it's  creatures  equal  in  it's  care. 

Unerring  mov'd.     Tkefe  iigns  obferv'd,  that  guide  1 5 

To  labour  and  repofe  a  fimj^  race, 
Thefe  native  ilgni  to  due  repaft  at  noon. 
Frugal  and  plain,  had  warn'd  the  temp'rate  iile. 
All  but  A^irelius :  he,  unhs^py  man  ! 
!  By  Nature's  voice  folicited  in  vain,  20- 

Nor  hour  obferv'd,  nor  due  repaft  partook. 
The  child  no  more  !  the  mother's  fate  untold  ! 
Both  in  black  profpeA  rifing  to  his  eye : 
*Twas  anguifh  there ;  'twas  here  diftradting  doubt ! 
Yet  after  long  and  painful  conflidt  borne,  25 

Where  nafure,  reafon,  oft  the  doubtful  fcale 
Inclin'd  alternate,  fummoning  each  aid 
That  virttle  lends,  and  o'er  each  thought  infirm 
Superior  rifing,  in  the  might  of  Him 

Who  ftrength  from  weaknefs,  as  f^om  darkhefs  light,  30 

Omnipotent  can  draw,  again  refign'd. 
Again  he  facrific'd  to  Heaven's  high  will 
Each  foothing  weaknefs  of  a  parent's  breaft, 

•  The  cows  often  feed  on  the  alga  marinay  and  they  can  dlftinguifh  exa^ly 
the  tide  of  ebb  from  the  tide  of  flood,  though,  at  the  fame  time,  they  are  not 
within  view  oftheihore.  When  the  tide  has  ebbed  about  two  hours,  then 
they  fleer  their  courfe  dire£Uy  to  the  nearefl  fhore,  in  their  ufual  order,  one 
after  another.  I  had  occafion  to  make  this  obfervatioA  thirteen  times  in  one 
week*    Martiiv*sWeibs»JUksol  Scotlattd,:  ^..156* 

Hhz  the 
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The  figh  foft  mcm'ry  prompts,  the  tender  tear. 

That  ftreaming  o'er  an  objed  lov*d  and  loll  35 

With  mournful  magick  tortures  and  delights. 

Relieves  us  while  it's  fweet  oppreflion  loads. 

And  by  admitting,  blunts  the  fling  of  woe*    . 

As  reafon  thus  the  mental  ftorm  ieren'd* 
And  thro*  the  darknefs  fhot  her  fun-bright  ray  40 

That  ilrengthens  while  it  chears,  behold  from  far 
Amyntor  flow  approaching  !  on  his  front 
O'er  each  funk  feature  forrow  had  diiFus'd 
Attra£tion  fweetly  fad  :  his  noble  port, 

Majeftick  in  diftrefs,  Aurelius  mark'd  ;  4J 

And,  unrefifting,  felt  hU  bofom  flow 
With  focial  foftncfs.     Straight  before  the  door 
Of  his  mofs-iUver'd  cell  they  fate  them  down 
In  counterview  ;  and  tjius  th«  youth  began  : 

*  With  patient  ear,  with  calm  attention,  mark  50 

*  Amyn tor's  ftory ;  then,  as  Jqflice  fees, 

<  On  either  hand  her  equal  balance  weigh, 

*  Abfolve  him  or  condemn.     But,  oh  !  may  I 

«  A  father's  name,  when  truth  forbids  to  praife, 

*  Unblam'd  pronounce  !  that  name  to  ev'ry  fqn  55 

*  By  Heav'n  made  facred,  and  by  Nature's  hand* 

*  With  honour,  duty,  love,  her  triple  pale, 

*  Fenc'd  flrongly  round,  to  bar  the  rude  approach 
'  Of  each  irrev'rent  thought ! — Thefe  eycs.>  ^as  [ 

*  The  curs'd  cfFefts  of  fanguinary  zeal  6a 
*-  Too  near  beheld,  it's  madnefs  how  extreme, 

'  How  blind  it's  fury  !  by  the  prompting  prieft,^ 

*  Each  tyrant's  ready  inflrument  of  ill,. 

*  Train 'd  on  to  holy  mifchief :  fcene  abhorWd  ! 

*  Fell  Cruelty  let  loofe  in  Mercy's  name  ;  65 

*  Intolerance,  while  o'er  the  free-born  mind 

*  Her  heaviefl  chains  were  cafl,  her  iron  fcourgc 

*  Severell  hung,  yet  daring  to  appeal 

^  That  Pow'r  whoie  law  is  meekiieisj,  and  for  deeds. 

«  ThAt 
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*  That  outrage  Heav'n,  bclyiiig  Hcav'n*s  coxnmand !  70 

*  Flexile  of  will,  misjudging,  tho'  fmccre, 

*  Rolando  caught  the  fpread  infeftion,  plung'd 

*  Implicit  into  guilt,  and  headlong  urg'd 

*  His  courfe  unjull  to  violence  and  rage  j 

*  Unmanly  rage  !  when  nor  the  charm  divine  75 

*  Of  beauty,  nor  the  matron's  facred  age, 

*  Secure  from  wrongs,  could  innocence  i^nre^ 

*  Found  rev'rencc  or  diftunEUon  :  yet,  fu^n'd 
^  By  confcious  worth  within,  the  matchlefs  pair 

'  Their  threat'ning  fate^  imprifomnent,  and  fcom.  So 

^  And  death  denounc'd,  unlhrinking,  unfubdu'd 
*,  To  murmur  or  complaint,  fuperior  bore, 

*  With  patient  hope,  with  fortitude  reiign'd, 

*  Not  built  on  pride«  not  courting  vain  applaufe  ; 

*  But  calmly  conilant,  without  effort  great,  Sj 
^  What  Reafon  didbttes,  and  what  Heav'n  approves* 

*  But  how  proceed,  Aurelius  ?  in  ^hat  founds 

*  Of  gradous  cadence,  of  affuafive  pow'r, 

*  My  farther  ftory  cloath,?  O  could  I  ileal 

*  From  Harmony  her  fofteft-warbled  flrain  90 

*  Of  melting  air,  or  Zephyr's  vernal  voice, 
'  Or  Philomela's  fong,  when  love  diiTolves 

*  To  liquid  blandiihment  his  ev'ning  lay, 

*  All  nature  fmiling  round !  then  might  I  (peak ; 

*  Then  might  Amyntor,  unoffending,  tell  95 

*  How  unperceiv'd  and  fecret  thro'  his  breaft, 

*  As  morning  rifes  o'er  the  midnight  fhade, 

*  What  iirft  was  ow'd  humanity  to  bothj 
«  Affifting  piety  and  tender  thought, 

*  Grew  fwift  and  iilent  into  love  for  one ;  too 

*  My  fole  offence-w-if  love  can  then  offend, 

*  When  virtue  lights,  and  rev'rence  guards  it's  flame* 
*  O  Theodora  !  who  thy  world  of  charms, 

'  That  foul  of  fwcetnefs,  that  foft  glow  of  youth,   , 
<  Warm  on  thy  cheek>  and  beaming  from  thine  eye,  105 

•    '    '  *  Unmov'4 
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*  UnmorM  ooold  fe«  !  that  dignity  of  eafe, 

*  That  grace  of  air,  by  happy  nature  thine  I 
^  For  all  in  thee  was  native  ;  from  within 

*  Spontaneous  flowing,  as  fome  equal  ftream 

*  Firom  it's  unfailing  fource  !  and  then,  too,  feen  ii# 
'  *♦  In  milder  lights ;  by  Sorrow's  (hading  hand 

.     *  Touch'd  into  powV  more  cxquifttely  foft, 

*  By  tears  adorh'd;  ihtcndeFd  by  diftrefs. 

*  O  fweetnefr  without  name !  when  Love  looks  on* 

«  With  Pity'smching  eye,  that  to  the  foul  fij 

-  «*  Endears,  ennoblfts^  her  whon^  F^te  afHi3i9« 

«  Or  Fortmie  leaves  unhappy !  paffion  then 

*  Refines  to  virtue  *y  then  a  purer  train  .    * 

<  Of  heav*n-in{j>ir*d  amotions,  undebasM  -     . 

*  By  felf-regai^,.or  taught  of  due  tcttm^  fzf^ 
"^  The  breaft  expandiog,  all  it^s  pdv/rs- exalt                  •       ' 

«  To  emulatje  what  Reafon  keft  conceives  •  ; 

*  Of  love  celeftial,  whofe  prevetttent  aid 

<  Forbids  approaching  ill,  or  gracious' draws, 

«  When  the  lone  heart  with  anguifli  inly  bleeps,  iaj 

*  From  pain  it's  ftiftg>  it's  bittemeft  from  woe  5  f   * 
•  By  this  plain  court^ip  of  the  honed  heart                *  -'  * 

*  To  pity  mov'd,  at  length  my  pleaded  vows 

*  The  gentle  maid,  with  unrcludarit  ear, 

<  Would  oft  admit ;  would  oft  endearing  crown  ijQ 

*  With  fmiles  of  kind  aflent,  with  looks  that  fpofc^;^ ' 

<  In  blu flung  foftnefs,  her  chafte  boibm  touch'd 
^  To  mutual  love.     O  Fortune's  faired- hour  I 

*  O  fcen,  but  not  enjb/d  ;  juft  haii'd,  and  loft 

^  It's  flatt'ring  brightnefs !  Theodora's  form,  135 

*  Event  unfear'd  !  had  caught  Rolando's  eye  ;  .    '    *  . 
*.  And  Love,  (if  wild  Deflre,  of  Fancy  born, 

'  By  furious  paflions  nurs'd,  that  facred  name 

'  Profanes  not)  Love  his  flubborn  breaft  difiblv'd 

'  To  tranfient  goodnefs.    But  my  thought  fluinks  back^     t/fo 

*  Rel^udta^t  to  pfoceed;.  and  filial  awci^  ...       * 

-    ..•'■*  'WitK 
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With  pious  hand»  woald  o'er  a,  parcnt^is  crime 

The  veil  of  filence  and  oblivious  night    : 

Permitted  throw.     His  impious  fuit  repell'd, 

Aw'd  from  her  eye,  and  from  her  lip  fevere  145 

Dafh'd  witih  indignant  fcorn  each  harbour'd  thought 

Of  foft  emotion,  or  of  focial  fenfe. 

Love,  pity,  kindnefs,  alien  to  a  foul 

That  bigot  rage  embofoms,  fled  at  once. 

And  all  the  favage  re-aflum'd  his  breaft.  IjO 

'Tis  juft  I"  he  cry'd  ;  *'  who  thus  invites  difdain, 

Defervcs  repulTe;  he  who,  by  flave-like  arts. 

Would  meanly  Ileal  what  force  may  nobler  take. 

And,  greatly  daring,  dignify  the  deed  : 

When  next  we  meet,  our  mutual  blufli  to  fpare,  155 

Thine  from  diflembling,  from  bafe  flatt'ry  mine. 

Shall  be  my  care."     This  threat,  by  brutal  fcorn 

Keen'd  and  imbitter'd,  terrible  to  both. 

To  one  prov'd  fatal.     Silent-wafting  grief. 

The  mortal  worm  that  on  Emilia's  frame  169 

Had  prey'd  unfeen,  now  deep  thro'  all  her  pow'r* 

It's  poifoQ  fpread,  and  kill'd  their  vital  growth* 

Sick'ning,  fhe  fonk  beneath  this  doable  weight 

Of  fhame  and  horror. — -Dare  I  yet  proceed? 

Aurelius !  O  moft  injar'd  of  mankind  !  165 

Shall  yet  my  tale,  exafperating,  add 

To  woe  new  anguiih  i  and  to  grief  defpair  ! 

She  is  no  more  !'--— 

O  Providence  fevere !' 
Aurelius  fmote  his  breaft,  and  groaning  cry'd  ;  170 

But  curb'd  a  iecond  groan;  repell'd  the  voice 
Of  froward  grief,  and  to  the  Will  Supreme, 
In  juftice  awful,  lowly  bending  his. 
Nor  figh,  nor  murmur,'  nor  repining  plaint. 
By  all  the  war  of  Nature  tho'  afTail'd,    .  17J 

Efcap'd  his  lips.    *  What  1  fliall  we  from  Heav'n's  grace     • 
*  With  life  receiving  happinefs,  our  fliare    •  ^     .     • 

'Of 
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•  Of  ill  refufe?  and  are  affli6tions  aught  / 

•  But  mercies  in  difguife  ?  th'  alternate  cup, 

•  Medicinal  tho'  bitter,  and  prepar'd  l8o 

•  By  Love's  own  hand  for  falutary  ends. 

•  But,,  were  they  ills  indeed,  can  fond  complsdnt 

•  Arreft  the  wing  of  time  ?    Can  grief  command 

•  This  noon-day  fun  to  roll  his  flaming  orb 

•  Back  to  yon  eaftern  coaft,  and  bring  again  185 

•  The  hours  of  yefterday  ?  or  from  the  womb 

•  Of  that  unfounded  deep  the  biFry'd  corfe 

«  To  Hght  and  life  reftore  ?    Blefs'd  pair !  Crewel ! 

•  Yet,  yet  a  few  (hort  days  of  erring  grief, 

•  Of  human  fondnefs  fighing  in  the  breaft,  ipf 
■  And  forrow  is  no  more. — Now,  gentle  youth  f 

'  And  let  me  call  thee  fon,  (for,  O  that  name 

•  Thy  faith,  thy  friendfhip,  thy  true  portion  borne 

•  Of  pains  for  me,  too  fadly  have  deferv'd !) 

•  On  witJi  thy  tale  :  'tis  mine  when  Heav'n  affli&  195 

•  To  hearken  and  adore.'     The  patient  man 
Thus  fpoke.    Amyntor  thus  his  ftory  clos'd  : 

*  As  dumb  with  anguiih  round  the  bed  of  death. 

•  Weeping  we  knelt,  to  mine  Ihe  faintly  rais'd 

•  Her  closing  eyes,  then  fixing,  in  cold  gaze,  200 

•  On  Theodora's  face— •*  O  fave  my  child  !'* 

•  She  faid  ;  and,  fhrinking  from  her  pillow,  ilcpt 
'  Without  a  groan,  a  pang  I    In  hallow'd  earth 

•  I  faw  lier  fhrouded ;  bade  eternal  peace 

•  Her  fliade  receive  ;  and,  with  the  trueft  tears  204 

•  Affeftion  ever  wept,  her  duft  bedew'd. 

•  What  then  remain'd  for  honour  or  for  love  I 

•  What,  but  that  fcene  of  violence  to  fly, 

•  With  guilt  profan'd,  and  terrible  with  death  ; 

•  Rolando's  fatal  roof.     Late  at  the  hour,  no 
\  •  When  fliade  and  (ilence  o'er  this  nether  orb 

•  With  drowzieft  influence  reign,  the  waining  moon 
'   «  Afcending  mournful  in  the  midnight  fphere* 

'>w  «  On 
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'  On  that  drear  fpot,  within  wkofe  cavern 'd  womb 

*  Emilia  fleeps,  and  by  the  ttirf  that  veils  215 

*  Her  honour'd  clay,  alone  and  kneeling  there 

*  I  found  my  Theodora  !  tkrill'd  with  awe, 

*  With  facred  terror,  which  the  time,  the  place, 

*  Pour'd  on  Us,  fadly-folemn,  I  too  bent 

*  My  trembling  knee,  and  lock'd  in  her's  my  hand  210 

*  Acrofs  her  parent's  grave. — "  By  this  dread  fcenc  ! 
•*  By  night's  pale  regent !  by  yort  glorious  train 

*'  Of  ever-moving  fires  that  round  her  bum  ! 

•*  By  Death's  dark  empire  !  by  the  Iheeted  duft 

**  That  once  was  man,  now  mould'ring  here  below  I  1^5 

*'  But  chief  by  her's,  at  whofe  nodurnal  tomb 

**  Rev'rent  we  kneel !  and  by  her  nobler  ^art, 

**  Th*  unbody'd  ipirit  hov'rin^  near>  perhaps  ^ 

f  As  witnefs  to  our  vows !  nor  time,  nor  chance, 

'*  Nor  aught  but  Death's  inevitable  hand,  ajo 

**  Stall  e'er  divide  our  loves  !" — I  led  her  thence, 

*  To  where,  fafe  ftation'd  in  a  fecret  bay, 

*"  Rough  of  defccnt,  and  brown  with  pendent  pines 

*  That  murmur'd  to  the  gale,  our  bark  was  moor'd. 

\'  We  fail'd  :   But,  O  my  father !   can  I  fpeak  235 

'  *  What  yet  remains !  Yon  ocean,  black  with  florm, 

*  It's  ufelefs  fails  rent  from  the  groaning  pine ! 

*  The  fpeechlefs  crew  aghaft !  and  that  loft  fair  ! 

*  Still,  ftill  I  fee  her  !  feel  her  heart  pant  ^ick  ! 

'  And  hear  her  voice,  in  ardent  vows  to  Heav'n  240  * 

*  For  me  alone  preferr'd  1  as  on  my  arm 

*  Expiring,  finking  with  her  fears,  fhe  hung ! 

*  I  kifs'd  her  pale  cold  cheek ;  with  tears  adjur'd, 

*  And  won  at  laft  with  fums  of  proffer'd  gold^ 

*  The  boldeft  mariners  this  precious  charge  94^ 

*  Inftant  to  fave,  and  in  the  fkiff  fecur'd, 

*  Their  oars  acrofs  the  foamy  flood  to  ply 
'  With  unremitting  surm*    I  then  prepar*d 

«  To  follow  hen-psRiat  moment  from  the  deck 

li  'Afta 
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'  A  fea  fwell'd  o'er,  and  plung'd  me  in  the  gulph  I  25O 

*  Nor  me  alone ;  it's  broad  and  billowing  fweep 

*  Muft  have  involv'd  her  too.     Myfterious  Heav'n  ! 
.  •  My  fatal  love  on  her  devoted  head 

•  Drew  down— it  muft  be  fb  ! — the  judgment  due 

•  To  me  and  mine;  or  was  Amyntor  fav'd  255 
•^  For  it's  whole  quiver  of  remaining  wrath  ! 

•  For  ftorms  more  fierce !  for  pains  of  Iharper  fting ! 

*  And  years  of  death  to  come  !' — Nor  farther  voice 
Nor  flowing  tear  his  high-wrought  grief  fupply'd  ; 

With  arms  outfpread,  with  eyes  in  hopelefs  gaze  260 

To  heav'n  uplifted,  motionlefs  and  mute 
He  ftood,  the  mournful  femblance  of  defpair. 

The  l^mp  of  day,  tho'  from  mid-noon  declin'd. 
Still  flaming  with  full  ardour,  ihot  on  earth 
Oppreffive  brightnefs  round,  till  in  foft  fteam,  265 

From  Ocean's  bofom  his  light  vapours  drawn. 
With  grateful  intervention  o'er  the  Iky 
Their  veil  diiFufive  fpread,  the  fcene  abroad 
Soft-fhadowing,  vale  and  plain  and  dazzling  hilL 
Aurelius  with  his  gueft  the  weftern  clifi^  270 

Afcending  flow,  beneath  it's  marble  roof. 
From  whence  in  double  ftream  a  lucid  fource 
Roird  founding  forth,  and  where  with  dewy  wing 
Frefli  breezes  play'd,  fought  refuge  and  repofe. 
Till  cooler  hours  arife.    The  fubjed  ifle  275 

Her  village  capital,  where  Health  and  Peace 
Are  tutelary  gods,  her  fmall  domain 
Of  arable  and  pafture,  vein'd  with  ftreams 
That  branching  bear  refrefliful  moifture  on 
To  field  and  mead  ;  her  ftraw-roof 'd  temple  rood,  280 

Where  Piety,  not  Pride,  adoring  kneels; 
Lay  full  in  view :  from  fcene  to  fcene  around 
Aurelius  gaz'd,  and  fighing,  thus  began. 
*  Not  we  alone  ;  alas  !  in  ev'ry  clime 
'  The  human  race  are  funs  of  fqrrow  bom;  '  285 

.:    .     •  •  Heirs 
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^  Heirs  of  tranfmitted  labour  and  dUesifc, 

*  Of  pain  and  grief,  from  fire  to  fon  deriv'd, 

'  All  have  their  mournful  portion  ;  all  mufl  bear 

*  Th'  impos'd  condition  of  their  mortal  ftate, 

*  Viciffitude  of  fuiF'ring.     Caft  thine  eye  290 

*  Where  yonder  vale,  Amyntor,  Hoping  fpreads 

*  Full  to  the  noon-tide  beam  it's  primrofe  lap, 

*  From  hence  due  eaft.'     Amynt#r  look'd,  and  faw. 
Not  without  wonder  at  a  fight  fo  ftrange. 

Where  thrice  three  females,  earnell  each,  and  arm'd  295 

With  rural  inftruments,  the  foil  prepared  ^    • 

For  future  harveft.     Thefe  the  trenchant  fpade. 

To  turn  the  mould,  and  break  th'  adhefive  clods, 

Employ'd  arduous  ;  thofe,  with  equal  pace. 

And  arm  alternate,  flrew'd  it's  frefh  lap  white  300 

With  fruitful  Ceres  ;  while,  in  train  behind. 

Three  more  th'  incumbent  harrow  heavy  on 

O'er-labour'd  drew,  and  clos'd  the  toilfome  talk. 

*  Behold  !'  Aurelius  thus  his  fpeech  renew'd,  ^ 

*  From  that  foft  fox,  too  delicately  fram'd  30J 

*  For  toils  like  thefe,  the  ta(k  of  rougher  man, 

*  What  yet  neceffity  demands  fevere. 

*  Twelve  funs  have  purpled  thefe  encircling  hills 

*  With  orient  beams,  as  many  nights  along 

*  Their  dewy  fummits  drawn  th'  alternate  veil  310 

*  Of  darknefs,  fmce,  in  unpropitious  hour, 

*  Tho'hufbands  of  thofe  widow'd  mates,  who  now 

*  For  both  muft  labour,  launch'd,  in  queft  of  food, 

*  Their  ifland-fkiff  advent'rous  on  the  deep  : 

«  Them,  while  the  fweeping  net  fecure  they  plung'd  315 

*  The  finny  race  to  fnare,  wliofe  foodful  fhoals 

*  Each  creek  and  bay  innumerable  croud, 

*  As  annual  on  from  Ihore  to  Ihore  they  move 

*  In  wat'ry  caravan  ;  them,  thus  intent, 

'  Dark  from  the  fouth  a  guft  of  furious  wing,  320 

*  Upfpringing,  drove  to  fea,  and  left  in  tears 

lie  *  This 
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*  This  little  world  of  brothers  and  of  friends  ! 

'  Bat  when^  at  ev'ning  hoiir,  disjointed  planks« 

*  Borne  on  the  furging  tide,  and  broken  oars, 

*  To  fight,  with  fatal  certainty,  rcvcal'd  525 
'  The  wreck  before  furmis'd,  one  general  groan 

•    •  To  heav'n  afcending,  fpoke  the  gen'ral  breaft 

*  With  iharpefl  anguifh  pierc'd.     Their  ceafclefs  plaint, 

*  Thro'  thefe  hoarfe  rocks  on  this  refounding  fhore, 

*  At  morn  was  heard ;  at  midnight  too,  were  feen,  gjo 

*  Difconfolate  on  each  chill  mountain's  height 

*  The  mourners  fpread,  exploring  land  and  fea 

*  With  eager  gaze;  till  from  yon  leffer  ifle, 

*  Yon  round  of  mofs^^ad  hills,  Borera  nam'd, 

'  Full  north,  behold  I  above  the  foaring  lark  335 

<  It's  dizzy  cliffs  afpire,  hung  round  and  white 

<  With  curling  mifts«^at  laft,  from  yon  hoar  hills;^ 

*  Inflaming  the  brown  air  with  fudden  blaze 

*  And  ruddy  undulation,  thrice  three  fires, 

*  Like  meteors  waving  in  a  moonlefs  fky,  340 
■  Our  eyes,  yet  unbelieving,  faw  diftindt, 

*  Succeflive  kindled,  and  from  night  to  night 

<  Renew'd  continuous.     Joy,  with  wild  excefs, 

*  Took  her  gay  turn  to  reign  ;  and  Nature  now 

*  From  rapture  wept ;  yet  ever  and  anon  545 

*  By  fad  conjedure  damp'd,  and  anxious  thought, 
'  How  from  yon  rocky  prifon  to  releafe 

*  Whom  the  deep  fea  immures  (their  only  boat 

*  Deflroy'd)  and  whom  th'  inevitable  fiege 

«  Of  hunger  muft  aflault,— But  hope  fuilains  350 

*  The  human  heart ;  and  now  their  faithful  wives, 

<  With  love-taught  fltill,  and  vigour  not  their  own, 
«  On  yonder  field  th'  autumnal  year  prepare  *.* 

*  The  Author  who  relates  this  ftory  adds,  that  the  produce  of  grain  that 
leafon  was  the  moft  plentiful  they  had  fttn  for  many  years  before.  Vide 
Martm's  Dcfcriptioa  of  the  WcAero  Ifles  of  Scotland,  p.  286. 

Arayntor^ 
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Ainfntor>  who  the  tale.cUflrefsful  lieard 
With  fympathizing  forrow  on  liimfelf,  355 

On  his  feverer  fate,  now  pond'rbig  deep. 
Rapt  by  fad  thought  the  hill  unheeding  left. 
And  reach'd,.  with  fwerving  ilep,  the  difta^  Uraild. 
Above,  around,  in  cloudy  circles  wheel'd. 
Or  failing  level  on  the  polar  gale  fl6o 

That  cool  with  evening  rofe,  a  thoufand  wings. 
The  fummer  nations  of  thefe  pregnant  cliffs, 
PlayM  fportive  round,  and  to  tke  f un  outfpread 
Their  various  plumage,  or  in  wild  notes  hail'd 
His  parent-beam  that  animates  and  chears  ^5 

All  living  kinds  :  he,  glorious  from  amidll 
A  pomp  of  golden  clouds,  th*  Atlantick  flood 
Beheld  oblique,  and-  o'er  it's  azure  breaft 
Wav'd  one  unbounded  blu(h  ;  a  fcene  to  ^rike 
Both  ear  and  eye  with  wonder  and.  delight !  370 

But,  loft  to  outward  ienfe,  Amyntor  pafs'd 
Regardlefs  on,  thro'  other  walks  convey'd 
Of  baleful  profpefl,  which  pale  Fancy  rais'd 
Inceffant  to  herfelf,  and  iabled  o*er 

With  darkeft  night,  meet  region  for  defpair  !  375 

Till  northward,  where  the  rock  it's  fea-wafh'd  bajfe 
Projects  athwart,  and  fhuts  the  bounded  fcene. 
Rounding  it's  point,  he  raisM  his  eyes,  and  faw. 
At  diftance  faw,  defcending  oa  the  fliore. 
Forth  from  their  anchor'd  boat,  of  men  unJ^owxi  380 

A  double  band,  who  by  their  gefturcs  ftrange 
There  fix'd  with  wondering ;  for  at  once  they  knelt 
With  hands  upheld;  at  once  to  Heav!n,  as  feem\d. 
One  gen'ral  hymn  pour'd  fordi  of  vocal  pridfe  ; 
Then  flowly  rifmg,  forward  mov'd  their  fteps :    ^  385 

Slow  as  they  mov'd,  behold  !  amid  the  train. 
On  either  fide  fupported,  onward  came. 
Pale,  and  of  piteous  look,  a  penfive  -mdid^ 
As  oae  by  wafting  ficknefs  fore  aflaU'd, 

Qv 
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Or  plnngM  in  ^jacf  profound.    *  Oh  !  all  ye  Powers  V         39# 
Amyntor,  ftartling,  cry'd,  and  (hot  his  foul 
In  rapd  glance  before  him  on  her  face : 

•  Illufion  !  no,  it  cannot  be.     My  blood 

•  Runs  chill ;  my  feet  are  rooted  here  !  and,  fee  ! 

•  To  mock  my  hopes,  it  wears  her  gracious  form  !  395 
5  The  fpirits  who  this  ocean  wafle  and  wild 

•  Still  hover  round,  or  walk  thefe  iiles  unfeen, 

•  Prcfenting  oft  in  pidur'd  vilion  ftrange 

•  The  dead  or  abfent,  have  yon  fhape  adom'd  * 

•  So  like  my  love,  of  unfubftantial  air,  400 
'  Embody'd,  featured  it  with  all  her  charms  ! 

•  And,  lo  !  behold,  it's  eyes  are  fix'd  on  mine 

«  With  gaze  tranfported ! — Ha !  (he  faints !  flic  falls  !* 
He  ran,  he  flew  !  his  clafping  arms  receiv'd 
Her  finking  weight :  '  O  earth,  and  air,  and  iea  !  405 

.     «  *Tis  flie  !  'tis  Theodora  !  Pow'r  Divine, 

•  Whofe  goodnefs  knows  no  bound,  thy  hand  is  here, 
*^  Omnipotent  in  mercy  1*     As  he  fpoke, 

Adown  his  cheek,  thro'  fliiv'ring  joy  and  doubt. 

The  tear  fail-falling  ftream'd.     *  My  love  I  my  life  !  410 

'  Soul  of  my  wiflies  !  fav'd  beyond  all  faith  ! 

•  Retum'd  to  life  and  me  ! — O  fly,  my  friends ; 

•  Fly,  and  from  yon  tranflucent  fountain  bring 
«  The  living  ftream ! — Thou  dearer  to  my  foul 

«  Than  all  the  fumlefs  wealth  this  fea  entombs,  415 

•  My  Theodora  !  yet  awake  ;  'tis  I, 

«  'Tis  poor  Amyntor  calls  thee!'     At  that  name. 
That  potent  name,  her  fpirit  from  the  verge 
Of  death  recalled,  flie,  trembling,  rais'd  her  eyes  ; 
Trembling,  his  neck  with  eager  grafp  entwin'd,  420 

And  murmur'd  out  his  name,  then  funk  again  ; 
Then  fwoon'd  upon  his  bofom,  thro'  ^xcefs 
.    Of  blifs  unhopM,  too  mighty  for  her  frame. 
The  rofe-bud  thus,  that  to  the  beams  ferene 

Of 
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Of  morning  glad  unfolds  her  tender  charms,  425 

Shrinks  and  expires  beneath  the  noon-day  blaze. 

Moments  of  dread  fufpenfe — but  foon  to  ceafe ! 
For  now,  while  on  her  face  thefe  men  unknown 
The  ftream,  with  cool  afperdon,  bufy  call. 
His  eyes  beheld,  with  wonder  and  amaze,  43* 

Beheld  in  them,  his  friends  1  th'  adventurous  few. 
Who  bore  her  to  the  ikifF!  whofe  daring  fkill 
Had  fav'd  her  from  the  deep  !  As  o'er  her  cheek 
Rekindling  life,  like  morn,  it's  light  diffused 
In  dawning  purple,  from  their  lips  he  learn'd  435 

How  to  yon  ifle,  yon  round  of  mofs-clad  hills, 
Borera  nam'd,  before  the  tempeft  borne, 
Thefe  iflanders,  thrice  three,  then  prifon'd  there, 
(So  Heav'n  ordain'd)  with  utmoft  peril  run. 
With  toil  invincible,  from  (helve  and  rock  440 

Their  boat  preferv'd,  and  to  this  happy  coaft 
It's  prow  direfted  fafe.     He  heard  no  more ; 
The  reft  already  known,  his  ev'ry  fenfe. 
His  full-colle£led  foul,  on  her  alone 

Was  fix'd,  was  hung  enraptur'd,  while  thefe  founds,  445 

This  voice,  as  of  an  angel,  pierc'd  his  ear. 

•  Amyntor !  O  .my  life's  recover'd  hope ! 

*  My  foul's  defpair  and  rapture ! — Can  this  be ! 

*  Am  I  on  earth ;  and  do  thefe  arms  indeed 

'  Thy  real  form  infold  ? — Thou  dreadful  deep !  450 

*  Ye  ihores  unknown !  ye  wild-impending  hills  ! 

*  Dare  I  yet  truft  my  fenfe ! — O  yes,  'tis  he ! 

'  'Tis  he  himfelf !  My  eyes,  my  bounding  heart, 

*  Confefs  their  living  lord  I  What  ihall  I  fay ! 

*  How  vent  the  boundlefs  tranfport  that  expands  455 

*  My  laboring  thought !  th'  unutterable  blifs, 

*  Joy,  wonder,  gratitude,  that  pain  to  death 

*  The  breaft  they  charm  I — Amyntor !  O  fupport 
'  This  fwiijming  brain ;  I  would  not  now  be  torn 

*  Again  from  life  and  thee,  nor  caufe  thy  heart  460 

*  A  fecond 


9S6  BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY. 

«  A  fecoad  pang  !'     At  this  dilated  hig^ 

The  fwell  of  joy,  moft  fatal  where  it's  force 

Is  felt  moft  exquifite,  a  timely  vent 

Now  found,  and  broke  in  tender  dews  away 

Of  heart-relieving  tears.     As  o*er  it's  charge,  465 

With  fhelt'ring  wing,  folicitoufly  good, 

The  guardian  Genius,  hovers ;  fo  the  youth. 

On  her  lov'd  face  afliduous  and  alarm  *d. 

In  filent  fondnefs  dwelt,  while  all  his  foul 

With  trembling  tendernefs  of  hope  and  fear  47* 

PIcaiingly  pain'd,  was  all  employ'd  for  her  ; 

The  rous'd  emotions  warring  in  her  breaft, 

Attemp'ring,  to  compofe,  and  gradual  fit 

For  farther  joy  her  foft  impreflive  frame. 

*  O  happy  !  the'  as  yet  thou  know'fl  not  half  475 

*  The  blifs  that  waits  thee  !  But,  thou  gentle  mind>     . 

*  Whofe  figh  is  pity,  and  whofe  fmile  is  love, 
'  For  all  who  joy  or  forrow,  arm  thy  breaft 

*  With  that  bell  temp'rance,  which  from  fond  excch, 

«  When  rapture  lifts  to  dang'rous  height  it's  pow'rs,  4S0 

*  Refleftivc  guards.     Know  then — and  let  calm  diought 

*  On  wonder  wait— fafe  refog'd  in  this  ifle, 

*  Thy  godlike  father  lives  '.  and,  lo  1 — but  curb, 

*  Reprefb  the  tranfport  that  o'erheaves  thy  heart ; 

*  'Tis  he — look  yonder — he,  whofe  rev'rend  fteps  -485 

*  The  mountain's  fide  defcend!'     Abrupt  from  Kis 
Her  hand  Ihe  drew  ;  and,  as  on  wings  upborne. 
Shot  o'er  the  fpace  between.     He^faw,  he  knew^ 
Aflonifli'd  knew,  before  him,  on  her  knec> 

His  Theodora  I  To  his  arms  he  rais'd  49« 

The  loft,  lov'd  fair,  and  in  his  bofom  prefs'd* 

*  My  father!' — *  O  my  child!'  at  once  they  cry'dj* 
Nor  more:  the  rtfft  cxtatick  filence  fpc^e  j 

And  Nature  ftom.  her  in  moft  feat  of  fenfe 

Beyond  all  titt'rance  mov'd.     On  this  bkfs'd  Icei^,  495 

'Where  emulous  in  either  bofem  Urovs 

Adoring 
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Adoring  gratitude*  earth»  ocean*  air*  .  * 

Around  with  fbft'ning  afpe£t  feem*d  to  imile, 
.  And  Heav'n,  approving,  look'd  delighted  down. 

Nor  theirs  alone  this  blifsful  hour  ;  the  joy,  .  500 

With  inftant  flow*  &om  fhore  to  ihore  along 
DifFufive  ran,  and  all  th'  exulting  ifle 
About  the  new-arriv'd  was  pour*d  abroad* 
'  To  hope  long  loft  !  by  miracle  regaih*d  ! 
In  each  plain  bofom  Love  and  Nature  wept ;  505 

While  each  a  fire,  a  hufband,  or  a  friend. 
Embracing,  held  and  kifs'd. 
Now,  while  the  fong. 
The  choral  hymn,  in  wildly-warbled  notes* 
What  Nature  didates  when  the  full  heart  prompts,    '  510 

Beft  harmony,  their  grateful  fouls  effus'd 
Aloud  to  Heav*n,  Montano,  rev'rend  feer  1 
(Whofe  eye  prophetick,  far  tliro*  Time's  abyfs. 
Could  fhoot  it's  beam,  and  there  the  births  of  Fate* 
Yet  immature,  and  in  their  caufes  hid,  ^1  j 

Illumin'd  fee)  a  ipace  abftradted  ftood  ; 
His  frame  with  fliiv'ry  horror  ftirr'd,  his  eyes 
From  outward  vifion  held,  and  all  the  man 
Entranc'd  in  wonder  at  th'  unfolding  fcene* 
On  fluid  air,  as  in  a  mirror  feen,  520 

And  glowing  radiant  to  his  mental  fight. 

'  They  fly  I'  he  cry'd  ;  *  they  melt  in  air  away* 

*  The  clouds  that  long,  fair  Albion's  heav'n  o'ercaft ! 

*  With  tempeft  delug'd,  or  witJi  flame  devour 'd, 

*  Her  drooping  pl^^ns;  while  dawning  rofy  round  525 
.  .'  A  purer  morning  lights  up  all  her  ikies! 

*  He  comes !  behold*  the  Great  Deliv'rer  comes ! 

*  Immortal  William  !  borne  triumphant  on, 
^  From  yonder  orient,  o'er  propitious  feas, 

*  White  with  the^fail^of  his  unnumber'd  fleet*  539 

*  A  floating  foreft*  ftretch'd  from  fliore  to  fliore  !     . 

*  See  !  wi^  fpread  wing  Britannia's  Genius  flies 

K  k  «  Before 
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Before  his  prow,  conmuuids  die  fpeeding  gakt 

To  waft  him  01I9  and  o'er  the  hero's  hcad« 

Inwreath'd  with  olive,  bears  the  laor^l  crown  ;  13  j 

Bleis'd  emblem,  peace  with  liberty  reftpr'd ! 

And,  hark!  from  either  ilrand,  which  nations  hidc» 

To  welcome  in  true  Freedom's  day  renew'd. 

What  thunders  of  acclaim ! — Aurelius  !  man 

By  Heav'n  belov'd,  thou«  too«  that  facred  fun  54* 

Shalt  live  to  hail ;  ihalt  warm  thee  in  his  fliine ! 

I  fee  thee  on  the  flow'ry  lap  diffused 

Of  thy  lov'd  vale,  amid  a  fmiling  race 

From  this  blefs'd  pair  to  fpring;  whom  equal  fiuth. 

And  equal  fondnefs,  in  foft  league  fhall  hold  {4; 

Prom  yonth  to  rev'rend  age,  the  calmer  hours 

Of  thy  laft  day  to  fweeten  and  adorn. 

Thro*  life  thy  comfort,  and  in  death  thy  crown  !* 


L      A      U      R      A  ; 

01, 

TH1E       COMPLAINT. 

A  W     B  L  B  C  Y. 
BY    DR.    MARRIOTT. 

YE  groves,  with  venerable  mofs  array'd. 
That  o'er  yon  caverns  ftretch  your  pendent  fhade. 
Where  iacred  Silence  lulls  the  rural  vale. 
And  Love  in  whifpers  tells  his  tender  tale; 
Ye  lonely  rocks  ;  ye  ftreams  that  ever  flow. 
Still  as  my  tears,  and  conflant  as  my  woe  ; 
To  yon,  behold,  the  wretched  Laura  flies. 
And  haunts  thofc  feats  from  whence  her  forrows  xifi: ; 

Whcrc^ 
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Where,  loft  to  Iove>  htm  often  has  Ihe  fbncfd  1 
When  the  fend  lorer  led  his  blnfhing  mtdd. 
When  his  (oft  lips,  too  eloquent  his  art, 
PonPd  the  warm  wifh,  andbreath'd  oat  all  his  heart  I 

Ah,  once  lov'd  feats  !  your  pleafing  fcenes  are  o'er. 
Nor  can  you  charm,  fince  he  can  love  no  more ; 
Tho*  fmile  yonr  lawns  with  vernal  glories  crown'd. 
In  vain  gay  Natore  paints  th'  enamell'd  ground; 
While  thro'  yoor  iblitary  paths  I  rove, 
A  prey  to  grief,  to  ficknefs,  and  to  love. 
Tho'  gentle  zephyrs  fan  the  bending  bowers, 
Tho*  breathes  the  incenfe  of  your  opening  flowery 
Nor  opening  flowers,  nor  gentle  zephyrs  charm. 
Nor  beauteous  fcenes  a  grief  like  mine  difarm : 
Fade  every  flower,  and  languifli  ev*ry  ienie,  . 
Ye  have  no  fweets  for  fallen  innocence  I 

Tom  by  rcmorfe,  fad  vi&im  of  defpair. 
Where  (hall  I  turn  ?  or  where  addrefs  my  prayer  ? 
Far  as  the  morn  it's  early  beam  difplays. 
Or  where  the  ftar  of  evening  darts  it's  rays  | 
Far  as  wide  earth  is  (Iretch'd,  or  oceans  roll. 
Where  blow  the  winds,  oi'  heaven  invefts  the  pole. 
In  vain  my  fluttering  foul  would 'wing  it's  way  ; 
Stem  Care  purines,  where'er  the  wretched  ftray. 

Soft  God  of  Sleep,  whofe  ever-peaceful  reign 
Lulls  earth,  and  heav'n,  and  all  th'  extended  main. 
Powerful  to  i^ve  the  labouring  heart  to  reft. 
To  wipe  the  tear,  and  heal  the  wounded  breafi^ 
Say,  by  what  crime  oflTended,  flies  from  me, 
Invok'd,  thy  unpropitious  deity  ? 
Or  dooms,  on  racks  of  wildeft  Fancy  torn. 
In  dreams,  my  agonizing  foul  to  monm  ? 
Why  am  I  oft  on  angry  billows  tofsM, 
Now  in  fome  wide  and  dreary  deiart  loft? 
Why  yet  in  life  infernal  tortures  feel. 
Bound  by  fierce  demons  to  fome  rapid  wheel  ? 

K  k  a  Now 
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Now  fcem  to  dimb,  while  hills  on  hills'arife,' 
In  vain  ;  or  fall  in  tcmpcfts  from  the  ikies : 
Tread  burning  plains,  or  fwim  in  feas  of  fire, 
.  Juft  reach  the  ihore,  then  fee  the  fhore  retire ! 
As  oft,  dear  youth  !  thy  pleafing  form  appears ; 
I  ftretch  my  arms,  and  wake  di^olv'd  in  tears  ; 
Yet  waking  Fancy  all  that  lofs  fupplies. 
And  flill  I  view  thee  with  a  lover's  eyes  f 
Entranced  in  thought,  o*er  all  thy  charms  I  gaze. 
See  thy  bright  eyes  difFufe  their  fofteft  rays. 
Hang  on  thy  hand,  and  on  thy  breaft  reclin'd. 
Play  with  thy  locks  that  waver  with  the  wind ; 
•Joy  in  thy  joy,  or  in  thy  ibrrows  join. 
And  on  thy  lips  my  fpirit  mix  with  thine. 
Now  o'er  dark  wilds  or  rugged  rocks  we  ftray. 
Love  lights  the  gloom,  and  fmooths  the  dreary  way ; 
Now  on  foft  banks-  Oilr  weary  limbs  repofe. 
Where  every  flower  of  vernal  beauty  glows  ; 
But  light  as  air,  each  pleafing  vifion  flew,    ' 
.Swift  as  the  fun  difpels  the  morning  dew ; 
While  with  the  day  returns  the  fenfe  of  woe: 
We  wake  more  wretched  when  the  cheat  wc  know. 

Imagination  !  miftrefs  of  the  foul. 
What  powers  unfeen  the  aftive  mind  controul  ?        •        . 
And  fill  the  waving  thought,  or  bu fy  lleep  ? 
Where  not. a  breeae  difturbs  the  tranquil  deep. 
Nor  lofty  pines  thro'  all  the  forefl:  move. 
Why  ftir  the  motions  of  refiftlefs  love  ? 

Urg'd  by  the  golden  morn,  the  night  recedes. 
And  year  to  year  in  changeful  courfe  fucceeds  ; 
Nor  night,  nor  mom,  nor  years  to  me  rcftore 
The  peace  which  Laura's  heart  poflfefs'd  before ; 
Involv'd  in  clouds  one  darkfome  fcene  I  view; 
Bleed  the  fame  wounds, >and  all  my  pains  renew. 

O  boaft  of  Laura's  long- forgotten  praife  ! 
Paft  are  the  triumphs  of  my  happier  days. 

When 
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When  plac'd  fupreme  on  Beauty's  radiant  throne, 
I  faw  with  confcious  pride  each  heart  my  own  ; 
Where'er  I  tum'd,  a  thoufand  nymphs  admir'd ; 
whene'er  I  fmil'd,  a  thoufand  fwaijis  expir'd : 
I  (poke,  'twas  muiick  dwelt  upon  my  .tongue; 
I  mov'd  a  goddefs,  and  an  angel  fung. 
My  carelefs  fteps  in  joys  were  taught  to  rove ; 
Each  voice  was  flattery^  and  each  look  was  lovei 
But  Beauty's  power,  too  mighty  long  to  lafl. 
Fled  on  the  wings  of  rapid  time,  is  pait 

As  fome  proud  veflel  to  the  profperous  gale 
Her  ih-eamer  waves,  and  fpreads  the  filken  fail. 
While  filver  oars,  to  flutes  foft  breathing,  fweep,  * 

With  meafur'd  flrokes,  the  fcarcely  heaving  deep ; 
But  foon  tempeiluous  clouds  the;  fcene  deform. 
And  the  loud  furge  remurmurs  to  the  ftorm  : 
Thus  big  with  hope,  from  dark  fofpicion  free, 
I  fail'd  with  tranfport  on  Life's  fummer  fea ; 
The  gay  attendants  of  my  happy  ftate. 
The  Smiles,  the  Graces  round  were  feen  to  wait. 
And  all  the  moments,  as  they  fwiftly  flew, 
Shower'd  down  foft  joys,  and  pleafures  ever  new. 
How  chang'd  this  fleeting  image  of  a  day  ! 
How  fets  in  awful  gloom  the  ev'ning  ray  ! 
While,  fix'd  on  earth  her  eye  in  fad  fufpenfe. 
Pours  the  deep  figh,  inceflTant  Penitence. 

If  youthful  charms  decay  with  age  or  pain. 
Beauty,  thy  crouded  worihippers  how  vaiji ! 
Why  then  fuch  crowds  of  incenfe  round  afcend  ? 
Why  profbate  monarchs  at  thy  altars  bend  ? 
Why  earth's  and  ocean's  mighty  bounds  explore 
At  once  to  win  thee,  smd  increafe  thy  power  ? 
Let  fad  example  Reafon's  didates  aid  ! 
Here  fee  what  ruin  grief  and  love  have  made ; 
E'en  Love,  who  lives  by  Beauty's  fmiles  carefs'd, 
Baiks  in  her  eyes,  and  wantons  on  her  breail. 

With 
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Whh  croei  force  die  &tal  (haft  emplojn. 
And  iboneft  wliat  he  moft  adores  deftroyii. 

How  a^d  I  feel  life's  idle  CKirrent  flow,  -^ 

lIThere  once  the  dandiig  fpirits  lor'd  to  glow !  '^ 

Vb  mofe  thefe  eyes  with  youthful  rapture  fiiine. 
Nor  cheeks  ibft  blufhing  ipeak  a  warmth  divine  ; 
Graceful  no  more  amid  the  feftive  dance 
Idy  iteps  with  eafy  dignity  adTance> 
And  all  the  gloiTy  locks^  whofe  ringlets  ^read. 
O'er  my  fair  neck,  the  hononrs  of  my  head, 
Ceaie  the  neat  labonrs  of  my  hand  to  know ; 
m  ibits  the  care  of  elegance  with  woe  I 

Why  did  not  Nature,  when  &e  gave  tOi  chanil 
With  unrelenting  pride  my  bofbm  arm  ? 
Why  was  my  foul  it's  tender  pity  taught, 
Eadi  foft  affedioin,  and  each  generons  dionght  ? 
Hence  ipring  my  forrows,  hence  with  fighs  I  prove 
How  feeble  woman,  and  how  fierce  is  love ! 

In  unavailing  ftreams  my  tears  are  ihed  ; 
Sad  Laura's  blifs  is  i^^th  Lorenzo  fled. 
For  thee,  falfe  youth,  was  every  joy  reffgn'd, 
Yotmg  health,  fweet  peace,  and  innocence  of  mind  ; 
Arc  thefe  the.  conflant  vbws  thy  tongue  profefsM, 
When  firft  thy  arms  my  yielding  beauties  prefs'd  ? 
Thus  did  thy  kifs  difpel  my  empty  fears. 
Or  mnning  voice  delight  my  raptur'd  ears ; 
Thus  (wore  thy  lips,  by  oceaA,  earth,  and  iky  ; 
By  helps  dread  powers,  and  Heaven's  all-pierdng  eye? 
Yawns  not  the  grave  for  thee  ?  why  fleeps  the  florm 
To  blaft  thy  limbs,  and  rend  thy  pcrjur'd  form  f 
TLJnmoyVJ,  O  faithlefs !  canft  thou  hear  my  pain. 
Like  the  proud  rocks  which  brave  th*  unwearied  main  f        ^ 
Sooner  the  fhipwreck*d  pilot  (hall  appeafe 
With  fighs  and  howling  winds,  with  tears  the  fcas. 
Than  Laura's  prayers  thy  heart  unfeeling  move, 
9  loil  to  fame,  to  honour,  and  to  love  1 

Nw« 
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NursM  lA  dark  caverns,  on  fome  moantain  wild» 
To  cruel  manhood  grew  the  daring  child» 
No  female  breaft  fupply'd  thy  mfant  food. 
Bat  tygers  growling  o'er  their  iavage  brood, 
Cors'd  be  that  fatal  hoar  thy  charms  were  ieen. 
While  yet  this  mind  was  gailtlefs  and  ferene  I 
With  thee,  falfe  man^  I  org'd  my  hafty  flight, 
^  And  darM  the  horrors  of  tempeftuous  night. 
Nor  fear'd  with  thee  thro'  plains  unknown  to  rore. 
Deaf  to, the  di<ftates  of  paternal  love. 
In  vain  for  me  a  parent's  tears  were  flied. 
And  to  the  grave  defcends  his  hoary  head !  / 
When  at  v^y  feet  entranc'd  my  lover  lay. 
And  pour'd  in  tender  fighs  his  foul  away. 
Fond,  fooliih  heart !  to  think  the  tale  divine; 
Why  ftarted  not  my  hands  when  prefs'd  in  thine  ? 
Too  well  remembrance  paints  the  fatal  hour 
When  Love,  great  conqueror,  fummon'd  all  his  power  ; 
When  bolder  grown,  your  glances  flafh'd  with  fire. 
And  your  pale  1  ps  all  trembled  with  defire  ; 
Badt  to  my  heart  my  blood  tumultuous  flew. 
From  every  pore  difUU'd  the  chilling  dew. 
When  Shame  prefag  n\,  fpoke  each  future  pain. 
Arid  ftrugglin^  Virtue  arm'd  my  foul  in  vain  i 
But,  O  let  iilence  all  my  weakness  veil. 
And  burnin^  Lluflies  only  tell  the  tale  ! 

Ah,  fatthkfs  man  !  and  thou  more  wretched  maid ! 
To  guilt,  and  grief,  and  mifery  betray'd  ! 
Far  flies  thy  lover  :  to  fome  dilbmt  plain 
Now  cleaves  it's  bounding  bark  the  peaceful  main ; 
Avenging  Heaven,  that  heard  the  vows  he  fwore. 
Bid  howl  the  blackening  ftorm,  and  thunder  roar. 
Till  waves  on  waves  in  tumbling  mounuins  roll. 
Now  fink  to  hell,  and  now  afcend  the  pole  ; 
Then  on  fome  plan'v  o'er  foaming  billows  borne. 
Trembling,  his  perjur'd  faith  the  wretch  ihall  mourn.; 

Bat 
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But  mourn  in  vain — ^hls  vigorous  arm  fiiall  fail. 
Guilt  fink  him  down,  and  angry  Heaven  prevail ; 
No  friendly  hand  to  earth  his  limbs  convey. 
But  dogs  and  vultures  tear  the  bloated  prey  ! 

Yet,  ah,  fdnd  heart !  avert,  kind  Heaven,  the  ftroke^ 
My  heart  denies  what  trembling  lips  have  /poke. 
The  varying  accents  real  nature  prove. 
And  only  (hew  how  wild  a  thing  is  love. 
Go,  much-lov'd  youth  !  with  every  bleffing  Crowned, 
And  Laura's  wilhes  ever  guard  thee  round. 
Me  to  the  filent  ihades,  and  fad  retreat. 
Where  love's  expiring  flames  forget  their  heat. 
Death  wooes  all-J)owerful :  ere  he  parts  the  clew. 
Once  more  thy  Laura  bids  her  love  adieu  ; 
Bids  health  and  affluence  every  hlifs  afford. 
Bids  thee  be  lov'd,  be  happy,  add  ador'd  I 
'  In  eafe,  in  mirth,  glide  each  glad  hour  away ; 
No  pain  to  fpot  thy  fortune's  cloudlefs  day ;  " 
No  fjgh  to  fwell,  no  tear  to  flow  for  me  ! 
O  grant.  Heaven,  all ! — but  grant  thee  conflancy  ! 

Yet  from  my  hand  this  lafl  addrefs  receive  ; 
This  lafl  addrefs  is  all  that  hand  can  give. 
In  vain  thy  bark  with  fpreading  canvas  flies. 
If  thefe  fad  lines  fhall  meet  thy  confcious  eyes. 
And,  taught  with  winning  eloquence  to  move. 
The  winds  and  waters  waft  the  voice  of  love  ; 
Tha^  voice,  (O  grant  what  dying  lips  implore  !) 
Afks  but  one  tear  from  thee,  and  afks  no  more ! 

Then  world,  farewel !  farewel  life's  fond  defires, 
Falfe  flattering  hopes,  and  love's  tormenting  fires. 
Already,  Death,  before  my  clofing  eyes 
Thy  airy  forms  and  glimmering  fhades  arife. 
Hark  !  hear  I  not  for  me  yon  pafling  bell 
Toll  forth,  with  frequent  paufe,  it's  fulleti  knell  I 
Waits  not  for  me  yon  fexton  on  his  fpade. 
Blithe  whiflling  o'er  the  grave  his  toil  has  made? 

Say, 
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Say,  why  yon  hearfe  with  fading  flowers  is  crown'd. 
And  midnight  gales  the  deep-mouth'd  dirge  reiound  ? 
Hail,  filler  worms  1  and  thou  my  kindred  duft. 
Secure  to  you  my  weary  limbs  I  truft. 
Dim  burns  life's  lamp  ;  O  Death !  thy  work  complcat. 
And  give  my  foul  to  gain  her  laft  retreat. 
Such  as  before  the  birth  of  Nature  fway'd. 
Ere  fpringing  light  the  firft  Great  Word  obey'd. 
Let  iilence  reign ;  come.  Fate,  exert  thy  might ; 
And,  Darknefs,  wrap  me  in  eternal  night! 


FINE     SIGHTS; 

t)R,    THE    COUNTESS    OF   COVENTRY   IN    ELYSIUM. 

WRITTEN      IN      THE      YEAR      M  DCC  LX» 
*/ 

BY    DR.     KENRICK. 

ON  the  banks  of  the  Styx,  as  a  beautiful  ghoft. 
In  refemblance  the  fhade  of  the  Goddefs  of  Love, 
"Was  revolving  the  days  when  a  countefs  and  toaft 
She  flaunted  about  in  the  regions  above  ; 

News  arriv'd,  which  foon  made  all  Elyfium  to  ringj 
That  the  Fates  a  great  monarch  had  fummon'd  to  reft. 

In  calling  Old  England's  late  father  and  king 

To  a  crown  of  reward  in  the  realms  of  the  blefs'd. 

My  lady  was  vex*d  to  be  robb'd  of  th'  occaiion. 

By  dying  before  him  fo  mal-a-propos. 
Of  feeing  his  royal  young  heir's  coronation. 

And  making  a  party  hcrfelf  in  the  ftiow. 

Ti  1  She 


Phlv  J. 
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^  Befides,  pretty  lady^  you're  greatly  miftaken, 

*  If  pleafure  you  promife  yourlelf  in  the  fight ; 

'  For,  unfeen  by  your  friends,  by  admirers  forfaken, 
'  There's  none  will  regard  an  impalpable  fprite/ 

«  Nay,  nay !'  quoth  the  countefs,  '  ifthat.be  the  cafe, 

*  Take  your  paflport  again  ;  I'll  have  no  more  chagrin  : 
•  A  fig  for  fine  fights,  if  unfeen  one's  fine  face  ! 

'  .What  fignifies  feeing,  if  one  is  not  feen  I' 


THE    CONTENTED    PHILOSOPHER. 

BY    THE    REV.    MR.    CUNNINGHAME. 


DEEP  filence  reign'd,  and  dewy  Night 
Her  filver  veftment  wore  ; 
f  he  weftem  gale  brcath'<l  calm  delight. 
And  bufy  day  was  o'er  : 

To  hail  Refledlion's  hour  I  rofe. 

Each  throbbing  care  at  reft  ; 
J^or  facred  Peace  in  mild  rcpofe 

Pad  luird  niy  anxious  breaft. 

Th«  breezy  mount,  the  mifty  vale. 

Alternately  I  ftray'd ; 
The  Gothick  fpire,  the  lonely  cell. 

My  wandering  eye  furvey'd  : 

Till,  where  the  trembling  beams  of  night 

O'er  limpid  currents  play'd, 
^eandering — fix'd  my  roving  fight* 

On  d?ep  Retirement's  fhade, 

Liz  The 
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The  unambitious  dome,  conceal'd, 

Fear'd  no  inti-ufive  foes  ; 
Frpm  dccp-embowering  trees  rcveal'd 

The  feat  of  calm  repofe. 

'Twas  Sophron's  grove,  an  aged  fire. 
Who,  vers'd  in  Wifdom's  lore. 

Now  tun'd  his  confecrated  lyre. 
To  clofe  the  filent  hour. 

The  hallow'd  drain  inflam'd  my  breaft, 

I  gain'd  the  ruftick  cell ; 
The  courteous  father  blefs'd  his  gueft. 

Then  gavq  th'  inftruftive  tale. 

*  How  falfe  the  aim  of  erring  life  ! 
'  How  fruitlefs  the  employ  ! 

*  That  treads  the  pompous  maze  of  ftrifc^ 

*  In  quell  of  folid  joy  ! 

*  The  plumy  tribes  unceafmg  roam, 

*  Each  verdant  bough  furvey ; 

*  But  fix  at  hft  their  leafy  home, 

*  Where  filence  wooes  their  flay  : 

*  Where  no  alarming  hinds  invade, 

*  No  fear  their  peace  dellroys ; 

'  Remote  in  the  fequefter'd  fhade, 
'  They  rear  their  callow  joys. 

'  Thus  reftlefs  Nature  loves  to  range, 

*  Thro'  life's  gay  fcenes  to  rove ; 

*  Till  Reafon  prompts  the  happier  change,  • 

*  To  Contemplation's  grove  ! 


Wl 
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f  When  Fortune  fmil'd,  when  Pleafure  WQo'd, 

*  How  indolently  gay, 

f  Life's  tranfitory  ftream  I  view'd 

*  Unheeded  walle  away ! 

f  The  gay  delufive  dream  once  o'er, 

*  Calm  Reafon's  thoughts  arife  ; 
f  Obey'd  the  monitorial  power, 

*  That  whifper'd,  "  Now,  be  wife !" 

f  This  iilent  grove  my  fearch  furvey'd, 

*  Where  Peace  difplays  her  charms : 

•  How  free  Cpntentment's  humble  (hade      •  " 
^  From  Fortune's  wild  alarms! 

^  Now  free  from  each  fantaftick  ftrife, 

*  Untroubled  and  ferene, 

f  I  wait  the  dofing  hour  of  life, 

*  To  leave  it's  empty  fcene  : 

f  For  tides  of^blifs,  that  boundlefs  roll 
'  Around  th'  Eternal  throne, 

*  Shall  waft  the  perfevering  foul 

*  To  joys  on  earth  unknown  ! 

<  But,  lo  1  the  fading  ftars  declare, 

*  The  eaflern  herald  blows, 

f  The  hour  of  rofy  morn  is  near, 

*  And  Nature  claims  repofe.' 

I  figh'd,  and  thought  it  foon  to  part 

From  Wifdom's  ivy'd  cell ; 
How  ill  my  fympathizing  heart 

Could  bid  the  fage,  Farcwel. 

For 
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For  wealth;  be  fmiling  peace  my  lhare  ! 

With  frieiidfliip's  generous  love  ; 
And,  lofl  to  each  ambitioos  care^ 

Be  mine  the  flowery  grove  ! 

I'here  ftudious  thought  would  wear  the  day| 
In  each  inftru6tive  page  ; 
.   Or  happier  Ipeed  the  hours  away. 
In  converfc  with  the  fage, 

^Taught  by  the  a\Vful  voice  of  Truth, 

Life's  fyren  fnares  to  fly, 
Py  keafon's  card  conduft  my  yoifth. 

And  like  my  Sophron  die ! 


THE       BASTARD, 

BY    RICHARD     SAVAGE,    ESC^ 

IN  gayer  hours,  when  high  my  fancy  ran. 
The  Mufe  exulting,  thus  her  lay  began. 
•  Blefs'd  be  the  Baftard's  birth  !  thro'  wond*rous  ways, 
f  He  ftiines  excentrick,  like  a  comet's  blaze  ! 

*  No  fickly  fruit  of  faint  compliance  He  ! 

^  He  !  ftamp'd  in  Nature's  mint  of  extafy  ! 
«  He  lives  to  build^  not  boafl:  a  generous  race  ; 
'  No  tenth  tranfmitter  of  a  foolifti  face. 

*  His  daring  hope  no  fire's  example  bounds ; 

*  His  firft-born  lights  no  prejudice  confounds. 

*  He,  kindling  from  within,  requires  no  flame  J 

*  He  glories  in  a  Baftard's  glowing  name. 
'  Born  to  himfelf,  by  no  poflieflion  led, 

f  In  freedom  fofter'd,  and  by  Fortune  kdi  \ 

*N« 
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*  Nor  guides,  nor  rules,  his  fov'reign  choice  controul, 

*  His  body  independent  as  his  fouL 

*  Loos'd  to  the  world's  wide  range ;  enjoin'd  no  aim  ; 

*  Prefcrib'd  no  duty,  and  affign'd  no  name : 
^  Nature's  unbounded  ion,  he  ilands  alone, 

*  His  heart  unbiafs'd,  and  his  mind  his  own ! 
'  O  Mother,  yet  no  mother  !  'tis  to  you, 

'  My  thanks  for  fuch  diHinguiih'd  claims  are  due. 

*  You,  unenflav'd  to  Nature's  narrow  laws, 

*  Warm  championefs  for  Freedom's  facred  caufe, 
'  From  all  the  dry  devoirs  of  blood  and  line, 

'  From  ties  maternal,  moral  and  divine, 

'  Difcharg'd  my  gralping  foul,  pu(h'd  me  from  ftiore, 

'  And  launch 'd  me  into  life  without  an  oar. 

•  What  had  I  loft,  if  conjugally  kind, 

*  By  nature  hating,  yet  by  vows  confin'd, 

*  Untaught  the  matrimonial  bounds  to  flighty 

*  And  coldly  confcious  of  a  hu(band*s  right, 

*  You  had  faint-drawn  me  with  a  form  alone, 

*  A  lawful  lump  of  life  by  force  your  own  ! 

*  Then,  while  your  backward  will  retrench'd  defire, 

*  And  unconcurring  fpirits  lent  no  fire, 

*  I  had  been  born  your  dull,  domeftick  heir ; 

*  Load  of  your  life,  and  motive  of  your  care : 

*  Perhaps  been  poorly  rich,  and  meanly  great ; 

*  The  flave  of  pomp,  a  cypher  in  the  ftate ; 

*  Lordly  negleAful  of  a  worth  unknown, 

• '  And  flumb'ring  in  a  (eat — ^by  chance  my  own* 

•  Far  nobler  blcfllngs  wait  the  Baftard's  lot  i 

*  Conceiv  d  in  rapture,  and  with  fire  begot ! 

*  Strong  as  Neceffity,  he  ftarts  away, 

*  Climbs  againft  wrongs,  and  brightens- into  day  !' 
Thus,  unprophetick,  lately  mifinfpir'd, 

I  fung  5  gay  flutt'ring  Hope  my  fancy  fir'd  ; 
Inly  fecure,  thro'  confcious  fcom  of  ill. 
Nor  taught  by  Wifd^m  how  to  balance  will, 

Itaflily 
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Rafhly  deceiv'd,  I  faw  no  pits  to  fliun  ;  .       ' 

But  thought,  to  purpofe,  and  to  adt,  were  one; 

Heedlefs  what  pointed  cares  pervert  his  way,  • 

Whom  caution  arms  not,  and  wliom  woes  betray  : 

But  now  expos'd,  and  flirinking  from  diHrefsi 

I  fly  to  flielter,  while  the  tempefts  prefs ; 

My  Mufe  to  grief  religns  the  varying  tone. 

The  raptures  languifh,  and  the  numbers  groan  !  \ 

O  Memory  !  thou  foul  of  joy  and  pain  ! 
Thou  a£lor  of  our  paflions  o'er  again  ! 
Why  doft  thou  aggravate  the  wretch's  woe  ? 
Why  add  continuous  fmart  to  every  blow  ?  .   » 

Few  are  my  joys ;  alas !  how  foon  forgot ! 
On  that  kind  quarter  thou  invad'ft  me  not ;  » 

While  fharp  and  numberlefs  my  forrows  fall^ 
Yet  thou  repeat'ft  and  multiply'ft  'em  all  I 

Is  chance  a  guilt ;  that  my  difaft'rous  heart> 
For  mifchief  never  meant,  muft  ever  fmart  ?  » 

Can  felf-defence  be  fm? — Ah,  plead  no  more  ! 
What  tho'  no  purpos'd  malice  ftain'd  thee  o'er;  i 

Had  Heav'n  befriended  thy  unhappy  fide. 
Thou  had'ft  not  been  provok'd — or,  thou  had 'ft  died* 

Far  be  the  guilt  of  homelhed  blood  from  all. 
On  whom,  unfought,  embroiling  dangers  fall  1 
Still  the  pale  dead  revives,  and  lives  to  me ; 
To  me  !  thro'  Pity's  eye  condemn'd  to  fee. 
Remembrance  veils  his  rage,  but  fwells  his  fate  ; 
Griev'd  I  forgive,  and  am  grown  cool  too  late. 
Young,  and  unthoughtful  then  ;  who  knows,  one  day^ 
What  ripening  virtues  might  have  made  their  way  ! 
He  might  have  liv'd,  till  Folly  died  in  fhame. 
Till  kindling  Wifdom  felt  a  thirft  for  fame. 
He  might  perhaps  his  country's  friend  have  prov'd  ; 
Both  happy,  gen'rous,  candid,  and  belov'd  : 
He  might  have  fav'd  fome  worth,  now  doom'd  to  fall  ; 
And  I,  perchance,  in  him,  have  murder'd  all. 

G  fate 
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t>  fate  of  late  repentance  !   alwa^rs  vain : 
^hy  remedies  but  lull  uhdyihg  pain. 
Where  fhall  my  hope  find  reft !  No  mother's  car6 
Shielded  my  in^t  innocence  with  prayer ; 
No  father's  guardian  hand  my  youth  nuintainM^ 
Called  forth  my  virtues,  or  from  vice  reftrain'dw 
Is  it  not  thine  to  fhatch  fome  powerful  arm, 
Firft  to  advance,  then  fcreen  from  future  harm? 
I  am  returned  from  death,  to  live  in  pain ; 
Or  would  imperial  Pity  fave  in  vain? 
Diitrufl  it  not :  what  blame  can  Mercy  find. 
Which  gives  at  once  a  life,  and  rears  a  mind  ? 

Mother,  mifcall'd,  fanewel !— K>f  foul  fevere^ 
This  fad  refle^on  yet  may  force  one  t^ar : 
All  I  was  wretched  by,  to  you  I  ow'd ; 
Alone  fh>m  (bangers  ev'ry  comfort  flow'd  ! 

Loft  to  the  life  yon  gavd,  your  fon  no  more^ 
And  now  adopted,  who  was  doom'd  before ; 
New-bohi,  I  may  a  nobler  mother  claim, 
ftut  dare  not  whifper  her  immortal  name  : 
Supremely  lovely,  and  ferenely  great ! 
Majefiick  mother  of  a  kneeling  fbite  ! 
Queen  of  a  people's  hearty  who  ne'er  before 
Agreed^yet  now  with  one  confent  adore ! 
One  conteft  yet  remains  in  this  defire. 
Who  moft  ihall  give  applaufe,  where  all  admire. 

ROBIN. 

A     PksrOtLAL     ELEGY. 
BY    CAPT.    JOHN    DOBSON. 

DO  W  N  by  the  brook  which  glides  thro'  yonder  vale. 
His  hair  all  matted,  and  his  cheeks  all  pale, 
Robin,  fad  fwain,  by  love  and  forrow  pain'd. 
Of  flighted  vows,  and  Suian,  thus  complain'di 

M  m  '  Hear 
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'  Hear  me,  ye  groves,  who  faw  me  blefs'd  fo  late  ^ 
'  Echo,  you  hills,  my  fad  reverfe  of  fate ; 

*  Ye  winds,  that  bear  my  fighs,  foft  murmurs  fend  ; 

*  Come  pay  me  back,  ye  flreams,  the  drops  I  lend  ; 

*  And  you,  fwpet  Sufan,  fourcc  of  all  my  fmart, 

*  Beftow  fome  pity  on  a  broken  heart. 

'  Happy  the  times,  by  painful  memory  blefs'd, 

*  When  you  poffefling,  Robin  all  poifefs'd  ! 

*  Pafs'd  by  your  fide,  each  day  brought  new  delight> 

*  And  one  fweet  (lumber  fiiorten'd  every  night- 

*  My  play  your  fervice,  for  no  toil  feem'd  hard,  • 

*  When  y^r  kind  favour  was  the  hop'd  reward. 

*  I  rofe  to  milkipg,  though  'twas  ne'er  fo  cool  ; 
'  I  call'd  the  cows  up  ;  I  kept  off  the  bull : 

*  Home  on  my  head  I  bore  the  pail  upright  ; 

*  The  pail  was  heavy,  but  love  made  it  light ; 

*  And  when  you  fpiit  the  milk,  and  *gan  to  cry, 

*  I  took  the  blame,  and  fimply  faid — "  'Twas  l^* 

*  When  by  the  haycock's  fide  you  fleeping  lay, 

*  Sent  by  good  angels,  there  I  chanc'd  to  Ibray, 

*  Juit  a'^  a  loathlvune  addcj  rcar'd  his  creft, 

*  To  dart  his  poifon  in  your  lily  breaft, 

*  Straight  with  a  Hone  1  crufh'd  the  monfter's  head  ; 

'  You  wak'd,  and  fainted,  though  you  found  him  deadl 

*  Then,  from  the  pond,  I  water  brought  apace, 
'  My  hat  brimful,  and  dalh'd  it  in  your  face  : 

<  Stili,  blue  as  bilberry,  your  cold  lips  did  quake, 

*  Till  my  warm  kiflcs  call'd  the  cherry  back. 

*  When,  looking  thro'  his  worfhip's  garden-gate, 

*  Ripe  peaches  tempted,  and  you  long'd  to  eat ; 

*  Tho'  the  grim  maftifF  growl'd,  and  fternly  flalk'd, 

*  Tho*  guns  were  loaded,  and  old  Madam  walk'd  ; 

*  Nor  dogs  nor  darknefs,  guns  or  ghofts,  could  fright^ 

*  When  Robin  ventur'd  for  his  Sue's  delight : 

*  Joyful  of  midnight,  quick  I  poft  away, 

*  Leap  the  high  wall,  and  fearkfs  pluck  the  prey ; 
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*  Down  in  your  lap  a  plenteous  (hower  they  fall ; 
'  Glad  you  receiv'd  them,  and  you  eat  them  all. 
'  When  fair-day  came,  I  donn'd  my  Sunday  fuit, 

*  Brufh'd  the  beft  pillion  clean,  and  faddled  Cutt. 
'  Then  up  we  got  ;  you  clung  about  my  waift; 

*  Pleas'd  to  be  hugg'd,  I  charg'd  you  clip  me  fail ; 

'  And  when  you  loos'd  your  hold,  and  backwards  flipp'd, 
^  I  held  your  petticoats,  and  never  peep'd. 

*  The  pofied  garters,  and  the  top-knot  fine, 

f  The  golden  gingerbread,  and  all  was  mine: 

*  I  paid  the  puppct-lhow,  the  cakes,  the  fack  ;  ^ 

f  And,  fraught  with  fairings,  brought  you  laughing  back, 

*  Sufan  but  fpoke,  and  each  gay  flower  was  there, 
€  To  drefs  her  bough-pot,  or  adorn  her  hair  ; ' 

*  For  her  the  choiceft  of  the  woods  I  cull, 

^  Sloes,  hips,  and  ftrawberries,  her  bellyful : 

*  My  hoard  of  apples  I  to  her  confefs'd  ; 

f  My  heart  was  her's,  well  might  fhe  have  the  reft, 
f  And  Sufan  well  approv'd  her  Robin's  care  : 
f  Yes,  you  was  pleased  ;  at  leaft  you  faid  you  were, 
f  In  love's  fbft  fire  you  feem*d  like  ijie  to  burn, 
^  And  footh'd  my  foi)dnefs  with  a  kind  return, 
f  At  our  long  table,  when  ^ye  fat  to  dine, 

*  You  ftretch'd  your  knees,  and  mingled  feet  with  mine  | 

^  With  fatteft  bacon  you  my  trencher  ply'd,  ^ 

?  And  flic'd  my  pudding  from  the  plummy  fide  : 
^  And  well  I  wot,  when  our  fmall-beer  was  ftale, 
^  You  ftole  into  the  barn,  and  brought  me  ale. 

*  But,  oh  I  the  foldier,  blafter  of  my  hopes  1 

^  (Curfe  on  pretending  kings,  and  Papiih  popes !) 

*  He  came  from  Flanders  with  the  red-coat  crew, 
f  To  fight  with  rebels,  and  he  conquer'd  )'ou. 

*  His  dowlas  ruffles,  and  his  copper  lace, 

f  His  brickduft  ftockings,  and  his  brazen  face  | 

f  Thefc  are  the  charms  for  which  you  flight  my  youth, 

f  Chafms  mnch  too  potent  for  a  maiden's  truth  ! 

M  ni  2  *  Soon 
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Soon  on  the  featherM  fool  you  toni'd  yoiur  eyeai 
Eager  you  liften'd  to  the  braggart's  lyes  ; 
And,  fcorning  me,  your  heart  to  him  refign. 
Your  faithlefs  heart,  by  vows  and  fervice  mine* 
True,  he  is  gone,  by  our  brave  duke's  command^i 
To  humble  Britain's  foes  in  foreign  land  : 
Ah,  wha^  is  that !  the  fpoiler  bears  away 
The  only  thing  for  which  'twas  worth  to  ftay, 

'  .But  forrow*s  dry ;  I'll  flake  it  in  the  brook — 
P  well-a-day !  how  frightful  pale  I  look  ! 

^*  Care's  a  confumer,"  (fo  the  faying  fpeaks  ;) 
The  faying's  true,  I  read  it  in  my  cheeks. 
Fyc  !  I'll  be  chcarfuU  'tis  a  fancied  pain  s 
A  flame  fo  conilant  cannot  meet  difdain  : 
I'll  wafli  my  face,  ai^d  fliake  pff  foul  defpair  i 
My  love  is  kind  I— -alas,  I  would  flie  were ! 
Well  fays  our  parfon  ;  and  pur  parfon  faid, 

'  True  love,  and  tithes,  fhouid  ever  well  be  paid,'' 
Sufan,  from  you  my  heart  fliall  never  roam. 
If  your*s  be  wandering,  quickly  call  it  home,' 
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LADY    ANNE    COVENTRY- 

VTOV    VIEWING     HER     f|NE     CHIMNEY-PIECE    Olft    SHI|,(.« 
WORK.  i 

BY    MR.    SOMERVILLE. 

TH  £  greedy  merchant  plows  the  fea  for  gain. 
And  rides  exulting  o'er  ^e  watery  plain  ; 
While  howling  tempeils,  from  their  rocky  bed, 
Indignant  break  around  his  careful  head.  ' 

.    The  royal  fleet  the  liquid  wafte  explores, 
/Lnd  fpeaks  i^  thun4pr  to  th.e  trenibUug  fliores  | 


Th| 
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Tke  voice  of  wri^  awaked,  the  nations  hear,  ^   *      ' 

The  vanquifli'd  hope,  and  the  proud  vigors  fear ; 
Thofe  quit  their  chain,  and  thefe  refign  their  palm^ 
While  Britain's  awful  flag  commands  a  calm. 

The  curious  fage,  nor  gain  nor  fame  purfues. 
With  other  eyes  the  boiling  deep  he  views  j 
Hangs  o'er  the  cliff  inquifitive  to  know 
The  fecret  caufes  of  it's  ebb  and  flow ; 
Whence  breathe  the  winds  that  ruflle  it's  fmooth  face^ 
Or  ranks  in  clafles  all  the  flfhy  race. 
From  thofe  enormous  monfters  of  the  main. 
Who  in  their  world,  like  other  tyrants,  reign. 
To  the  poor  cockle-tribe,  that  humble  band. 
Who  cleave  to  rocks,  or  loiter  on  the  flrand. 
Yet  even  their  (hells  the  Forming  Hand  divine 
^as,  with  diftinguifh'd  lu^re,  taught  to  fhine. 
What  bright  enamel !  and  what  various  dyes  ! 
What  lively  tii>ts  delight  our  wondering  eyes  ! 
Th*  Almighty  Painter  glows  in  every  line : 
How  mean,  alas  !  is  Raphael's  bold  deflgn. 
And  Titian's  colouring,  if  compared  to  thine ! 
JufUy  Supreme !  let  us  thy  power  revere. 
Thou  fiU'ft  all  fpace  !  all-beauteous  every  where ! 
Thy  riling  fun  with  blufhes  paints  the  morn  ; 
Thy  fliining  lamps  the  face  of  night  adorn ; 
Thy  flowers  the  meads,  thy  nodding  trees  the  hills  ; 
^he  vales  thy  paftures  green,  and  bubbling  rills ; 
Thy  coral  groves,  thy  rocks  that  amber  weep. 
Deck  all  the  gloomy  manfions  of  the  deep  ; 
^Thy  yellow  fands,  diilindl  with  golden  ore. 
And  thefe  thy  variegated  fhells,  the  fliore  ! 
T^o  all  thy  works  fnch  grandeur  haft  thou  lent. 
And  fuch  extravagance  of  ornament. 
Jfor  the  falfe  traitor,  man,  t^ds  pomp  and  fliow  T 
^  fccne  b  gay,  for  as  poor  worms  below  ? 

■'''"■■'■'.■  -    "      No! 


i 
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No  !  for  thy  glory  all  thefe  beaudes  rife  ; 
Yet  may  improve  the  good,  inllnift  the  wife. 

You,  Madam,  fprung  from  Beaufort's  royal  line. 
Who,  loft  to  courts,  can  in  your  clofet  (hine, 
Beft  know  to  ufe  each  blefllng  he  bcftows, 
Beft  know  to  praife  the  Power  from  whence  it  flows. 
Shells  in  your  hand  the  Pr.rian  rock  defy. 
Or  agate,  or  ^Egyptian  pr>rphyry  ; 
More  glofly  they,  their  veins  of  brighter  dye. 
See  !  where  your  rifing  pyramids  afpire ; 
Your  guefts,  furpriz'd,  the  fhining  pile  admire  ! 
In  future  times,  i^'  fome  great  Phidias  rife, 
Whofe  chiiTel  with  his  miftrefs  Nature  vies. 
Who,  with  fuperior  fkill,  can  lightly  trace. 
In  the  hard  marble  block,  the  foftcft  face ; 
To  crown  this  piece,  fo  elegantly  neat. 
Your  well-wrought  bufto  fliall  the  whole  compleat  j 
0*er  your  own  work  from  age  to  age  prefide. 
It's  author  once,  and  then  it's  greateft  pride. 

THE      YOUNG     WIDOW. 

BY     MR.,    CHARLES     DENIS. 

HU  L  S  E  (hook  his  head  ;  poor  Damon  lay  a  dying  j 
And  clofe  by  his  bed-fide  his  wife  fat  crying : 
f  O  ftay  !*  fiie  faid ;  '  and  muft  we  part ! 
'  My  foul,  like  thine,  is  on  the  wing  : 

•  Methinks,  I  feel  Death's  iron  dart ; 

•  ffut,  oh  !  'tis  that  which  wounds  thy  heart, 
*  That  bears  to  mine  the  fling  !' 

Her  grief  was  great,  fo  was  her  moan. 

And  much  to  die  Ihe  feem'd  inclin'd ; 
Howe'er,  Hie  let  him  go  alone. 

And  prudently  remained  behind. 
A  week,  or  fo,  was  part  and  gone, 
5till  Ihe  continu'd  weeping  on. 

When 
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When  to  her  houfe  her  fathier  came> 
And  thus  addrefs'd  the  mournful  dame  : 

*  My  child,'  faid  he,  '  enough  of  tears  you've  ihcd  ;  ; 

*  Think  of  the  living,  and  forget  the  dead. 

*  Another  fpoufe — don't  ilartle  at  the  word, 

*  'Tis  but  a  fecond ;  you  may  have  a  third ! 

*  As  foon  as  decency  permits, 

*  I  have  a  hufband  to  propofe  ; 

*  Young,  handfome,  rich,  juft  one  of  thofc 

*  That's  form'd  to  cure  a  widow's  fits.* 

*  Ah,  Sir  !  is  this  a  father's  part, 

*  To  wound  afrefli  a  bleeding  heart  ? 

*  Shall  I  another  hufband  wed  ? 

*  Oh,  no  !  my  only  love  is  dead  : 

*  Nor  will  I  other  wedding  have, 

*  Till  I  am  bedded  in  his  grave  I* 
The  father  left  her  to  digeft 

The  wife  and  prudent  things  he  faid  ; 
He  put  the  hufband  in  her  head. 

And  Time,  he  knew,  would  do  the  reft. 
The  cares  of  mourning  next  took  place. 
To  drefs  her  grief,  and  fuit  her  face  : 
'Twas  Cupid's  thought ;  for  what  exceeds 
A  pretty  widow  in  her  weeds  I  *'. 

And  now  each  looking-glafs  could  tell 
That  black  became  her  vafUy  well. 

The  fmiles  and  graces,  that  were  fcar'd  away^ 
With  all  the  band  of  little  loves. 
And  Cythersea's  doves. 

Came  dvopping  in  each  day. 
The  father,  if  report  fays  true. 

Another  vifit  made,  ere  mourning  over ; 

*  I'm  glad,  my  dear,*  faid  he,  *  fo  well  to  find  you  t' 
But  mention'd  not  a  word  of  the  new  lover  : 

At  which  (he  blufh'd— *  Muft  I  then.  Sir,  remind  yoo  ? 

•  The 
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*  The  thing's  too  (eiioas  to  be  made  a  joke  of : 

•  Where  is  the  hufband,  pray,  that  once  you  fpoke  of?' 
Wide  is  the  difercncci  as  you  fee  it  here, 

*Twixt  widow  of  a  day,  and  widow  of  a  year. 
All  lenient  Time  expands  his  wings. 

Away  he  flies  with  human  cares  ; 

Then  back,  full  fraught  with  joy,  repairs. 
And  evefy  balmy  comfort  brings. 
Time  checks  the  m6urhing  hniband's  fighs  ; 

*Tis  he  congeals  the  falling  tear. 

To  form  the  lovely  lucid  leer. 
Which  iparkles  in  a  widow's  eyes« 


ON    OCCASION    OF    TItE    PEACE^ 

WBXTTtN^    IN      tBK     YEAR      M  OCq  tXXX. 

BY    THE    REV.,  MR.    FRANCIS    FAWKBS. 

Peace  o>r  the  world  htt  olive  Mfs^nd  extends^ 

And  white-ro4>*d  Innocence  from  heaven  defcends.  tort* 

ADIEU,  the  horrors  of  defttudtive  war, 
.  And  mad  Bellona  in  her  iron  car ! 
But  welcome  to  our  fmiling  fields  again. 
Sweet  Peace  !  attended  with  thy  jocund  train. 
Truth,  Virtue,  Freedom,  that  can  never  cloy. 
And  all  the  pleaiing  family  of  Joy. 
Thefe  fchemes  purfu'd,  which  Pitt  fo  wifely  plann'd^ 
Conqneft  has  fhower'd  her  bleflings  on  the  land ; 
And  Britain's  fons  more  laurels  have  obtained. 
Than  all  her  Henry's,  or  her  Edward's  g^n'd« 
George  faw  with  joy  the  peaceful  period  given^ 
And  bow'd  obedient  to  the  will  of  Hctveo  % 
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Awful  he  rob  to  bid  diflendon  ceafe. 
And  all  the  warring  world  was  calm'd  to  peace ; 
Thus  did  the  roaring  waves  their  rage  gompofe^ 
When  the  great  father  of  the  floods  arofe. 
Then  came  Aftrea  mild«  our  ifle  to  blefs,  s 

Fair  queen  of  virtue,  and  of  happinefs  I 
Then  came  our  troops,  in  fighting  fields  renown'd. 
And  mark'd  with  many  an  honourable  wound. 
The  tender  fair  oncy  long  by  fears  opprefs^d. 
Now  feels  foft  raptures  rifing  in  her  breail^ 
The  blooming  herb  of  her  heart  to  vievvf. 
And  hear  him  bid  the  dangerous  camp  adieu. 
The  widow'd  bride,  that  long  on  grief  had  fedn 
And  bath'd  with  weeping  the  deferred  bed. 
Glad  that  the  tumults  of  the  war  are  o'er> 
That  terror,  rage,  and  rapine  are  no  more. 
Greets  her  pongh  lord,  fbcore  from  holHle  harms^ 
And  hopes  an  age  of  pleafure  in  his  arms : 
While  he,  with  p(«npons  eloquence,  recites 
Dire  fcenes  of  caftles  ftorm'd,  and  defperate  fights  ; 
Or  tells  how  Wolfe  the  free-born  Britons  led,  ^ 
How  Granby  conquerM,  and  the  Houfhold  fled  ; 
She, ,  to  the  pleafing  dreadful  tale  ihtent,  ^ 

Now  fmiles,  now  trembles,  for  the  great  event. 
O  curs'd  ambition,  foe  to  human  good,  .     ^ 

Pregnant  with  woe,  and  prodigal  of  blood  ! 
Thou  fruitful  fource,  whence  ftreams  of  forrow  flow. 
What  devaftations  to  thy  guilt  we  owe  ! 
Where'er  thy  fury  riots,  all  around 
Confufion,  havock,  -and  dread  deaths  abound  : 
Where  Ceres  flourifli'd,  and  gay  Flora  fmil'd^ 
Behold  a  barren,  folitary  wild  ! 
To  (lately  cedars,  thorns  and  briars  fucceed. 
And  in  the  garden  fprei(ds  the  noxious  weed  ;  .  ■  .\ 

Where  cattle  paftur'd  late,  the  purple  plain, 
fSwi  fcene  of  horror  !  teems  with  hetocs  Uain ; 

N  n  Whe-e 
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Where  the  proud  palace  rear'd  it^s  hftugbt)rihead^     , .    .      » 

Deep  in  the  duft,  fee  crumbling  columns  fpread  ;,.  - 

See  gallant  Britons  in  the  field  expire,     ' .      ' 

Towns  tum'd  to  afjics,  faae3  involved  in  firs  I  • 

Thefe  deeds  the  guilt  of  xaflx  Ambition  tell,       /    . 

And  bloody  Difcord,  furious  fiead  of  hell  I      ;j  .  ,  . 

Ye  baneful  fifters,  with  you^:  frantick  crew. 

Hence  fpeed  your  flight,  and  take  your  laft  adieq. 

Eternal  wars  in  barbarous  worlds  to  wage^  .    t 

There  vent  your  inextinguiihable  rage,  ■:. - 

Bat  come,  fair  Peace,  and  l^e  the  n^t^%'6  bride^ 

And  let  thy  fiftcf  Plenty  grace  thy  ftdt ;      '         "    - 

O  come  !  and  with  thy  placid  prefei^ce  ch«ir   i 

Our  drooping  hearts,  and  ftay  for^evei^  here. 

Now  be  the  ihrill  flrifc-fUi:ring  tra|n]^t  mute  |        :     .         > 

Now  let  us  liften  to  the  fofter  lute:  —        ,.     ••.•.:-:• 

The  (hephefd  iK>w  his  numeroua  flocks  ball  iM%  .         /  . :  j 

Where  war  relentlefs  doom'd  the  btavte  tdWecdj  ■    ^-r  '.  I::..' . 

On  ruin'd  ramparts  (hall  the  hawthorn  flower,:        ../•.'!..'// 

And  mantling  ivy  clafp  the  nodding  tower  ;  •    r  ;  :;-!'T 

Unufual  harvefts  wave  along  the  dafe,  1,  i  •.' » 

And  the  bent  fickle  o'er  the  fword  prevail.  " )   ■     • 

No  more  fliall  rtates  with  rival  rage  contend,  '.".•; 

But  Arts  their  empire  o'er  the  world  extend  i 

Ingenuous  Arts,  that  humanize  the  mind,  ,    -:. . 

And  give  the  brighteft  poliih  to  mankind  ! 

Then  fhall  our  chiefs  in  breathing  marble  iland. 

And  life  feem  ilarting  from  the  A:ulptor's  haa4 1 

Then  lovely  nymphs  in  living  pidure  rife. 

The  faireft  faces,  and  the  brighteft  eyes  : 

There  polifh'd  Lane  *  no  lofs  of  beauty  fears  ;       ,,. 

Her  charms.  Hill  mellowing  with  revolving  years^ 

Shall,  e'en  on  canvas,  youthful  hearts  engag^^ 

And  warm  the  cold  indiflTerence  of  age : 

•  The  Hon.  Mrs.  Lane,,  daughter  of  the  ILight  Hon.  I*ord  'Ctumcellor 
'Henley,  and  wife  to  the  ^ob,  Mr*  I«an«« 

Then 
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TliBn  the  firm  arch  (hall  ftem  the  roaring  tiie. 
And  join  thoi^  countries  wbfch  t^e  flresi^s  divide  1 
Then  villas  rife  of  true  Palladian  proof. 
And  the  proud  palace  rear  it's  ample  roof; 
Then  ftateiier  temples  to  th&  ikies  afcend. 
Where  mix^d  with  nobles  mighty  kings  may  bend» 
Where  Pryvertjp  may  ikifid  her  fighs  to  Heaven, 
And  Guilt  "retttm>  repent,  and  be  tergivcni 
Such  are  the.frmts  which  facred  Peace  imparts^     - 
Sweet  nurfb  of  liberty  and  learned  ai»^  t 
Thefe  Ihe  reftores — O  !  that  fhe  could  rellore 
Life  to  thofe  Bntons  who  now  breathe  no  more; 
Who  in  th''#mbattled  jflcid  undavnted  flood. 
And  gtcatly  pcrifkM  for  their  country's  good ; 
Or  who,  by  rage- of  angry  tempeils  tefs'd,       ^ 
In  whirlpools  of  the  whelming  main  were  loil« 
Ye  honoured  fhades  of  chiefs  untimely  flain  ! 
Whofe  boaes  lie  fcattef 'd  on  fQme  foreign  plau\ ; 
That  now  perchimce  by  lonely  hind  are  feeii 
In  glittering  armoo^  gliding  o'er  the  green  ; 
Ye  !  that  beneath  the  cold  cerulean  wave 
Have  made  the  wateiy  element  your  grave, 
Whofe  wandering  fpirits  haunt  the  winding  ihore. 
Or  ride  on  whirlwinds  wJule  the  billows  roar. 
With  kind  protciaion  ftill  our  iflc  defend, 
(If  fouls  unbodied  can  protedion  lend) 
Still  o'er  the  king  your  (hadqwy  pinioiis  fpread. 
And  in  the  day.  of  danger  fhield  his  head  ; 
Your  bright  examples  ihali  our  pattern  be. 
To  make  us  raliant,  and  takeep  us  free« 


Nnja  A  MINT  A. 
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A      M      I      N      T      A, 

A  N       E  L  B  G  T. 
BY    THE    REV.    MR.    GERRARD. 

AN  Overgrown  wood  my  wandering  fteps  invade* 
With  furface  mantled  in  untrodden  fnow  i 
Dire  haunt !  for  none  but  favage  monfters  made* 
Where  frolb  defcend,  and  howling  tempefb  blow. 

Here,  from  the  fearch  of  bufy  mortals  ibay'd* 
My  woe-worn  foul  fhall  hug  her  galling  chaia  r 

For  fore,  no  foreft  boafb  too  deep  a  /hade. 
No  hatint  too  wild,  for  miiery  to  remain* 

O  my  Aminta !  dear  diftraffing  name  ! 

Late  all  my  comfort,  all  my  fond  delight ; 
Still  writhes  my  ibul  beneath  it*s  torturing  flame^ 
•  Still  thy  pale  image  fills  my  aching  fight ! 

When  ihall  vain  Memory  flnmber  o'er  her  woes? 
When  to  oblivion  be  her  tale  reiign'd  ? 
'   When  ihall  this  fatal  form  in  death  repofe. 

Like  thine,  fair  viftim,  to  the  duft  confign'd  ? 

Again  the  accents  faulter  on  my  tongue ; 

Again,  to  tear  the  confcions  tear  fucceeds  ; 
From  (harp  rcflcAion  is  the  dagger  fprung. 

And  Nature,  wounded  to  the  centre,  bleeds. 

Ye  bitter  fldes !  upon  the  tale  defcend ; 

Ye  blafts,  tho*  rude  your  vifits,  lend  an  ear ; 
Around,  ye  gentler  oaks,  your  branches  bond  ; 

And,  as  ye  liflen,  drop  an  icy  tear! 


'Twas 
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•Twas  when  the  ftep  with  confdous  pleafnre  roves. 

Where  round  the  (hades  the  circling  woodbines  throng  ; 

When  Flora  wantons  o'er  th'  enamell'd  groves. 
And  leathered  choirs  indulge  the  amoroas  long : 

Infpir'd  by  dnteous  love,  I  fondly  flray'd. 

Two  milk-white  doves  officious  to  enfnare ; 
Beneath  a  filent  thicket  as  they  play'd, 

A  grateful  prefent  for  my  fofter  fair. 

Bat,  ah !  in  fmiles  no  more  they  met  my  fight. 
Their  ruffled  heads  lay  gafping  on  the  ground : 

Where— my  dire  emblem ! — a  rapacious  kite 

Tore  their  fofc  limbs,  and  (Irew'd  their  plumes  around. 

The  tear  of  pity  ftole  into  my  eye  ; 

While  ruder  paffions  in  their  turn  fucceed ; 
Forlud  the  vidims  unrevef^g'd  to  die. 

And  doom  the  author  of  their  wrongs  to  bleed* 

With  hafty  ftep,  enrag'd,  I  homewards  ran ; 

Cnrfe  on  my  fpeedt  th*  unerring  tube  I  brought; 
That  fktal  hour  my  date  of  woe  began^ 

Too  fliarp  to  tell,  too  horrible  for  thought ! 

Difaft'rotts  deed !  irrevocable  ill ! 

How  (hall  I  tell  the  anguifh  of  my  fate ! 
Teach  me,  remorfelefs  monfters^  not  to  feel, 

Inftruft  me,  fiends  and  furies,  to  relate  1 

Wrathful  behind  the  guilty  fhade  I  ftole, 

I  raised  the  tube— the  clamorous  woods  rqTound—- . 

Too  late  I  faw  the  idol  of  my  foul. 

Struck  by  my  aim,  fall  ihrieking  to  the  ground ! 

No 
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No  other  bli<9  lier  &«!  allovi^d  but  me ; 

(Hapi«&  tbo  pw  thAt  thoa  indulgeivt;  pmrc)> 
She  fought  copec^ment  froun  a  fiiadx  trec» 

In  amorotis  filttco  to  obfov^  her  love.. 

I  ran ;  but  O,!  too  ibon  I  found  it  true ! 

From  her  ftaiji'd  breaft  Ufe's  crimioR  ftreamM  apaC6) 
From  her  wan  eyes  the  iparkling  luftres  flew  ;     , 

The  fhort-livM  rofes  faded  from  her  face  t 

Gods  !  could  I  bear  that  fond  reproachful  Votsk^ 
That  ftroye  her  peerlefs  innocence  to  plead  I 

But  partial  death  awhile  her  tongue  foriboik^ 
To  fave  a  wretch  that  doom'd  bimfetf  to  bleed* 

While  I,  diflrafted,  prefs'd  hcf  in  wy  arms* 
And  fondly  drove  t'  imbibe  her  late&  breatb  ; 

*  O  fpare,  rafh  love  !'  (he  cry'd*  *  tkyi  fatal  cliafni9* 
'  Nor  feek  cold  (helter  in  the  arms  of  d^ath^ 

*  Content  beneath  thy  erring  hand  I  di^  \ 

•  Our  fates  grew  envious  of  a  bKfa  fo  tnKi  j 

*  Then  urge  not  thy  diikeis  when  low  i  lie* 

*  But  in  this  breath  receive  my  Uft  a^ieu  i* 

No  more  fhe  fpake,  but  droop -d  her  lily  bea4  I 
In  death  fhe  fickcn'd-^breathkfs-*-hagga|fd*^-^p|j[^! 

While  all  my  inmoft  foul  with  horror  bl«d. 

And  aik'd  kind  vengeance  from  thq  paffing  gali«  ' 

Where  flept  your  boltSi  ye  Hngefiaglightnii^fi^l"  • 
Why  riv'd  ye  not  this  felf-condemned  breaft  !    -    •  -  - 

Or  why,  too  paflive  Earth,  didft  thou  delay  ! 
To  ftretch  thy  jaws,  and  crulh  me  inta  x^ft  J       ■  • . 
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'  XiOw  in  the  dud  the  beauteous  corfe  I  pkc'dy 
Bedew'd  and  foft  with  many  a  falling  tear  | "'. 
With  fable  yew  the  rifing  turf  I  jgrac'd. 

And  bade  the  cyprefs  monm  in  ilieiice  iiear«  ' 

Oft  as  bright  morn's  all-iearching  eye  returns^ 
Full  to  my  view  the  fatal  ipot  is  brought  j     . 

Thro'  fleeplefs  night  my  haunted  fpiiit  mouma. 
No  gloom  QUI  hide  me  from  diih-a^ting  thou^u 


When,  fpotlefs  yi£tim^  ihall  my  form  decay ! 

This  guilty  load,  fay,  when  fhall  I  refign  ! 
When  fhall  my  fpirit  w«ig  ]ier  chearlefs  way. 

And  my  cold  corfe  lie  U'cafur'd  up  with  thiM  ! 


THE     AFRICAN     PRINCE, 

JN    JINOLAND,    mo    ^AAA    AT    HtS    FATMER's   COtTRr* 
VRITTEIf    IV    THE    YEAR    M  PCG  XL{»« 

BY    DR.    DODD. 

PRINCES,  inyfair,  unfortunately  great. 
Bom  to  the  pompous  yaflatage  of  flate. 
Whene'er  the  publick  cMb,  are  doom'd  to  fly 
Pomeftick  blifct,  afHd  break  the  private  tie ; 
Fame  pays  with  en^piy  breath  the  toils  they  bear. 
And  Love's  foft  joys  are  chang'd  for  glorious  care  | 
Yet  confcious  Virtue>  in  the  filent  hottr« 
Rewards  the  hero  with  a  noble  dow'r  ; 
For  this  alone  I  dar'd  the  roaring  fea^ 
Yet  more — for'this  I  dar'd  to  part  with  thee  J 
But  while  my  bolbm  feels  the  nobler  flame, 
^  gtill  ^nreprov'd^  if,  pvm«  *y  gentler  claifiif 


Tlo* 
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Tho'  Vbrtnc^s  awful  form  my  foul  approves^ 

Tis  thine,  thine-bnly,  Zara,  that  it  loves  ! 

A  private  lot  had  made  the  chum  but  one. 

The  prince  alone  muft  love  for  wtuc  fhan. 

Ah  !  why  diftinguiih'd  from  the  happier  crowds 

To  me  the  bliis  of  snlltons  di&How'd  ? 

Why  was  I  fingled  JTor  imperial  ftvay. 

Since  love  and  duty  point  a  different  way  f 
Fix'd  the  dread  voyage,  and  the  day  decreed. 

When,  duty's  victim,  love  was  dbom'd  to  bleed ; 

Too  well  my  mem'ry  can  thefc  fcenes  renew. 

We  met  to  figh,  to  weep  our  lall  adieu. 

That  confcious  palm>  beneath  whofe  tow'iing  (hade 

So  oft  our  vows  of  mutual  love  were  made; 

Where  hope  fo  oft  anticipated  joy. 

And  plann'd,  of  future  years,  the  beft  employ  ; 

That  palm  was  witne{s  to  the  tears  we  fhed,       , . 

When  that  fond  hope,^  and  all  thoft  joys"  were  ficdl 

Ti^y  trembling  lips^  with  trembling  lips  I  preisM^    .. 

And  held  thee  panting  to  my  panting  breall : 

Our  forrow,  grown  too  mighty  to  fuftain,        ^  ' 

Now  fnatch'd  us,  fainting,  from  the  fenfc  of  pain. 

Together  finking  in  the  trance  divine, 

I  caught  thy  A^eting  fcul,  and  gave  thee  mine  !    '     ' 

O  blefs'd  oblivion  of  tormenting  care  ! 

O  why  recaird  to  life  and  to  defpair  ! 

The  dreadful  fummons^  came,  to  part— and  why  ? 

Why  not  the  kinder  fummons,  but  to  die  ? 

To  die  together,  were  to  part  no  more. 

To  land  in  fafety  on  ibme  peaceful  fhore. 

Where  love's  the  bufm^fs  ©f  immortal  life,         '  - 

And  happy  fpirits  only  guefs^  at  ftrife. 

•  If  in  fome  diflant'lahd.my  princ^  fhould  find 

«  Some  nymph  more  fair,'  you  cry'd,  *  as  Zafa  kind-^^ 

Myfterious  doubt  1  wnlohicduld  at  once  impart  « .- .  '  t  .  .  ': 
•  JUlief  to  mine,  and  anguifh  to  thy  heart, 
i-^^-  Still 
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Still  let  me  triumph  i£  the  fear.je^ds'd* 
The  voice  of  love, that  whiipet'd  in  thy  breaft ; 
Nor  call  me  cruel;  for  my  Uutk  fliall  prorc. 
*Twas  but  the  vain  anxiety  of- love. 

Torn  from  thy  fond  embrace,  the  ftrand  I  gain» 
Where  mourning  friends  iafli^  fuperfluooi  pain ;     , 
My  father  there  his  ibuggling  fighs  fupprefs'd, 
And^  in  dumb  angoifli,  clafp'd  me  to  his  bread ; 
Then  fought  (concealed  the  confliiSl  of  hiir  mind) 
To  give  the  fortitude  he  could  not  find  5    .  » 

Each  life-taught  precept  kindly,  he  renew*d, 
'  Thy  country's  good/  faid  he,  .'  be  ftill  purfu'd  !  •:  • 

*  If,  when  the  gracious  gods  my  fon  reflor*, 

*  Thefe  eyes  (hall  ileep  in  death,  to  w^e  no  n^ore  s 

*  If  then  thefe  limbs,  that  now  in  age  decay, 

^  Shall  mould'ring  mix  with  earth's  parental  clay  ; 

*  Ronnd  my  green  tomb  perform  the  facred  rite, 
^  AfTume  my  thrpne,  and  let  thy  yoke  be  light ; 

*  From  lands  of  freedom  glorious  pre,cepts  bring, 

'  And  reign  at  once  a  father  and  a  king  !'      ,  .       * 

How  vainly  proud  the  arrogantly  gr^at 
Prefume  to  boall  a  monarch- s  ggdjike  Aate  ! 
Subject,  alike,  the  peafant  and  the  king. 
To  life's  dark  ills,  and  care's  corrO^ng  fling. 
From  guilt  and  fraud,  that  ftrike  in  filence  fure. 
No  fhield  can  guard  US|^  aivd  no  ar^is  fecure  : 
By  thefe,  my  fai^,  .fubdft'd,,  thy, prince  was  lofl, 
A  naked  captive  on  a  barb'rous.coaft  ! 

Nurtur'd  in  eafe,  a  thoufand  fervants  round,    . 
My  wants  preventecf,  and  my  wiflies  crown'd. 
No  painful  labours  flretch'd  the  tedious  day. 
On  downy  feet  my  moments  danc'd  away. 
Where'er  I  Igok'd,  officious  courtiers  bow'd. 
Where'er  I  pafi'd,  a  fhouting  people  croud  ; 
No  fears  intruded  on  the  joys  I  knew ; 
Each  man  my^qn^^  ,my  lovely  mifirefs  yoa ! 

O9  ^t 
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What  dreadful  chaii^ !  abandcm'd  and  aione> 
The  fliouted  prince  is  noW  a  flave  uiiknbwn  ; 
To  watch  his  eye  ho  betiding  courtlefs  wait» 
No  hailing  crowds  proclaim  his  tegal  ftate ; 
A  flave  condemned  y  with  unrewarded  toil. 
To  turn,  from  mom  to  tve,  a  burning  ibil* 
Fainting  beneath  the  f\ln's  meridian  heat» 
RonzM  by  the  fcourge,  die  taunting  jeH  I  meet : 

•  Thanks  to  thy  friends,*  they  cry,  *  whofe  cafe  recalls 

•  A  prince  to  life,  in  whom  a  nation  falls !' 
Unwholefome  fcraps  my  ftrength  but  half  fiiftaift'dy 
From  comlKi^  glean'd,  and  e'en  by  dogs  dtfdaih'd ; 
At  night  I  mingled  with  a  wretched  crew. 

Who,  by  ibA'^  ufe,  whh  woe  femiliar  grew ; 
Of  manners  bhitifh,  mefcilefs,  and  rude. 
They  mdclk'd  ftiy  fufrerin^,  and  my  ^aiigs  rcnew'd :  , 

In  groans,  ftot  flcep,  I  pafe'd  the  wear^  jugbt. 
And  rofe  16  hbour  tvith  the  mortaing  light. 
Yet,  thbs  of  6ig^lty  knA  ealTe  beguil'd. 
Thus  fcorn'd  and  fcoatgM,  infnlted  and  refvil'd. 
If  Heav'n  with  thee  iny  faithful  arms  had  Uef&'d, 
And  fiird  with  love  my  intervals  of  rt^. 
Short  tho*  they  were,  my  feul  had  never  khown 
One  fecret  wifli  to  glitter  oh  a  dirone ; 
The  toilfome  day  had  heard  hd  figh  of  Isdne, 
Nor  ftripes,  nor'fcbrii,  had  urg'd  me  to  repine. 
A  monarch,  IHtl  beyond  ft  m6nar<^  bIcffsM, 
Thy  love  my  diadem^  my  throne  thy  breafi ; 
My  courtiers,  watchful  of  my  looks,  thy  eyes. 
Should  fhine,  perfuade,  and  flatter,  and  1kd\ift ; 
Thy  voice  my'mufick,  and  thy  arms  Ihould  be—* 
Ah  !  not  the  prifon  of  a  flave  in  me  ! 
Could  I  with  infamy  content  remain. 
And  wifli  thy  lovely  form  te  ■fcart  my  chain  ? 
Could  this  bring  eafe  !.  Forgive  th'  iinWorthy  thbnj^t, 
%,^n4tettheIoVeth^ftnn'(ii*fttbhefte'ftiiit.  ~ 

^    '  CotWI 
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Could  I,  a  flave«  and  hopelef^  to  be  free, . 
Crawl,  tamely  recent  from  the  fcoitrge,  to  thee  ? 
Thy  blooming  beauties  cquld  thefe  arms  embrace  f 
My  guilty  joys  cnflave  an  infant  race  ? 
No!  rather  blaft  me  lightningSy  whirlwinds  tear. 
And  drive  thefe  li^bs  in  atoms  thro'  the  ^ir ! 
Rather  than  thU,  Q  curb  me  ftill  with  life  | 
And  let  my  Zara  finile  a  rival's  wife ! 
Be  mine  alpne  th'  accumulated  woe> 
Nor  let  me  propagate  ^y  curie  below ! 

But,  from  this  dreadful  fcene,  widj^  joy  I  tumi 
To  truft  in  Heav'n,  of  me  let  Zara  learn. 
The  wretch,  the  fordid  hypocrite,  who  fold    . 
His  charge^  an  unfuipe£iing  prince,  for  ^Id, 
That  Juftice  mark'd,  whofe.pyes  can  never  fleep. 
And  death  conuniifion'd,  fmote  him  on  the  deep, 
^hc  generous  crew  their  port  in  fafety  gaii^. 
And  tell  my  mournful  tale,  nor  tell  in  vain  $  • 
The  king  with  horror  of  th',  atrocious  deed. 
In  hafte  commanded,  and  the  flaye  was  freed-  , 

No  more  Britannia's  cjieek,  tjxe  Jbluih  of  fham.e» 
Bums  for  my  wrongs,  Her  kii^g  reftore?  Jier  i^mc  ! 
Propitious  gales,  to  Freedopi's  happy  fhore 
Waft  me  triumphant,  and  the  prince  rellore  ; 
Whate'er  is  great  and  gay^arojind  me  (liine. 
And  all  the  fplendor  pf  a  court  is  mine  I 
Here  Knowledge,  too,  by  pie^  rpfin'd. 
Sheds  a  bri^t  radiance  a^er  my  bnght'ning  mind; 
From  earth  I  travel  upwa^  Jto  the  fey  ; 
I  learn  to  live,  to  rei§ri,  yet  j^jiorer— to  die» 
O !  I  have  talcs  to  *ell  of  Love  Divine  ;    . 
Such  blifsful  tidings  !  they.ij^all  foon  be  thine. 
I  long  to  tell  thee,  what,  ama^'d,  I  fee. 
What  habits,  buildings,  trades,  and  polity  ! 
IIow  art  and  nature  vie  to  entertain 
In  JKftKj^fe  ftows, jujd  mix.dclight  with  paitt. 

O  o  2  O  Zara  I 
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0  Zara!  here,  a  ft6ry  like  my  own  •, 

With  mimick  (kill,  in  borrow'd  names,  was  fhown  ;  ' 
An  Indian  chief,  like  jac,  by  fraud  betrayM, 
,    And  partner  in  his  woes  an  Indian  maid.  I 

1  can't  rccal  the  {cene&,  'tis  pain  too  great ;  * 
And,  if  recall'd,  fhould  ihpdder  to  relate  !       ' 

To  write  the  wonders  here,  I  ftrive  in  tain  ; 
Each  word  would  afk  a'thoiifand  to  explain. 
The  time  (hall  come,  O  (peed  the  lingering  hoftr  J 
When  Zara's  chaftns  (hall  lend  defcription  powV;  -^  * 

When  placed  be(ide  thee  in  the  cool  alcove. 
Or  thro'  the  green  favannahs  as  we  rove,' 
The  freqaent  ki(s  (hall  interrupt  the  tale. 
And  looks  (hall  (peak  my  fenfe,  dio'  language  fail. 
Then  (hall  the  prodigies  that  round  me  rife,     '  '  * 

Fill  thy  dear'bofom  with  a  fweet  furprize  ; 
Then,  all  my  kncfwledge  to  thy  fjdthfbl  heart,  •  ■      -* 

With  danger  gaid'd,  fecurely  Til* impart^         '   .     •-  -    • 
Methinks  I  fee  thy  dianging  looks  exprefi 
Th'  alternate  fenfe  of  pleafure  aiid  diftrefs  j  ■.■.•.:.. 

As  all  t)ie  windings  of  my  fate  I  trace,  •    'n- * 

And  wing  thy  fancy  (wift  from  place  to  place.         •  * 

Yet  where,  alas  !  has  flatt'ririg  thought  convey.'d 
The  ravi(h'd  lover  with  his  darHng  maid  ? 
Between  us  ftill  unmeafur'd  oceam  rc^i, 
Which  hoftile  barks  infeft,  and  ftorms  controuU      ■    *    •  ''  '• 
Be  calm,  my  bofom,  fince  th*  unmeafar'd  main. 
And  iioftile  barki,  and  (lorms,  are  God's  domain  :    '' 
He  rules  rerifUefs*  and  his  pow*r  (hall  guide 
My  life  in  fafety  6*er  the  roaring  tide  ; 
Shall  blefs  the  love  that's  built  on  Virtue's -bafe^         •  • 
And  fpare  me  to  evangelize  my  race,       - 
Farewel !  thy  prince  dill  lives,  and  ftill  is- free  j 
Farewell  hope  all  things,  and  remember  me.   « 

*  He  alludes  to  the  play  orOropnoko  $  at  which  he  was  prefjent^  and  fi^^af- 
t>dlc<i  »9  to  be  iiuabk  to  eofitinucj  during  it's  pfcrftntojocei  ia  tib<  hovT^  ;.- 

["^  ZAUA, 
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Z  A  R  A, 

AT    THS    C0VRT_OF    AMAMA'BOB,    TO   THt    AmiCAN    9Xin€M 

.  WH^N    in    ENGLAND. 

BY    THE    SAME. 

SHOULD  I  the  language  of  xiiy  heart  coBCcal, 
Nbr  wahnly  paint  the  pafHon  that  I  ftel ; 
My  rifing  wifli  ihould  gronndlefs  fears  confitic,* 
And  doubt3  ungen'rdQs  chill  the  glowing  line  ; 
Would  not  my  prince,  with  nobler  warmth^  difddn 
That  love,  as  languid,  which  could  doop  to  feign  ? 
Let  guih  diifemble — in  my  faithful  breaft 
Love  reigns  uriblamM,  and  be  that  love  confefs'd* 
I  give  my  bofom  naked  to  thy  view. 
For  what  has  ihame  with  innocence  to  do  ? 
In  fancy  now  I  clafp  thee  to  my  heart,  -  *• 

Exchange  my  vows,  and  all  my  joys  impart, 
I  catch  new  tranfport  from  thy  ipeaking  eye—  . 
But  whence  this  fad  involuntary  figh  ? 
Why  pants  my  bofom  with  intruding  fears  ? 
Why  from  my  eyes  diftil  unbidden  tears  ?  '   * 

Why  do  my  hands  thus  tremble  as  I  write  ? 
Why  fades  thy  lov'd  idea  from  my  fight  ?  ^  "    • 

O  !  art  thou  fafe  on  Britain's  happy  ihore,  .,   ' 

From  winds  that  bellow,  and  from  feas  that  roar  ?      •  '    .  ' 
And  has  my  princie-r-(oh,  more  than  mortal  pain  1) 
Betray'd  by  ruffians,  felt  the  cap tive^s  chain  ? 
Bound  were  thofe  limbsj  ordiin'd  alone  to  prove 
The  toils  of  empire,  and  the  f^Ve€ts  of  love  ? 
Hold,  hold  !  barbarians  of  the  fierceft  kind ! 
Fear  Heav'n's  red  liglitnirig— 'tis  a  prince  ye  bind ! 
A  prince  whom  no  indignities  could  Jiide, 
They  kqeiM,  prefumptuons  V  u»4  the  go4^  defy*d«  . 
>  .  Whcre*^ 
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Where'er  he  moves,  let  lovc-join*d  reverence  rife, 
Azrd  all  Buuikind  behold  with  Lara's  eyes  I 

Thy  breaft  alone,  when  bounding  o'er  the  waves . 
'to  Freedom's  climes,  from  flavery  and  flaves ;    - 
^  fHiy  breaft  alone  the  pleafing  thougEt  could  frame 
Of  what  I  felt,  when  thy  dear  letters  came : 
A  thoofand  times  I  held  them  to  my  breaft, 
A  thou(and  times  my  lips  the  paper  prefs'd  : 
My  fall  heart  panted  with  a  joy  too  ftrong. 
And  *  Oh,  my  prince  I'  dy'd  fault'ring  on  my  topjgae^         \ 
Fainting,  I  fank,  unequal  to  the  ilrife. 
And  milder  joys  fuilain'd  retorning  life, 
Hope,  f^yeet  enchantrefsl  round  my  loY^-iid^bfiad 
Delightful  fccnes  of  blcA'd  delufion  fpread. 

•  Come,  come,  my  prince!  mychargier!  hafte  away; 

*  Come,  come  !*  I  cry'd,  '  thy  Zara  blanu^s  thy  ftay» 

*  For  thee  the  fhrubs  their  richcil  fwects  retain; 

•  For  thee  new  fclourj  wait  to  pa^int  the  plain  ; 

*  For  thee  cool.breezes  linger  in  the  grove  ; 
*•  The  birds  expedt  thee  in  the  green  alcove;. 
«  Till  thy  return,  th^  rills  fofget  to  fall, 

•  Till  thy  return>  the  fan,  the  foul  of  all! — 

'  He  comes,  my  maids,  in  his  meridian  charmf^ 

•  He  comes  refulgent  to  his  Zara's  arms ! 

*  With  jocund  fongs  proclaim  my  love's  return  ; 
'  With  jocund  hearts  his  nuptial  bed  adorn! 

♦  Bright  as  the  fup,  yet  gentle  as  the  dove, 
'  He  comes,  •uniting. majefty  with  love  I' 
.Tpo  foouj^  alas  !  th^  blefs'd  deluiion  flies  ; 
Care  fwells  my  bredft,  and  ibrrow  fills  my  ^ti. 
Ah !  why  do  thy  fond  words  fuggeft  a  fear ; 
Too  vaft,  too  numerous,  thofe  already  here  ! 

Ah  !  why  with  doubts  torment  my  bleeding  breaft^ 
Of  feas  which  ftonajj  controwl,  aiid  foc^  infeft  ! 
.    My  heart,  in  all  this  tedious  abfence,  knows 
No  thoughts  but  titofe  of  .ft*5*  ^nd  ftorms,  aa4  &e«»         ^ 

lack 
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Bach  ]oy\eCs  momkig,  with  the  fifing  fan. 
Quick  to  the  ftrand  my  feet  fpontaneoas  run: 

*  Where,  where'a  my  prince  !  what  tidings  have  ye  broagkt!' 
Of  eaph  I  met^  mth  pleadmg  tears  I  fonght« 

In  vain  I  fdttgkt;  fome,  confcious  of  my  paiiiy  =  ^ 

With  hornd  filence  {xnnted  to  the  main* 

Some  with  a  fneer  the  bmtal  thought  exprefs'i. 

And  plttng'd  the  dagger  of  a  barb'rous  jeih 

Day  follow*d  day^  and  fiili  I  wiih'd  the  ne}ct. 

New  hopes  £11  flatter'd^  and  new  doubts  perplexed ; 

Day  foUowM  day,  the  wiih'd  to-morrow  came. 

My  Kopes,  doubts,  fears,  anxieties,  the  fame : 

At  length—*  O  Power  Supreme  !  whoe"'er  thou  art, 

*  Thy  ihrine  the  iky,  the  fea,  the  earth,  or  heart ; 

*  Since  evet-y  clime,  and  all  th'  unbounded  miiuj^ 
'  And  hoitile  barks,  and  ftorms,  are.  thy  domain, 
'  If  faithful  pafeon  can  thy  bounty  move, 

^  (And  goodnefs  iur^  mud  be  the  friend  of  love !) 
«  Safe  to  thefe  arms  my  lovely  prince  reftore, 

*  Safe  to  his  Zara's  arms,  to  part  no  more  i 

*  O  grant  to  %'irtue  thy  protefting  care, 

*  And  grant  thy  love  to  love's  availing  prayV! 

*  Together  then,  and  emulous  to  praife, 

'  A  flowery  altar  to  thy  name  well.raife  ; 
'  There,  iirft  and  laft,  on  each  returning  day, 
'  To  thfee  our  vows  of  gratitude  we'll  pay!* 
Pool  that  I  was,  to  all  my  comfort  blind  ! 
Why,  when  diou  went*ft,  did  Zara  ftay  behind  ?     ' 
How  could  I  fondly  hope  one  joy  to  prove, 

*  Midft  all  the  wild  anxieties  of  love  i 

Had  fate  in  other  mould  fliy^Zara  fbrm'd. 
And  my  bold  breaft  in  manly  friendship  warmM,  •  * 
How  had  l  glow'd  exulting  at  thy  Me  !  c 

How  all  the  (hafts  of  advcrfe  fate  defy'd  ! 
Or  yet  a  woman,  and  not  nerv'd  for  toil. 
With  thee,  O  hadi  tum'd  abnniing^il'!  '  "     ••■'  - 
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In  the  cold  prifon  had  I  lain  with,  thee. 
In  love  ftill  happy,  we  had  ilill  been  free ; 
Then  fortune  brav*d,  had  own'd  fuperior  mighty 
And  pin'd  with  envy,  while  we  forc'd  delight*  . 

Why  (houl4it  thou  bid  thy  love  remember  thee  ?  . 
Thine  all  my  thouglits  have  been*  and  flill  ihall  be. 
Each  night  t^e  cool  favannahs  have  I  fought. 
And  breath'd  the  fonduefs  of  enamour 'd  thought ; 
The  curling  breezes  rauiinur'd  as  I  figh'd. 
And  hof  rfe,  at  diftance,  roar'd  my  foe,  the  tide  : 
My  brcall  fUU  haunted  by  a  motley  train,. 
Now  doubts,  now  hopes  prevailed,  now  joy,  now  pain  I 
Now  fix'd  I  (land,  my  fpirit  fled  to  thine, .        • 
Nor  not^  the  time,  nor  fee  the  fun  decline  ! 
Now  rouz'd  I  dart,  and  wing'd  with  fear  I  run  ; 
Jn  vain,  alas!  for 'tis  myfelf  I  fliun  I 
When  kindly  deep  it's  lenient  balm  fupply'd. 
And  gave  that  comfort  waking  thought  deny'd* 
Laft  night — but  why,  ah  Zara  I  why  impart. 
The  fond,  fond  fancies  of  a  love-fick  heart  I 
Yet  true  delights  on  fancy's  wings  are  brought. 
And  love's  foft  raptures  realiz'd  in  thought — 
Laft  night  I  faw — methinks  I  fee  it  ndw  !— 
Heaven's  awful  cenoave  round  thy  Zara  bow  ; 
When  fttdden  thence  a  flaming  chariot  flew. 
Which  earth  receiv'd,  and  fix  white  courfers  drew: 
Then,  quick  tranfition,  did  thy  Zara.  ride, , 
Borne  to  the  chariot,  wond'rous,  by  thy  fide  ;         . 
All  glorious  both,  from  clime  to  clime  we  flew. 
Each  happy  clime  with  fweet  furprize  we  view. 
A  thottfand  voices  fang,  *  All  bUfs  betide 

•  The  prince  of  Lybia,  and  his  faithful  bride  !*   •  ;^ 

•  *Ti$  done,  'tis  done  I'  refoundcd  through  the  llds$p    -^ 
And  quick  aloft  the  car  )beg*n.:to  rife  ; 

Ten  thoufand  beauties  crouded.  on  my  %ht,       ..  j.  . 
TeK  tbottfand  glories- beam'd  a  dazzling  light.    ..^       .   ,.,• 

My 
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My  thoughts  could  b^ar  no  more,  the  viiion  fled; 

And  wretched  Zara  view'd  her  lonely  bed. 

Comt,  fweet  interpreter,  and  eafe  my  foul  ; 

Come  to  my  bofom,  and  explain  the  whole. 

Alas,  my  prince  ! — ^yct  hold,  my  ftruggling  breaft  ; 

Sure  we  fliall  meet  again,  again  be  blefs'd. 

*  Hope  all,'  thou  fay'ft,  *  I  live,  and  ftill  am  free  ;'  ' 

O  then  prevent  thofe  hopes,  and  hafte  to  me  ! 

Eafe  all  the  doubts  thy  Zara's  bofbm  knows, 

And  kindly  ftop.  the  torrent  of  her  Woes. 

But,  that  I  know  too  well  thy  gen'rous  heart. 
One  doubt,  than  all,  more  torment  would  impart ; 
'Tis  this.    In  Britain's  happy  courts  to  ihine, 
Amidft  a  thoufand  blooming  maids,  is  thine  : 
But  thou  a  thoufand  blooming  maids  among. 
Art  ftill  thyfelf,  incapable  of  wrong ; 
No  outward  charm  can  captivate  thy  mind. 
Thy  love  is  friendfhip  heigliten'd  and  refin'd ; 
•Tis  what  my  foul,  and  not  my  form  infpires. 
And  burns  with  fpotlefs  and  immortal  'fires. 
Thy  joys,  like  mine,  from  confcious  truth  arife. 
And,  known  thefe  joys,  what  others  canft  thou  prize  ? 
Be  jealous  doubts  the  curfe  of  fordid  minds ; 
Hence,  jealous  doubts,  I  give  ye  to  the  winds  ! 

Once  more,  O  come  !  and  fnatch  me  to  thy  arms ! 
Come,  fhield  my  beating  heart  from  vain  alarms  f 
Come,  let  me  hang  enamour'd  on  thy  breaft. 
Weep  pleafing  tears,  and  be  with  joy  diftrefs'd  ! 
Let  me  ftill  hear,  and  ftill  demand  thy  tale. 
And,  oft  renew'd,  ftill  let  my  fuit  prevail ! 
Much  ftill  remains  to  tell  and  to  enquire. 
My  hand  ftill  writes,  and  writing  prompts  deftre ; 
My  pen  denies  my  laft  farewel  to  write,  %      '     ' 

Still,  ftill  *  Return,'  my  wifliful  thoughts  indite: 
O  hcarj  my  prince,  thy  love,  thy  mifti^fs  <JalI, 
Think  o*cr  each  tender  name,  and  hear  by  all !         -     • 

P  p  O  pleafing 
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O  pleafing  ihtercourfc  of  foul  with  foul  f 
Thus,  while  I  write,  I  fee,  I  clafp  thee  whole  t 
'    And  tliefe  kind  letters  trembling  Zara  drew. 
In  every  line  fhall  bring  her  to  thy  view. 
Return,  return  !  in  love  and  truth  excel ; 
Return !  I  write  ;  I  cannot  add — Farewel ! 


ON    MR.     NASH'S    PICTURE 

AT     FULL     LENGTH,     BETVVEIiN   THE    BUSTS     OF    SIR    ISAAC 
NEWTON    AND    MR.    POPE,    AT    BATH, 

BY     THE     EARL     OF     CHESTERFIELD. 

TH  E  old  ^Egyptians  hid  their  wit 
In  hiero^yphick  drefs. 
To  give  mei^  pains  in  fearch  of  it. 
And  pleafc  themfelves  with  guefa. 

Modems,  to  hit  the  felf-fame  path. 

And  esfercife  their  parts. 
Place  figures  in  a  room  at  Bath  : 

Forgive  them,  God  of  Arts ! 

Newton^  if  I  can  judge  aright. 

All  Wifdom  does  cxprefs ; 
His  knowledge  gives  mankind  delight,  ^ 

Adds  to  their  happineft. 

Pope  is  the  emblem  of  true  Wit, 

The  funfhine  of  the  mind  ; 
Read  o'er  his  works  in  fearch  of  it. 

You'll  cndlefs  plcafure  find* 

Naili 
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Nafh  reprefents  man  in  the  mafs. 

Made  lip  of  wrong  and  right ;  ♦ 

Sometimes  a  king,  fomstimes  an  afs ; 

Now  blunt,  and  now  polite. 

The  pi£lure  plac'd  the  bufls  between. 

Adds  to  the  thought  much  (Irejigtli ; 
Wirdom  and  Wit  are  little  feen, 

^ut  Folly's  at  full  length. 


AMABELLA*. 

WRITTEN   BY   THE  DESIRE   OF   MRS.  MONTAGUE. 

BY     MR.     JERNINGHAM. 

HARMODTUS  breath'd  the  rural  air,  nor  found 
His  ruddy  health  with  length  of  years  decreafe  : 
Py  duty  prompted,  Amabella  crown 'd 

His  iilver  fprehead  with  the  wreath  of  peace  : 

By  partial  Nature  frara'd  in  Beauty's  mould,     1 
Adorn'd  with  every  grace,  unTpoil'd  by  ai't, 
•     To  Friendfhip's  circle  Hill  did  llie  unfold  ^ 

The  lovelier  beauties  of  a  feeling  heart, 

Endear'd  to  all  flie  met,  each  welcome  day^, 

By  Fortune's  hand,  with  various  bleflings  fraught : 

When,'  lo  !  licr  gaiety's  accullom'd  ray 

Was  quench'd,  untimely,  with  the  gloom  of  thought. 

*  The  fubjcft  of  this  poem  is  founded  on  a  ciecumftance  that  happened  du- 
ring the  late  war.  A  young  lady,  not  meeting  with  the  concurrence  of  her 
relations  in  favour  of  an  officer  for  whom  flic  cxprefled  her  regard,  was  prevailed 
upon,  by  his  folicirations,  to  confcnt  to  a  cUndeftine  marriage  j  which  took 
place  on  the  day  he  fct  cut  to  join  his  regiment  abroad,  where  he  was  unfor- 
tunately killed  In  an  engagenaent. 

P  P  2  What 


30O  BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY. 

What  fix*d  the  bofom-thorn,  afRi«SUon  knows. 
Where  Peace  fat  brooding  as  the  gentle  dove ; 

What  blafted  on  her  cheek  the  fummcr  rofe. 
Or  flow  difcafe,  or  unfuccefsful  love, 

Remain'd  unknown.     *Twas  by  the  many  gueis'd. 
That  love  to  her  foft  vows  had  prov'd  unkind  } 

Beyond  the  power  of  Jier  weak  frame  opprefs'd, 
Infanity  overthrew  her  lovely  mind. 

At  length  recovering,  yet  to  grief  devote. 
To  folitude  flie  gave  th'  unfocial  day ; 

Like  a  pale  vot*ry  from  the  world  remote, 
Unchear'd,  unyiiitcd  of  Pleafure's  ray. 

Oft  did  Harmodii^s  (at  her  ftate  difmay'd^ 
Solicit  from  his  child  her  fecret  pain  : 

Her  vague  reply  ftill  from  his  queftion  ftray'd^ 
,  And  each  repeated  effort  prov'd  in  vain. 

To  fpeed  the  moments  of  the  loitering  hour. 
And  by  their  plaintive  ftrains  perchance  allur'djr 

Within  a  fpacious  myrtle-woven  bower. 
Two  turtle  doves  the  penfive  fair  fecu^-'d, 

*  Ye  little  captives,*  would  ihe  often  fay, 

*  Trfo'  here  fecluded  from  the  fields  of  air, 

*  Thro'  yonder  venial  grove  forbid  to  ftray, 

'  And  join  the  kindred  traiij  that  wanton  there  ^ 

*  'Gainft  you  the  gunner  never  lifts  his  arm, 

'  Nor  o*er  thb  manfion  does  the  falcon  fail ; 

*  You  live  unconfcious  of  the  ftorm's  alarm, 

^  The  rain  impetuous,  and  the  beating  hail. 


Her 
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•  1>ior  here,  by  kind  CompalTion  unimprefs'd, 

'  The  fchool-boy  ever  rears  his  impious  hand, 

•  To  fill  with  agony  the  feather'd  breaft, 

*  And  raze  the  little  domes  that  love  had  plann'd,* 

Their  harmlefs  joys  'difeafe  too  foon  effaced  ; 

One  fatal  mom,  her  Turturella's  mate 
jShe  found,  with  flagging  wing  fubdu*d,  opprefs'd. 

And  juft,  juft  finking  at  the  blow  of  Fate  : 

While  down  her  cheek  CompaflIon*s  Ihower  diftillM, 

She  gently  rais'd  it  to  her  anxious  breaft  ; 
But  Death's  cold  blaft  life's  crimfon  current  chill'd. 

And  thus  the  fair  her  breathlefs  bird  addrefs'd  : 

'  Ill-fated  turtle,  round  whofe  peaceful  bo\^'er 

*  The  jocund  loves  fo  lately  wont  to  play  ;  • 

•  How  funk,  alas !  in  youth's  exulting  hour, 

*  To  fell  difeafe,  to  death  th'  untimely  prey  I 

^  How  filent  is  the  voice,  which,  void  of  art^ 

'  Along  the  tender  day  was  heard  to  coo  ! 
^  How  ftill,  how  frozen  is  the  conftant  heart, 

*  Which  to  it's  dear  companion  beat  fo  true  ! 

^  That  dear  companion,  that  now  widow'd  dove, 

*  To  fcreen  from  every  harm  be  mine  the  care  1 

•  And  while  fhe  mourns  her  ne'er-reviving  love, 

*  Her  grief  to  me  the  mourner  will  endear : 

'  Like  thee,  a  widow  too,  condemn 'd  to  mourn  ; 

^  No  more  to  me  does  life  unfold  it's  charms ! 
f  Death,  death  forbids  him  ever  to  return  !* 

She  faid — and  (iink  into  th'  attendant's  arms. 

Hcr^ 
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Her,  fvi'ift  relapfmg  to  her  former  ftate. 

With,  boding  fears,  approach  J  tlie  ferving  train  : 

This  fcene's  dread  period  tremblingly  ihey  wait. 
Nor  were  their  boding  fears  indulged  in  vain. 

Awakening  from  her  trance,  around  (he  threw, 
Diftrefsflil  fair,  her  i.iuch  diforder*d  eyes  ; 

And  wildering  faid — '  Repeat  that  kind  adieu  ! 
*■  Ah,  no  I  from  love  to  war,  to  death  he  flics, 

f  Did  ye  not  hear  the  clafh  of  hoftlle  fpears  ? 

*  Ah,  mark  ye  not  that  breaft-plate  flain'd  with  gore  ? 
?  What  groan  was  that  wliich  pierc*d  thefe  fearful  ears  ? 

*  He  falls,  he  falls  ! — my  warrior  is  no  more  ! 

*  Nor  was,  O  Heaven !  his  Amabella  nc^r, 

*  To  foothe  his  pain,  and  echo  figh  to  iigh  ;; 

*  Drop  on  the  gaping  wound  a  balmy  tear, 

*  Kifs  his  cold  lip,  and  clofe  his  fading  eye !' 

Of  her  diftrefs  th' alarm 'd  Harmodius  taught,    . 
With  trembling  fleps  approach'd  th'  unconfcious  fair : 

*  Give  me,'  he  cry'd,  with  grief  paternal  fraught, 
'  Give  me,  O  Amabel  1  to  foothe  thy  care. 

'  Say,  wh.1t  afHiflion  has  thy  foul  imprefs'd  ? 

*  Reveal  what  florm  thy  bofom'd  calmnefs  breaks  ! 
'  Reveal — and  thus  relieve  this  anguiih'd  breall ! 

'  The  tender  f:ither  to  his  daughter  fpeaks  !' 

AMABELLA. 

"  Ah,  what  avails  the  praife  the  brave  obtain  ! 

'  Thro'  his  white  bofom  rufh*d  the  hoftile  fteel ; 
'  *Twas  his  to  fwell  the  number  of  the  (lain,   ' 

*  And  mine  AfHldion's  keeneft  point  to  feel!' 
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HARMODIUS. 

•  Her  roving  thought  no  tr.icc  of  rcafon  bears  : 

*  To  her  rack'd  mind,  O  Ilcav'n  !  thy  peace  impart  !— • 

•  A  loving  parent  bathes  thy  cheek  with  tears  ; 

*  Harmodius  holds  thee  to  his  breaking  heart  !' 

AMABELLA. 

•  To  thee,  I  grateful -kneel,  O  generous  feer  ! 

*  Who  doft,  to  one  unknown,  thy  care  extend  ! 
'  Along  thy  path  may  Peace  her  olives  rear, 

*  And  Heaven,  in  battle,  fhield  thy  deareft  friend ! 

•  For  me,  who  droop  beneath  Misfortune's  fhower, 

*  I  had  a  father — ^now,  alas  I  a  foe — 

«  ThouPt  blufli  to  hear — in  forrow's  darkeft  hour, 

*  He  leaves  his  child  abandon'd  to  her  woe !        y 

•  But  to  thy  heart,  that's  fram'd  of  fofter  mould, 

*  What  can  to  thee  a  wretch  like  me  endear  ! 

•  The  fprmg,  the  motive  of  thy  love  unfold  ; 

*  Say,  fay,  for  me  why  flows  that  friendly  tear ! 

'  Yet  foft  awhile— methinks  that  hoary  brow, 

*  That  plaintive  voice — Ah,  bear  with  my  djiiiels  ! 

•  Or  much  remembrance  is  effac'd,  or  now, 

*  A  tender  father's  tear-dew'd  cheek  I  prefs  1' 

HARMODIUS. 

•  On  knees  of  gratitude  I  blcfs  tlie  fkies, 
'  That  Amabella  to  herfclf  rellore  ! 

A  M  A  E  t  L  L  A .  ■ 

•  Ah,  wherefore  doft  thou  joy  1  thy  daughter  dies : 

*  Support  me  to  yon  couch — I  can  no  more — 

*•  I  feel,  I  feel  the  pulfe  of  life  retire  ! 

*  Ah,  deign  to  hear  thy  dying  child  reveal, 

•  What,  in  rebellion  t|^  thy  juft  deiire, 

*  Lock'd  in  her  breaft,  (he  dar'J  Co  long  conceal  ! 
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*  By  thee  unfanftion'd,  did  I  plight  my  love, 

*  And,  all  to  thee  unknown,  a  bride  became-' 

HARMODIUS. 

•  harmodius  will  to  both  a  father  prove.' 

AMABELLA. 

*  To  him  thy  pardon  thou  canft  ne'er  proclaim ! 

*  Three  fleeting  hours  had  fcarcely  call'd  me  bride^ 
'•  When  he  was  fummon'd  to  the  martial  plain  ; 

«  And  there — forgive  thefe  tears — in  beauty's  pride, 

*  The  much-lamented  valiant  youth  was  flain. 

•  What  tho'  unworthy  of  thy  care  I  prove, 

*  To  thy  remembrance  let  thy  child  be  dear ; 
«  Thy  k|nd  compaffion  let  the  daughter  move, 

«  When  this  weak  frame  ihall  prefs  tli'  untimely  bier/ 

More  would  (he  (ay— her  voice  began  to  fail. 
From  her  faint  eye  life's  lingering  fpark  retir'd  ; 

The  ripening  cherry  on  her  lip  grew  pale. 
She  heav'd  a  figh — and  in  that  figh  expir'd. 


A    BRITISH    PHILIPPICK: 

OCCASIONED    BY    THE    INSULTS    OF    THE    SPANIARDS,     AK» 
THE    PRESENT    PREPARATI9NS    FOR    WAR. 

WRITTEN    IN    THE    TEAR    MDCCXZXVlTt. 

BY    DR.     AKENSIDE. 

WHENCE  this  unwonted  tranfport  in  my  breafl? 
Why  glow  my  thoughts,  and  whither  would  t^e  Mnft 
Afpire  with  rapid  wing?  Her  country's  caufe 
Demands  her  efforts  j  at  that  facred  call 
She  fuxnmons  all  her  ardour,  throws  afide; 

Thd 
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The  trembling  Ijrre,  and  with  the  warrior's  trump 

She  means  to  thunder  in  each  Britifh  ear ; 

And  if  one  fpark  of  honour  or  of  fame, 

Difdain  of  infult,  dread  of  infamy. 

One  thought  of  publick  virtue  yet  furvive. 

She  means  to  wake  it,  rouze  the  gen'rous  flame, 

"With  patriot  zeal  infpirit  ev'ry  breaft. 

And  fire  each  Britifh  heart  witli  Britifli  wrongs  I 

Alas,  the  vain  attempt !  what  influence  now         , 
Can  the  Mufe  boaft  ?  or  what  attention  now 
'  Is  paid  to  fame  or  virtue  ?  Where  is  now 
The  Britifli  fpirit,  generous^  warm  and  brave  ; 
So  frequent  wont  from  tyranny  and  woe 
To  free  the  fuppliant  nations  ?  Where,  indeed ! 
If  that  prote£lion,  once  to  ftrangers  giv'n. 
Be  now  Witheld  from  fons !  Each  nobler  thought 
That  warm'd  our  flres,  is  loll  and  buried  now 
In  luxury  and  av'rice.     Baneful  vice  I 
How  it  unmans  a  nation !  Yet  I'll  try, 
1*11  aim  to  fhake  this  vile  degen'rate  floth  ; 
m  dare  to  rouze  Britannia's  dreaming  fons 
To  fame,  to  virtue,  and  impart  around 
A  generous  feeling  of  compatriot  woes. 

Come,  then,  the  various  powers  of  for  cefull^eech  I 
All  that  can  move,  awaken,  fire,  tranfport ;  .   . 

Come,  the  bold  ardour  of  the  Theban  bard !  ' 

Th'  arouxing  thunder  of  the  patriot  Greek  ! 
The  foft  perfuafion  of  the  Roman  fage ! 
Come,  all !  and  raife  me  to  an  equal  height, 
A  rapture  worthy  of  my  glorious  caufe  ! 
Left  my  beft  efforts  failing,  ihould  debafe 
The  facped  theme ;  fbt  ^ith  no  common  wing 
TTie  Mufe  attempts  to  ibar.     Yet,  what  need  thefcl" 
My  country's  fame,  my  free-born  Bririft  heart. 
Shall  be  m)s'be4  in(5pbe^\  raife  my  flight 
High  as  the  Theban^9  pttiknf,  and  wtft  more 
'    ^  Q^q  Thaa 
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Than  Greek  or  Roman  flame,  exalt  my  foul.  -  y.  '^ 

Oh  !  could  I  give  the  vaft  ideas  birth,  \ 

Expreilive  of  the  tho\ights  that  flame  within. 
No  more  (hbuld  lazy  Luxury  detain  -         < 

Our  ardent  youth !  no  more  fhould  Britain's  fbns  > 

Sit  tamely  paflive  by,  and  carelefs  hear  •    C 

The  prayers,  fighs,  groans,  (immortal  infamy !)  .    .  : 

Of  fellow  Britons,  with  oppreffion  funk, 
in  bitternefs  of  (bul  denkaixling  aid. 

Calling  on  Britain,  their  dear  native  land",  v 

The  land  of  liberty ;  fo  greatly  fam'd 
For  juft  redrefs;  the  land  fo  often  dy'd 
With  her  beft  blood,  for  that  arouzing  cau(e,.  * 

The  freedom  of  her  fons ;  thofe  fons  that  now. 
Far  from  the  manly  blcflings  of  her  fway,  : 

Drag  the  vile  fetters  of  a  Spanifh  lord  !  .         - . 

And  dare  they,  dare  the  vanquilh/d  fons  of  Spain. 
Enflavc  a  Briton  ?  Have  they  then  forgot. 
So  foon  forgot,  the  great,  th'  immortal  day. 
When  refcu'd  Sicily  with  joy  beheld 
The  fwift-wing'd  thunder  of  the  Britifti  arm 
Difpcrfe  their  navies }  When  their  coward  bandi^ 
Fled,  like  the  raven  from  the  bird  of  Jove, 
From  fwift  impnding  vengeance  fled  in  vain ; 
Are  thefe  our  lof ds !  And  can  Britannia  fee 
Her  foes  oft  vanquifK'd,  thus  defy  hjpr  pow*r>  ,• 

Infult  her  ftandard,  and  inllave  her  fons. 
And  not  arifc  to  juilice  ?  Did  out  fires,  /  r 

Unaw*d  by  chains,  by  exile,  or  by  death,  > 

Preferve  inviolate  her  guardian  rights,  \y. 

To  Britons  ever  facrcd !  that  their  fons  .?'- 

Might  give  them  up  to  Spaniards!   Turn  your  eyes,,        d  »^i 
Turn  ye  degcn'ratc,  who  with  haughty  boaft  ;   M.i'i.* 

Call  yourfelves.  Britons»  to-that  difmal  gloom,  .  .   .  *  '  . 

That  dungeon  dark  and  deep,  where  |kev#r  UuH^tht      .  :,iiiy 
Of  joy  or  peace  can  enter ;  fectbcgatcsr   •..  .;,--;  ,C^* 

Harih. 
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Harfh-creaking  open !  whiit  an  hideous  void. 

Dark  as  the  yawning  grave  i  while  ftill  as  death 

A  frightful  filence  reigns :  there  on  the  ground 

Behold  your  brethren  chain'd  like  beafts  of  prey  ; 

There  mark  your  ntim'rous  glories,  there  behold 

The  look  that  fpeaks  nuMtteral^le  woe  ; 

The  mangled  limb,  the  faint,  the  deathful  eye 

With  famine  funk ;  the  deep  heart-burfting  groan 

Supprefs'd  in  filence  ;  view  the  loathfome  food, 

Refus'd  by  dogs !  and  oh,  the  dinging  thought ! 

View  the  dark  Spaniard  glorying  in  their  wrongs  ; 

The  deadly  priefl  triumphant  in  their  woes. 

And  thundering  worfe  damnation  on  their  fouls ; 

While  that  pale  form,  in  all  the  pangs  of  death. 

Too  faint  to  fpeak,  yet  eloquent  of  afi. 

His  native  Britifh  fpirit  yet  untam*d, 

Raifes  hisliead,  and  with  indignant  frowns 

Of  great  defiance,  ahd  fuperior  fcom. 

Looks  up,  and  dies  !-r-Oh,  I  am  all  oi^fire  ! 

But  let  me  fpare  the  theme,  left  future  times 

Should  blulh  to  hear,  that  either  conquer'd  Spain 

Purft  ofier  Britain  fuch  outrageous  wrong. 

Or  Britain  tamely  bore  it !  ... 

Defcend,  ye  guardian  heroes  of  the  land  f" 
Scourges  of  Spain,  defcend !  Behold  your  fons !  .  . 

See  how  they  run  the  fame  heroick  race, 

■        .i    C  t 

How  prompt,  how  ardent  in  their  country's  caufe ! 

How  greatly  proud  t'  afiert  their  Britiih  blood,  ^ 

And  in  their  deeds  refled  their  fatlier's  fame  ! 

Ah,  would  to  Heaven  !  ye  did  not  rather  fee. 

How  dead  to  virtue  in  the  pubUck  caufe! 

How  cold,  how  carelefsr,  how  to  glory  deaf,  / 

They  fliame  youj^  laurels,  and  belyd  their  birth  I 

Come,  ye  great  fpirits,  Cavendifli,  Rawleigh,  Blake  t     '  J 
And  ye  of  Itter  name,  yotir  country's  pride,  '*'"]. 

Oh,  come !  difperfe  th«fe  laaiy  fumes'  of  (loth,        ' 

(^<j2  Toich 
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Teach  Britifli  hearts  with  Britiih  fires  to  glow !  '       ' 

In  wakening  whi4>cr8  reu2e  our  ardent  youth, .  ' 

Blazon  the  triumphs  of  your  better  days. 

Paint  all  the  glorious  fcenes  of  rightful  war. 

In  all  it's  fplendour)s ;  to  their  fwelUng  fouls 

Say  how  ye  bow'd  the  infulting  Spaniards  pride  ! 

Say  how  ye  thunder'd  o'er  their  proftrate  heads  ! 

Say  how  ye  broke  their  lines,  and  fir'd  their  ports  t 

Say  how  not  death,  in  all  it's  frightful  fhapes. 

Could  damp  your  fouls,  or  ihake  the  great,  refolvo 

For  Right  and  Britain  !  Then  difplay  the  joys 

The  patriot's  foul  exalting,  while  he  views 

Transported  millipns  ^ail  with  loud  acclaim 

The  guardian  of  their  civil,  iacred  rights; 

How  greatly  welcome  to  the  virtuous  man 

Is  death  for  others  good  ^  the  radiant  thought* 

That  beaii:i  celeftial  on  his  pafling  foul, 

Th'  unfading  crowns  awaiting  him  above, 

Th'  exalting  plaudit  of  the  Great  Supreme, 

Who  in  his  atlions  with  complacence  views 

His  own  reflefted  ijplendour !  then  defcend, 

Tho'  to  a  lower,  yet  a  nobler  fcene ; 

Paint  the  juft  honours  to  his  reliques  paid. 

Shew  grateful  ■^:yions  weeping  o'er  Jiis  grave  ; 

While  his  fair  fame  in  each  progreffive  ige 

For  ever  brightens ;  and  the  wife  and  good 

Of  every  land,  in  univerfal  choir,     . 

With  richeft  incenfe  of  undying  praife. 

His  urn  encircle ;  to  the  wondering  world 

His  numerous  triumphs  blazon ;  while  with  awe^ 

With  filial  rev'rence  in  his  flcpj  they  tread. 

And  copying  every  virtue,  every  fame, 

Tranfplant  his  glories  into  fecdnd  life,  .  q-  c 

And,  with  irtifparing  haftd,  make  nations  blefs'd        V  .k. 

By  his  example  ! .   Vail,  imraenfi?  iwwardft,.  .     is.  .         f 
.   For  all  the  tunnotb  wUdi  the  vin'oOttiimiMl  .  •  .  .'-_^  /•  .4 
»  EncoaDten 
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Encounters  her« ! — Yet,  Britonaf,  ^b  Jre  cold  ? 

Yet  deaf  to  glorj,  virttie,  and  the  Call 

Of  your  poor  injur 'd  cdtiittrymen  ?  Ah,  tio  1 

I  fee  ye  arc  not  j  every  bofom  glows 

With  native  gredttiefs,  and  in  ail  it's  Ihite 

The  Britilh  fpirit  rifes.    Glorious' change ! 

Fame,  Virtue,  Freedom,  welcome!  Oh,  fbrgivt   ' 

The  Mufe,  that  trdent  in  her  facred  caufe. 

Your  glory  queition'd  !  She  beholds- with  joy. 

She  owns,  (he  triumphs  in  her  wilh'd  miftakel 

See !  from  her  fea-beat  throne,  in  awful  mardi 
Britannia  tow'rs :  upon  her  laurel  crcft,  ■' 

The  plumes  majefUck  nod  i  behohi  ihe  heaves 
Her  guardian  ihields,  and  terrible  in  arms^ 
For  battle  ihakes  her  adamantine  ^ar : 
Loud  at  her  foot  the  Britifh  lion  roars. 
Frighting  the  nations ;  haughty  Spain  full  footo 
Shall  hear  and  tremble !     Oo  then,  Britofis,  fertile    ♦ 
Your  country's  daring  champions !  tell  your  fott^ 
Tell  them  in  thunders  o'er  their  proibate  land,> 
You  were  not  bom  for  flaves  !  Let  all  your  dee^l 
Shew  that  the  fons  of  thofe  immortal  men. 
The  ftars  of  fhining  ftory,  arc  not  flow 
In  Virtue's  path  to  emulate  their  fires,       ^  • 

T'  afTert  their  country's  rights,  aveng^  h^  Kmi, 
And  hurl  the  bolts  e£  jufUce'on  her  fbes  ! 


TO      A      L  A  D  Y^ 

Ofi    A    LANDSCAPE    OF    H&R    DRAWINC, 
'  BY    MR,    PARRAT, 

BEHOLD  the  iiia^t  of  'I'herefa's  hand !     . 
A  new  creation  blootns  at  her  comniand. 
Touch'd  into  life  the  viVid  Colours  glow,      . 
Catch  the  warm  Satmit  and  Quicken  as  they*  flow.    '      ,^ 

■  T*» 


Sio 
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The  rarifli'd  fight  the  pleafing  landfcap^  Uls, 

Here  fink  the  vallies^  an<^  there  rife  the  lulls.  . .  ^ 

Not  with  more  horror  nods  bleak  Calp^'s  height. 

Than  here  the  pifturM  rock  aftounds  the  ^ht. 

Not  Thames  more  devious-winding  leaves  his  fource. 

Than  here  the  wand'ring  rivers  fliape  their  courfe. 

Obliquely  laboring  runs  the  gurgling  rill ; 

Still  murmuring  runs,  or  feems  to  murmur  ftill^ 

An  aged  oak,  with  hoary  mofs  o'erfpread. 

Here  lifts  aloft  it*s  venerable  head ; 

There  overihadowing  hangs  a  fiicred  wood,  ;« 

And  nods  inverted  in  the  neighb'ring  flood.  • 

Each  tree  as  in  it's  native  fi)reft  ihoots. 

And  blufliing  bends  with  Autumn's  golden  froits* 

Thy  pendi  lends  the  rofe  a  lovelier  hue. 

And  gives  the  lily  fairer  to  our  view.  ,  " 

Here  fruits  and  flow'rs  adorn  the  varied  year. 

And  pai-adife  with  all  it's  fweets  is  here. 

There  ftooping  to  it's  fall  a  tow'r  appears. 

With  tempeils  ihaken,  and  a  weight  of  years: 

The  daified  meadow,  and  the  woodland  green,  . . 

In  order  ri(e,  and  fill  the  various  fcene. 

Some  partSi  in  light  magnificently  drefs'd, 
Obtrufive  enter,  and  fland  all  confefs'd; 
Whilfl  others  decently  in  fhades  are  thrown. 
And  by  concealing,  make  their  beauties  known. 
Alternate  thus,  and  mutual  is  their  aid. 
Their  lights  owe  half  their  In fbe  to  the  fhade. 

So  the  bright  fires  that  light  the  milky  way. 
Loft  and  extinguifh'd  in  the  folar  ray ; 
In  the  fun's  abfence  pour  a  flood  of  light. 
And  borrow  all  their  trightnefs  from  the  night. 

To  cheat  our  eyes,  how  well  doft  thou.  coj)ti:ive  !  . 
Each  objeft  here  feems  real  and  alive. 
Not  more  refcmbling  life  the  figures  ftand, 
Fomt'd  by  Lyfippus,  or  by  Phidias'  hand^ 

Unnumber'd 
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UnnumbcT'd  beauties  in  the  piece  unite, 
Rttfli  on  the  eye,  and  croud  upon  the  fight : 
At  once  our  wonder  and, delight  you  raife  ; 
Wc  view  with  pleafure,  and  with  rapture  praifc. 


HYMN    TO    SOLITUDE. 

BY    MISS    WHATELY. 

NOW  genial  Spring  o*er  lawn  and  grove 
Extends  her  vivid  power. 
Now  Phoebus  ihines  with  mildeft  beams. 
And  wakes  each  fleeping  flower. 

Soft  breexes  fan  the  fmiling  mead^ 

Kind  dews  rcfrcfli  the  plain  ; 
While  Beauty,  Harmony,  and  Love, 

Renew  their  chearful  reign. 

Now  far  from  bufinefs  let  me  fly, 

Far'from  the  crouded  feat 
Of  Envy,  Pageantry,  and  Power, 

To  fome  obfcure  retreat : 

Where  Plenty  'fhedi  widi  liberal  hand 

Her  various  bleffings  round ; 
Where  laughing  Joy  delighted  roves. 

And  rofeate  Health  is  found. 

Give  me  to  dimb  the  mountain's  brov/. 

When  mom's  firil  blufiies  rife } 
And  view  the  fair  extenfive  ibene 

With  Contemplation's  eyes. 


And 
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And  while  the  raptorM  woodland  choir 
Poor  forth  their  love-tanght  la^*s  $ 

ril  tone  the  gr^eful  iiiat{in  foiig 
To  my  Creator's  piahb. 

He  bade  the  folar  orb  advance 

To  chear  the  gloomy  iky  ; 
Apd  at  the  gentk  voke  of  Sprbg        ^  -  .  •- 

Made  hoary  Wint;er  fly.  r 

He  dreft'd  the  groves  in  fmiling  green. 

Unlocked  the  ice-bound  rill ; 
Bade  Flora's  pridt  adorn  the  Tale^      .     •    < 

And  herbage  crown  iko  kill. 

To  that  All-gradous  Sonrcc  of  light,' "  '  - 
Let  early  incenfe  rife,  '  ^  '"^*-  ■  ■  '  ' "' 

While  on  Devotion's  Wing  the  iWP'"'^'  ^  **-* 
Afcends  her  native fldes-2  .        v.-u'.'/u  r.\--  v 

And  when  the  rapid  car  of  day  *     "■ 

Illumes  the  fartheft  weft,  *         ''  '""^ '  •*•'•'• 

When  Sleep  diffolves  the  captive's  chisSis^*'^    \ 
And  Anguifli  fmks  to  reft;        •   *     ^  ^  "  ' 


Thenlet-merangeHfce-Aadowy^fevfay;  '"  "  ' 
When  Vefper's  filver  15gh*         v-HioId  ::;- 

Plays  on  the  trcmbfeg  ftrearas,*-aiid''gil&*  •*■ 
The  fable  veil  of  nightw     '      '-  ^-^-^'^^  -'- 


When  every  earthy W'*'^ "******?  '^^  ''  '^^'''  '  '  "'^ 
And  mniing  Silence  Jreigns  ;  -  -^-    •'^•*  '  •^"'*  •  ' '      ' 

Then  adHve  Fancy  takeflk*  fli^-^'^  "^-'^'^  ' '     •  - 

Wide  o'er  th'  ctherial  pMiis'  i'i:vi=^;  jn^in-O    ::'.V 


Soi» 
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8oars  thro*  the  tracklefs  realms  of  fpace^ 

Sees  endlefs  fyftems  roll ; 
Whilfl  all  harmonioufly  combine^ 

To  forxxi  one  beauteous  whol^. 

All  hail,  fWeet  Solitude  !  to  thee. 

In  thy  feq[uefter'd  boweri 
Let  me  invoke  the  Paftoral  Mufe, 

And  every  fylvan  power. 

Dear  penfive  nymph,  the  tender  thought 

And  deep  refearch  is  thine ; 
*Tis  thine  to  heal  the  tortur'd  breaft^ 

And  form  the  great  defign. 

On  thy  (till  boiom  let  me  reil. 

Far  from  the  clang  of  war ; 
Where  ftern  bppreffion's  bloody  chains 

Precede  the  vigor's  car : 

Here  fold  me*  in  thy  facred  arms. 

Where  Albion's  happy  plains 
Exulting  tell  the  nations  round, 

A  Britiih  Brunfwick  reigns. 

Here  let  me  hail  each  niing  tun. 

Here  view  each  day's  decline  : 
Be  fame  and  fway  my  fovereign's  lotj 

Be  peace  and  freedom  mine ! 


R  r  COOVElt's 
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BY     SIR    JOHN    PENHAM. 

SURE  there  are  poets  which  dSd  hfiV^r  direluil 
Upon  ParnafTus,  nor  did  tafle  tht  fhtain 
Of  Helicon ;  we  therefore  may  filpplrfe      •    • 
Thofe  made  not  poets,  but  the  poets  thofe  : 
And  as  courts  make  not  kings,  btit  kixi^  the  cobrty 
So  where  the  Mufes  and  thdir  trdn  rfeftirt, 
Pamaflus  ftands ;  if  I  can  hh  to  i!hee 
A  poet,  thou  ParnafTus  art  to  me : 
Nor  wonder,  if  (advantaged  in  my  flight. 
By  taking  wing  from  thy  atlfpiciyus  llfeig^t) 
Through  untrac'd  ways  and  any  p'aHis  I  fly. 
More  boundlefs  in  fny  fancy  than  my  ^t  j 
My  eye,  which  fwift  as  thought  contfaOStheiijpiftlf 
That  lies  between,  and  firft  falutes  th^  place 
Crown'd  with  that  facred  pile,  to  vaflf>  fo  higl^; 
That  whether  'tis  a  part  of  earth*,  or  flcy. 
Uncertain  feems,  and  m^  be  tli6ught  a  ptotti 
Afpiring  mountain,  or  defcehclittgclbtid. 
Paul's,  the  late  theme  of  fuch  a  Mufe  •  whofe  flight 
Has  bravely  reach'd  and*  fearM  abt)re  Ajr  h^litt : 
Now  flialt  thou  ftand,  thd*  fword,  of  tfane,  or  ire. 
Or  zeal  more  fierce  than  they,  thy  fall  confpire. 
Secure,  whilft  thee  the  beft  of  poets^  fings*j 
Preferv'd  from  ruin  by  the  befl  of  kings. 
Under  his  proud  furvey  the  city  lies. 
And  like  a  mifl  beneath  a  hill  doth  rife ; 
Whofe  £bate  and  wealth,  the  bufmefs  and  the  crowd. 
Seems  at  this  diftance  but  a  darker  cloud ; 

•  Mr.  WaUer. 
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And  is  to  him  .who  rightly  ^hlfxgs  efteems. 

No  other  in  efFc£l  than  what  it  fecnis  : 

Where,  with  like  haftc,  tho'  fev'ral  ways,  they  run, 

3ome  to  undo,  and  fome  to  be  undone  ; 

While  luxury  and  wealth,  like  war  and  p^sicc. 

Are  each  the  others  ruin,  and  increafe  ^ 

As  rivers  loft  i|i  Teas,  Ibine  fecret  vein 

Thence  re-conveys,  there  to  be  loft  again. 

Oh,  happincfs  of  fweet  retir'd  content ! . 

To  be  at  once  feotfe,  and  innqceot. 

Windfor  the  next  (wl|er^  Mars  with  Venus  dwelh^r 

iPeauty  with  ftrength)  above  ^e  valley  (Vy^Us 

Into  my  eye,  axvd  doth  itfeljF  pn^ient 

With  fuch  an  eafy  and  ui^forc'd  afcftn^. 

That  no  ftupendous  precipice  deni/e^ 

Accefs,  no  horror  turns  away  ou^  eyes  | 

Put  fuch  a  rife,  as  doth  at  once  invite 

A  pleafure  ^d  a  ff^ye^ence  from  th^  iight, 

Thy  mighty  maker's  emblem,  in  wl^e  face 

Sate  meeknefs,  heightened  \yith  majeftick  grace  1|  . 

Such  feems  thy  gentle  ^eight,  made  only  PTOud 

To  be  the  bafis  o/-that  pompous  load. 

Than  which,  a  notder  weight  no  mountain  bearsn 

?ut  Atlas  only  which  fupports  the  fpheres. 

When  Nature's  hand  this  groi^nd  did  thus  advfncc^ 

'Twas  guided  by  a  wiier  pew'r  thai^  chaiice  ; 

Mark'd  out. for  fuch  an  ufe,  as  if  'twere  meant 

T*  invite  the  builder,  .and  his  choice  prevent,  .. 

Nor  can  we  call  it  choice,  whejot  what  we  du^ie^ 

Folly  or  blindnefs  only  cou*d  refufe^ 

A  crown  of  fuch  majeftick  tow'rs  does  grace  * 

The  gods  great  mqtheif:,  when  fcei:  heay'ply.r^HJp^ , 

Do  homage  to  her,  yet  Ihe  cannot  boaft 

Among  that  num'rous,  and  celeftial  hoft,        ■   " 

More  heroes  than  can  Windfor,  nor  doth  fameV 

Immortal  book  record  moi^e  noble  names, 

R  t  2  Not 
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Not  to  look  back  lb  fiur,  to  whom  thii  ifle  ^ : 

Owes  the  firft  glory  of  fo  brave  a  pile. 

Whether  to  Gacfar,  Albanad,  or  Brute, 

The  Britifh  Arthur,  or  the  Daiiifh  Knutc, 

(Tho'  this  of  old  no  lefs  conteft  did  move. 

Than  when  for  Homer's  birth  fev*n  cities  ftrove) 

(Like  him  in  birth,  thou  (hould'it  be  like  in  fam9^ 

As  thine  his  fate,  if  mine  had  been  his  flame) 

But  whoibe'er  it  was.  Nature  deiign'd 

Firft  a  brave  place,  and  then  as  brave  a  mind. 

Not  to  recount  thofe  fev'ral  kings,  to  whom 

Jt  gave  a  cradle,  or  to  whom  a  tomb  ; 

But  thee,  great  Edward  •,  and  thy  greater  fim, 

([The  lilies  which  his  father  wore,  he  won) 

And  thy  Bellona  f,  who  the  confort  came 

Not  only  to  thy  bed,  but  to  thy  fame. 

She  to  thy  triumph  led  one  captive  king  t. 

And  brought  that  fon,  which  did  the  fecond  bring. 

Then  didft  thou  found  that  order  (whether  Idve 

Or  viflory  thy  royal  thoughts  did  move) 

Each  was  a  noble  canfe,  and  nothing  leifs 

Than  the  defign,  has  been  tlie  great  fuccefs ; 

Which  foreign  kings,  and  emperors  eileem 

The  fecond  honour  to  their  diadem. 

Had  thy  great  defliny  but  giv'n  thee  (kill 

To  know,  as  well  as  pow'r  to  aA  her  will. 

That  from  thofe  kings,  who  then  thy  captives  v/trt. 

In  after- times  fhx)uld  fpring  a  royal -pair 

Who  fhould  poilefs  all  that  thy  mighty  pow'r. 

Or  thy  defires  more  mighty,  did  devour : 

To  whom  their  better  fate  referves  whatever 

The  vidor  hc^s  for;  or  the  vanquifli'd  fear; 

*  Edward  III.  snd  the  Black  Prince* 

f  Queen  PhUippa. 

%  The  Kings  of  France  and  Scotland. 

That 
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That  blood,  which  then  and  thy  great  gmndfitc  Ihcd, 

And  all  that  iince  thefe  Mer  nations  bled, 

|iad  been  unfpilt,  had  happy  Edward  known 
'  That  all  the  blood  he  fpilt,  had  been  his  own. 

When  he  that  patron  chofe  in  whom  are  joiti'4 

Soldier  and  martyr,  and  his  arms  conEn'd 

Within  the  azure  circle,  he  did  ieeiQ 

But  to  foretel,  and  prqphefy  of  him. 

Who  to  his  realms  that  azure  round  hath  joined. 

Which  Nature  for  their  bound  at  lirft  defign'd. 

That  bound,  which  to  the  world's  extremeft  ends, 

Endlefs  itfelf,  it's  liquid  arms  extends. 

Nor  doth  he  need  thofe  emblems  which  we  painty 

Put  is  himfelf  the  foldier  and  the  faint,  ' 

Here  fhould  my  wonder  dwell,  and  here  my  p[sa&ti 

But  my  fix'd  thoughts  my  wand'ring  eye  betray^^ 

Viewing  a  neighb'ring  hill,  whofe  top  of  la^e 

A  chapel  crown'd,  till  in  the  common  fate 

Th^  adjoining  abbey  fell :  (may  no  fuch  ilorm 

Fall  on  our  times,  where  ruin  muft  reform  I) 

Tell  me,  my  Mufe,  wliat  monih-ous  dire  offence. 

What  crime  could  any  Chriftian  king  iiicenie 

To  fuch  a  rage  ?  Was't  luxury,  or  luft  ? 

Was  he  fo  temperate,  fo  chafte,  fb  juft? 

Were  thefe  their  crimes?  They  were  his  own  much  more;; 

But  wealth  is  crime  enough  to  him  that's  poor. 

Who  having  fpent  the  treafures  of  his  crown, 

ponders  their  luxury  to  feed  his  own. 

And  yet  this  aft,  to  varnifll  o*er  the  ihame 

pf  facrilege,  muft  bear  devotion's  name. 

fio  crime  fo  bold,  but  would  be  underftood 

A  real,  or  at  leaft  a  feeming  good  : 

Who  fears  not  to  do  ill,  yet  fears  the  name, 
'  And  free  ^om  confcience,  is  a  Have  tq  fame  : 

Thus  he  the  church  at  once  prote£b,  and  fpoils :  . 

But  princes  fwords  are  iharper  than  their  ilyles. 

And 
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And  thus  to  th'  ages  paft  he  makes  amends. 

Their  charity  deftrofs,  their  faith  dcfeiuis* 

Then  did  religion  in  a  lazy  ccU, 

In  empty^  airy  contemplations  dwell ; 

And  like  the  block,  unmoved  laiy  :  bat  onn^ 

As  much  too  active,  like  the  ftork  devoart. 

Is  there  no  temp'rate  regkm  can  be  knofwa. 

Betwixt  their  frigid,  and  our  tcnrid  lone  i 

Cou'd  we  not  wake  from  that  letkar^gick  drcuij^  ; 

But  to  be  refllefs  in  a  worfMextiseme  t 

And  for  that  lethargy  was  there  no  cure,  .  .. 

But  to  be  call  into  a  calenture  :f 

Can  knowledge  hvve  no  boimd,  but  maft  ad?ance 

So  far,  to  nuke  us  wifh  for  ignorance  ? 

And  ratheit  in  the  dark  to  gropa  our  way. 

Than  led  by  a  falfe  guide  to  err  by  day  ? 

Who  fees  thefe  cMfmal  heaps,  but  would  demand 

What  barbarous  invader  fack'd  the  land  ? 

But  when  he  hears^  no  Goth,  )io  Turk. did  bring.  .    , 

This  defolation,  but  a  Ckriftian  king  ;         . 

When  noth^ngi  but  the  name  of  xtal,  appears  .     ... 

•Twixt  our  beift  2(6tions  and  the  worft  of  theiri. 

What  docs  he  think  our  facHIoge  wou'd  fpare. 

When  fuch  th*  effefts  of  oi^'  devotions  are  ? 

Pardng  from  thence  'tw^xt  anger,  ihame,  and  fcar^^  v^ 

Thofe  for  what's  paft,  and  this  fer  what's  too  neu. 

My  eye  defcending  from  the  hill,  furveyB 

Where  Thames  among  the  wanton  vallies  Arays.- 

Thames,  the  moft  knr'd  of  all  the  Ocean's  ibni 

By  his  old  fire,  to  his  embraces  runs  ;  ' 

Hafting  to  pay  his  tribute  to  the  fca, 

Like  mortal  life  to  meet  eternity. 

Tho'  with  thofe  ftfeams  he  no  refcmblance  hold, 

Whofe  foam  is  amber,  and  their  gravel  gold ; 

His  genuine  and  lefs  guilty  wealth  t*  explore. 

Search  not  his  bottom,  but  furvey  his  (hore  r 
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O'er  whicii  he  kindly  fpreads  his  fpadoos  vnng. 
And  hatches  plenty  for  th'  eafuing  fpring. 
Nor  then  deftroys  it  widi  too  fond  a  ftay> 
Like  mo  thers  ^ich  tkmr  infants  oveHay : 
Nor  with  a  fuddeil  and  impetdoiis  wave« 
Like  profufe  kings^  refomes  the  wealth  he  gave* 
No  unexpedled  innndations  fpoil 
The  mower's  hopes,  nor  mock  the  plowman*»  toil ; 
JBat  godlike  his  ntmeaty^A  boiinty  flowa ; 
Firft  loves  to  do»  then  loves  the  good  he  does« 
Nor  are  his  bleffings  to  hh  banks  caa^n*d. 
But  fre^>  attd  tommsm,  as  the  fea  or  wind ; 
When  he  to  boaft,  or  to  diiperfe  his  Aoies 
Fall  of  ttit  tributes  ol  his  grateful  iiores^ 
Vifits  the  world,  and  iit  his  flying  tfW'rs 
Brings  home  to  as,  and  isiak^s  both  Indies  ours  1 
Finds  wealth  wher«  ^lis>  beffows  it  where  it  wants^ 
Cities  in  difcrts^  WokIb  in  cities,  plants* 
So  that  to  us  iLo  thing,  no.  place  is  ftrangtt. 
While  his  fair  bdibm  is  tke  world's  exchange. 
O  could  I  flow  like  tlnMft^  and  make  thy  ftream 
My  great  example^  as  it  ia  my  theme ! 
Tho'  deep,  yet  dear;  tho'  gentle,  yet  not  dull } 
Strong  without  fagc^  without  o'er-fiowtng  foil : 
Heav'n  her  Eridanna  10  more  ihall  boaft^ 
Whofe  &me  in  thine,  like  iefler  currents  loft) 
Thy  nobler  ftreams.  flmll  vifit  Jove^a  abodes^ 
To  iidne  among  the  ftara  *%  and  bathe  the  gods< 
Here  Nature,  whether  more  intent  to  pleaie 
Us  or  herielf,  with  ftrange  varieties^ 
(For  things  of  wonder  gite  no  lefs  delight 
To  the  wife  maker's,  tiuui  beholdtir'a  fight: 
Tho'  thefe  deHghtafftnn  fev'ral  cau^  movei 
For  fo  our  children^  thus  our  friends  we  love)   . 


♦  Tk^fortSU 


Wifdy 
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Wifely  ihe  knew,  the  harmony  of  things; 
As  well  as  that  of  ibonds,-  from  difcord  fprings^ 
Such  was  the  difcord^  which  did  firft  difperfe 
Form,  order,  beauty,  through  the  iiniverfe ; 
While  drynefs,  moiflure,  coldnefs,  h^lLtrefifts; 
All  that  we  have,  and  that  we  are^  fobiilb: 
While  the  fteep  horrid  roughnefa  of  the  wood. 
Strives  with  th^  gentle  cahnnefs  of  the  flood. 
Such  hpge  extremes  when  Nature  doth  unite. 
Wonder  frcm  theiice  refults,  from  thence  delighti 
i'he  ftream  is  fo  tranfparent,  puie;  and  dear. 
That  had  the  felf-enamour'd  youth  *  gax'd  here/ 
So  fatally  deceivM  he  had  not  been. 
While  he  the  bottom,  not  his  face  had  ieen. 
But  his  proud  head  the  airy  mountain  hides 
Among  the  clouds ;  his  (houlders  and  his  fides 
A  fliady  mvntle  cteathes ;  his  curled  brows 
Frown  on  the  gentle  ftream,-  which  calmly  flows  t 
While  winds  and  Horms  his  k)fty  forehead  beat : 
The  common  fate  of  all  that's  high  or  great. 
Low  at  his  foot  a  fpadous  plain  is  plac'd. 
Between  the  mountain  and  the  ftream  embraced  i 
Which  fliade  and  fhelter  fibm  the  Mil  derives. 
While  the  kiiid*  river  weahh  and  beauty  givesr ; 
And  in  the  mixture  of  all  thefe,  appears 
Variety,  i^hidi  all  the  reft  endears.  " 
This  fcene  had  fome  bold  Greek  or  Britifb  bard 
Beheld  of  old,  what  ftories  had  we  heard 
Of  fairies,  fatyrs^  and  the  nymphs^  their  dames^ 
Their  feafts,  their  revels,  and  their  am'rou ^  flames  I 
*Tis  ftill  the  famc^  altho'  their  airy  (hape 
All  but  a  quick.poetick  flght  efcape.. 
There  Faunus  and  Syhranus  keep  their  courts^ 
And  thither  all  the  homed  hoft  reforts 

*  KarciiTuf. 
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^6  graze  the  ranker  mead ;  that  noble  herd, 
ten  whofe  fuBlime  and  fliady  fronts  is  rear'd 
Nature's  great  mafter-piece  ;  to  iliew  how  fooii 
Great  things  are  made,  but  fooner  are  Undone; 
Here  have  I  feen  the  king,  when  great  affairs 
Gave  leave  to  flacken,  and  unbend  his  cares; 
Attended  to  the  chace  by  all  the  flow'r 
Of  youth,  whofe  hopes  a  noblei*  prey  devour ; 
Pleafure  with  praife  and  danger  they  would  buyi 
And  wilh  a  foe  that  would  hot  only  flyi 
The  flag,  now  confci6u§  of  his  fatal  growth; 
At  once  indulgent  to  his  fear  aAd  floth. 
To  fome  dark  covert  his  retreat  had  made,  • 
Whbrc  nor  man's  eye  nor  Heaven's  fhould  invade 
His  foft  repofe  5  when  th'  unexpected  found 
Of  dogs  and  men  his  wakeful  ear  does  >^und : 
Rouz'd  with  the  noife,  he  fcarce  believes  his  ear; 
Willing  to  think  th'  illufions  of  his  fear 
Had  giv'h  this  falfe  alarm;  but  flraight  his  view 
Confirrtsi  that  more  than  all  he  fears  is  truci 
BfetrayM  in  all  his  flrengths,  the  wood  befet ; 
All  inflrumehts,  all  arts  of  ruin  met ; 
He  calls  to  mind  his  flrength,  and  then  his  fpeed; 
JHfis  wiiiged  heels,  and  then  his  armed  head  ; 
With  thefe  t'  avoid,  with  that  his  fate  to  meet : 
But  fear  prevails,  and  bids  him  truft  his  feet. 
So  fafl  he  flies,  that  his  reviewing  eye 
Has  loft  the  chafers^  and  his  ear  the  cry  ; 
Exulting,  till  he  finds  their  nobler  fenfe 
Their  difproportion'd  fpeed  does  recompenfe  ; 
Then  curfes  his  confpiring  feet,  whofe  fcent 
Betrays  that  fafety  which  their  fwiftnefs  lent. 
Then  tries  his  friends  :  among  the  bafer  herd. 
Where  \^t  (6  lately  was  obey'd  and  fear'd. 
His  fafety  feeks  ;  the  herd,  unkindly  wife. 
Or  chafes  him  from  thence,  or  from  him  flies. 

Sf  Like 
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Like  a  declining  ftatefman,  left  forlorn 
To  his  friends  pity,  and  purfuers  (com^ 
With  fhame  remembers,  while  himfelf  was  one 
Of  the  fame  herd,  himfelf  the  fame  had  done. 
Thence  to  the  coverts,  and  the  confcioas  groves^ 
The  fcenes  of  his  paft  triumphs,  and  his  loves  ^  , 
Sadly  furveying  where  he  rang'd  alone 
Prince  of  the  foil,  and  all  the  herd  his  own> 
And  like  a  bold  knight-errant  did  proclaim 
Combat  to  all,  and  bore  away  the  dame ; 
And  taught  the  woods  to  echo  to  the  ilream 
His  dreadful  challenge,  and  his  claihing  beanu 
Yet  faintly  now  declines  the  fatal  ftrife ; 
So  much  his  love  was  dearer  than  his  life.  j 

Now  ev'ry  leaf,  and  cv'ry  moving  breath, 
Prefents  a  foe,  and  ev'ry  foe  a  death. 
Weary 'd,  forfaken,  and  purfu'd,  at  laft. 
All  fafety  in  defpair  of  fafety  plac'd. 
Courage  he  thence  refumes,  refohr'd  to  bear 
All  their  aifaults,  fince  'tis  in  vain  to  fear. 
»     And  now  too  late  he  wilhes,  for  the  fight. 
That  ftrength  he  wafted  in  ignoble  flight  : 
But  when  lie  fees  the  eager  chace  renew'd, 
Himfelf  by  dogs,  the  dogs  by  men  purfu'd  ; 
He  ftraight  revokes  his  bold  rcfolve,  and  more' 
Repents  his  courage  than  his  fear  before  ; 
Finds  that  uncertain  ways  unfafeft  are. 
And  doubt Na  greater  mifchief  than  defpair. 
Then  to  the  flream,  when  neither  friends,  nor  force> 
Nor  fpeed,  nor  art  avail,  he  fhapes  his  courfe ; 
Thinks  not  their  rage  fo  defperate  t*  aflay 
An  element  more  mercilefs  than  they; 
But  fearlefs  they  purfue,  nor  can  the  flood 
Quench  their  dire  thirft— alas!  they  thirft  for  blooJ. 
So,  tow'rds  a  fhip  the  oar^finn'd  gallies  ply. 
Which  wanting  iea  to  ride,  or  wind  to  fly. 

Standi 
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Stands  bat  to  faHl  reveng'd  on  thofe  that  dare 
Tempt  the  laft  /ury  of  extreme  defpair. 
So  fares  the  ftag,  among  th'  enraged  hounds^ 
Repels  their  force^  and  wounds  returns  for  wounds. 
And  as  a  hero,  whom  his  iDafer  foes 
In  troops  furroundy  now  {hefe  aflails,  now  thofe^ 
Tho'  prodigal  ef  life,  difdains  to  die 
By  common  hands  ;  but  if  he  can  defcry 
Some  nobler  foe  approach,  to  him  he  calls. 
And  begs  his  fate,  and  then  contented  falls. 
60  when  the  king  a  mortal  fliaft  lets  fly 
From  his  unerring  hand,  then  glad  to  die. 
Proud  of  the  wound,  to  it  refigiis  ,hi$  blood. 
And  ataixis  the  chryftal  with  a  purple  flood. 
This  a  more  innocent,  and  happy  chace. 
Than  when  of  jold,  but  in  the  felf-fame  place, 
fair  Liberty  purfu'd  *,  and  meant  a  prey 
To  lawlefs  power,  here  turn'd,  and  ftood  at  bay. 
When  in  that  remedy  all  hope  was  placed 
Which  was,  or  £kould  haye  been  at  leail,  the  lafl. 
JJere  was  that  charter  feal'd  f,  wherein  the  crowa 
AH  marks  of  arbitrary  pow'r  lays  down  ; 
Tyrant  and  flave,  thofe  names  of  hate  and  fear. 
The  happier  flyle  of  king  and  fubjet5l  bear : 
tfappy,  when  both  to  the  fame  centre  move. 
When  kings  give  liberty,  and  fubjeds  love. 
Therefore,  not  long  in  force  this  charter  flood  ; 
Wanting  that  feal,  it  mull  be  feaPd  in  blood. 
The  fubjefts  arm'd;  the  more  their  princes  gave^ 
Th'  advantage  only  took,  the  more  to  crave  : 
Till  kings  by  giving,  give  themfelves  away. 
And  e'en  that  pow'r,  that  fliould  deny,  betray. 

*  Hunny-Mead,  whore  that  Great  Charter  was  firft  fealed. 
^  Magna  Ci^rt^. 

Sfa  <  Who 
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•  Who  gives  conftrain'd,  but  his  own  fear  reviles, 

•  Not  thaak'd,  but  fcorn'd  ;  nor  are  they  gifts,  but  {poils.^ 
Thus  kings,  by  grafping  more  than  they  could  hold, 

Firft  made  their  fubjedls,  by  oppreflion,  bold  ; 

And  popular  fway,  by  forcing  kings  to  give 

More  than  was  fit  for  fubjeils  to  receive. 

Ran  to  the  fame  extremes ;  and  one  excefs 

Made  both,  by  driving  to  be  greater,  lefs. 

When  a  calm  river  rais'd  with  fudden  rains. 

Or  fnows  diflblv'd,  o'erflows  th'  adjoining  plains, 

yhe  hufbandmen,  with  higli-rais'd  banks,  fecurc 

Their  greedy  hopes,  and  this  he  can  endure  : 

But  if  with  bays  and  dams  they  ftrive  to  force 

Kis  channel  to  a  new  or  narrow  courfe ; 

No  longer  then  within  his  banks  he  dwells, 

Firft  to  a  torrent,  then  a  deluge  fwells ; 

Stronger  and  fiercer,  by  reftraint  he  roars. 

And  knows  no  bound,  but  makes  his  pow'r  his  (hores. 


P       O       L       L       I       O  ♦; 

AN       ELEGIACK        ODE. 
VRITTEN    IN    THE    WOOD    NEAR     R—    CASTLE,    MBCCLXII. 

BY    MR.  MICKLE. 

H^c  Jovcm  fcBtirc,  Dcofque  cunftos.  i 

Spem  bonam  certamque  domum  rcporto.  HoR. 

TH  E  peaceful  evening  breathes  her  balmy  ftore. 
The  playful  fchool-boys  wanton  o'er  the  green : 
Where  fpreading  poplars  fhade  the  cottage-door. 
The  villagers  in  ruftick  joy  convene. 

*  It  has  been  often  faid,  that  Fiftion  is  the  moft  proper  field  for  poetry.  If  it 
18  always  fo,  the  writer  of  this  little  piece  acknowledges  it  is  a  circumftance  againft 
him.  The  following  Ode  was  firft  fuggefttd,  and  the  ideas  contained  in  it  raifed, 
on  revifiting  the  ruins  and  woods  that  had  been  the  fcenc  of  his  early  amufements, 
wiih  a  deferring  brother  who  died  in  hii  twenty-firll  year. 

Ami<i 
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^mid  the  fecret  windings  of  the  wood. 

With  folcmn  Meditation  let  me  ftray  ; 
This  is  the  hour  when,  to  the  wife  and  good. 

The  heavenly  maid  repays  the  toils  of  day. 

The  river  murmurs,  and  the  breathing  gale 

Whifpers  the  gently- waving  boughs  among; 
The  ftar  of  evening  glimmers  o'er  the  dale. 

And  leads  the  filent  hoft  of  heaven  along. 

How  bright,  emerging  o'er  yon  broom-clad  height. 

The  filver  emprefs  of  the  night  appears  ! 
yon  limpid  pool  reflefts  a  ftream  of  light. 

And  faintly  in  it's  breail  the  woodland  bears, 

Thk  waters  tumbling  o'er  their  rocky  bed. 
Solemn  and  conftant,  from  yon  dell  refound ; 

The  lonely  hearths  blaze  o'er  the  diftant  glade; 
The  bat,  low-wheeling,  Ikims  the  dulky  ground, 

^uguft  and  hoary,  o'er  the  floping  dale. 

The  Gothick  abbey  rears  it's  fculptur'd  towers  ; 

pull  through  the  roofs  refounds  the  whiftling  gale. 
Park  Solitude  among  the  pillars  lours, 

Where  yon  old  trees  bend  o^er  a  place  of  graves. 

And  folemn  (hade  a  chapel's  fad  remains. 
Where  yon  fcath'd  poplar  through  the  window  waves. 

And,  twining  round,  the  hoary  arch  fuftainsj 

There  oft,  at  dawn,  as  one  forgot  behind. 
Who  longs  to  follow,  yet 'unknowing  where, 

^ome  hoary  fhepherd,  o'er  his  ftafF  reclin'd. 
Pores  on  the  graves,  and  fighs  a  broken  prayer. 


3>6  BEAliJIES    OF    POETRY. 

High  o'er  the  pines,  thit  with  their  darkeniag  ilud^ 
Surround  yon  craggy  bank,  the  caftle  rears 

It's  crumbling  turrets :  ftill  it's  towery  head 
A  warlike  mien,  a  fullen  grandeur  wears. 

So,  midft  the  fnow  of  age,  a  boadful  air 

Still  on  the  war-worn  veteran's  brow  attends  ; 

Still  his  big  bones  his  youthful  prime  declare, 
Tho'  trembling  o'er  the  feeble  crutch  he  bends* 

Wild  round  the  gates  the  dufky  wall-flowers  creep. 
Where  oft  the  knights  the  beauteous  dames  have  led  ( 

Gone  is  the  bower,  the  grot  a  ruin'd  heap. 
Where  bays  and  ivy  o'er  the  fragments  fpread, 

^Twas  here  our  fires,  exulting  from  the  fight. 
Great  in  their  bloody  arms,  march 'd  o'er  the  lea. 

Eying  their  refcu'd  fields  with  proud  delight ! 

Now  loft  to  them  l-r-aud,  ah !  how  changed  to  me  \ 

This  bank,  the  river,  and  the  fanning  breeze. 

The  dear  idea  of  my  Pollio  bring ; 
So  fhone  the  moon  through  thefe  foft  nodding  tj-ees. 

When  he|-e  WP  wander'd  in  the  eves  of  fpring^ 

When  April's  finiles  the  flowery  lawn  adorn. 
And  modeft  cowflips  deck  the  ftreamlet's  fide ; 

When  fragrant  orchards  to  the  rofeate  morn 

Unfold  their  bloom,  ii^  heaven's  own  coburs  dy'd : 

So  fair  a  blofibm  gentle  Pollio  wore, 
Thefe  were  the  emblems  of  his  healthful  i^ind ; 

To  him  the  lettered  page  difplay'd  it's  lore. 
To  him  bright  Fancy  all  her  wealth  refign'd; 


Hill 
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ttimi  with  her  pureft  flames  the  Mufe  cndow'di 

Flames  never  to  th*  illiberal  thought  allyM  j 
The  facred  fillers  led  where  Virtue  glow'd 

In  all  her  charms ;  he  faw»  he  feltj  and  dyM. 

Oh,  partner  of  my  infant  griefs  and  joys  ! 

Big  with  the  fcenes  now  paft,  my  heart  o'erflowsf 
Bids  each  endearment,  fair  as  once  to  rife^ 

And  dwells  luxurious  on  her  melting  woes  :         > 

Oft  with  the  rifing  fun,  when  life  was  new. 
Along  the  woodland  have  I  roam'd  with  thee  ; 

Oft  by  the  moon  have  brulh'd  the  evening  dewj 
When  all  was  fearlefs  innocence  and  glee« 

The  f^ted  well,  where  yon  bleak  hill  declines^ 
Has  oft  been  confcious  of  thofe  happy  Hours ; 

But  now  the  hill,  the  river  crown'd  with  pines. 
And  fainted  well,  have  loll  their  chearing  powers: 

For  thou  art  gone.     My  guide,  my  friend!  oh,  whert. 
Where  hail  thou  fled,  and  left  me  here  behind ! 

My  tendered  wifti,  my  heart  to  thee  was  bare. 
Oh,  now  cut  ofl^  each  paflfage  to  thy  mind  ! 

How  dreary  is  the  gulph  !  how  dark,  how  void. 
The  tracklefs  ftxores  that  never  were  repafs'd! 

Dread  feparation !   on  the  depth  untry'd, 
Hope  faulters,  and  the  foul  recoils  aghaft ! 

Wide  round  the  fpacious  heavens  I  call  my  eyes : 
And  fliall  thefe  ftars  glow  with  immortal  firet 

Still  fliine  the  lifelefs  glories  of  the  fides  1 
And  ^uld  thy  bright,  thy  living  foul  expire  ! 

Par 
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Fai^  Ibe  the  thought !  The  plcafures  moft  fublimcfi 
The  glow  of  fri^ndlhip,  and  the  virtuous  tear^ 

The  towering  wifh  that  fcorns  the  bounds  of  timei 
Chiird  in  this  vale  of  death,  but  languiih  herei 

So  plant  the  vine  on  Norway's  wint'ry  land. 
The  languid  llranger  feebly  buds,  and  dies : 

Yet  there's  a  clime  where  Virtue  fhall  expand 
With  godlike  (Irength  beneath  her  native  fldest 

The  lonely  fhepherd  on  the  mountain's  fide. 
With  patience  waits  the  rofy  opening  day ; 

The  mariner  at  midnight's  darkfome  tide. 
With  chearful  hope  expedls  the  mombg  ray! 

Thus  I,  on  life's  ftorm-beaten  ocean  tofs'd^ 
In  mental  viiion  view  the  happy  Ihore, 

tThere  Pollio  beckons  to  the  peaceful  coafl. 

Where  fate  and  death  divide  the  friends  no  more  t 

Oh,  that  fonie  kind,  fome  pitying  kindred  ihade^ 
Who  now,  perhaps,  frequents  this  folemn  grove^ 

Would  tell  the  awful  fecrets  of  the  dead. 
And  from  my  eyes  the  mortal  film  remove  ! 

Vain  is  the  wilh — yet  furely  not  in  vain 
Man's  bofom  glows  with  that  celellial  fire. 

Which  fcorns  earth's  luxuries,  which  fmiles  at  pairii 
And  wings  his  fpirit  with  fublime  defire! 

"Bo  fan  this  fpark  of  Heaven,  this  ray  divinei 
Still,  O  my  foul !  ftill  be  thy  dear  employ; 

Still  thus  to  wander  thro*  the  ihades  be  thine. 
And  fwell  thy  bread  with  vifionary  joy  I     . 


B£AtJTlfiS    OF    POETRY  329 

So  to  the  dark-brow'd  wood,  or  facred  mount. 

In  ancient  Ays,  the  holy  fetfs  retirM ; 
And,  led  in  Tifion,  drank  at  Siloe's  foant. 

While  riling  extafies  their  bofoms  flr'd : 

Reftor'd  creation  bright  before  them  rdfe. 

The  burning  defarts  fmil'd  as  Eden's  plaifts. 
One  friendly  fhade  the  wolf  and  lambkin  chofe. 

The  flowery  mountain  fung,  *  Meffiah  reigns '/ 

Tho'  fainter  raptures  my  cold  brfeaft  infpire. 

Yet  let  me  oft  frequent  this  folemn  fcene  ; 
Oft  to  the  abbey's  ihatter'd  walls  retire. 

What  time  the  moonftiine  dimly  gleams  between : 

There,  where  the  crofs  in  hoary  ruin  nods. 

And  weeping  yews  o^erlhade  the  lettered  fbncs. 

While  midnight  iilence  wraps  thefe  drear  abodes. 
And  foothes  me  wandering  6'er  my  kindred  bones ; 

Let  kindled  Fancy  view  the  gtorious  mom,' 

When  from  the  burftiftg  graves  the  juft  ffiall  rife. 

All  Nature  fmifing,  and  by  angels  borne, 
Meffiah*s  crofs  far  blazing  o^er  the  ikies  ! 


ODE    TO    INDEPENDENCE. 

BY    tfK.    SMOLLKTt. 

STROF  HBrf 

THY  fpirit,  Independeiice,  letmefhare! 
Lord  of  the  lion-heart  and  eagle-eye, 
T&y  fteps  I  follow  with  my  bofom  bare. 

Nor  heed  the  ftorm  that  howls  along  the  iky* 
Peep  in  the  frozen  regions  of  the  north, 
A  goddefs  violated  brought  thee  forthj 

T  t  Immort4 
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Immortal  Liberty,  whofe  look  fublime 

Hath  bleach'd  the  tyrant's  cheek  in  ev'ry  varying  dime  % 

WJiat  time  the  iron-hearted  Gaul 

With  frantick  SuperHition  for  his  guide^ 
ArmM  with  the  dagger  and  the  pall. 

The  fons  of  Woden  to  the  field  defy'd  ; 
The  ruthlcfe  hag,  by  Wefer*s  flood. 

In  Heaven'^  name  urg'd  th'  infernal  blow. 

And  red  the  ftream  began  to  flow : 
The  vanquifli'd  were  baptiz'd  with  blood  •, 

ANTI  STROP  H  E. 

The  Saxon  prince  in  horror  fled 

From  altars  flain'd  with  human  gore  ; 
And  Liberty  his  routed  legions  led 

In  fafety  to  the  bleak  Norwegian  fhore  ; 
There  in  a  cave  afleep  fhe  lay, 

Luird  by  the  hoarfe  refounding  main  ; 
When  a  bold  favage  pafs'd  that  way, 

ImpelPd  by  deftiny,  his  name  Difdain« 
Of  ample  front  the  portly  chief  appeared  ; 

The  hunted  bear  fupply'd  a  ihaggy  vcft. 
The  drifted  fnow  hung  on  his  yellow  beard. 

And  his  broad  flioulders  brav'd  the  furious  blaft^ 
He  ftopp'd  ;  he  gaz'd ;  his  bofom  glow'd. 

And  deeply  felt  th'  impreffion  of  her  charms : 
He  feiz'd  th'  advantage  Fate  allow'd. 

And  ftraight  coqiprefs'4  her  in  his  vigorous  vn^s. 

STROPHE. 

The  curlieu  fcream'd ;  the  tritons  blew 

Their  ihells  to  celebrate  the  ravifh*d  rite  ; 
Old  Time  exulted  as  he  flew ; 

And  Independence  faw  the  light.  .  . 

*  B affixed  nvttb  bloody  &c.]  Charlemalgne  obliged  four  thaufand  Saxon 
prlfoners  to  embrace  the  Chriftian*  religion,  and  immediately  after  they  were 
baptized,  ordered  their  throats  to  be  cut.  Their  Prince  Vitikind  fled  for  ihel- 
ter  to  Gotrick  King  of  Denmark. 
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The  light  he  faw  in  Albion's  happy  plains  ; 

Where>  under  cover  of  a  flowering  thorn,  \ 

While  Philomel  renew'4  her  warbled  ftrains, 

Th'  aufpicious  fruit  of  ftoPn  embrace  was  bom. 
The  mountain  dryads  feiz'd  with  joy 

The  fmiling  infant  to  dicir  charge  confign'd; 
The  Dorick  Mufe  carefs'd  the  fav'rite  boy  ; 

The  hermit^  Wifdom>  ftor'd  his  op'ning  mind* 
As  rolling  years  matur'd  his  age. 

He  flourifh'd  bold  and  finewy  as  his  fire  ; 
While  the  mild  paiHons  in  his  breaft  afruag<^ 

The  fiercer  flames  of  his  maternal  fire- 

ANTISTROPHtV 

Accompli(h*d  thus,  he  wing'd  h»  way. 

And  zealous  rouz'd  from  pole  to  pole> 
The  rolls  of  right  eternal  to  difplay,  • 

And  warm  with  patriot  thoughts  th'  afpiring  foUl. 
On  defart  ifles  *  'twas  he  that  rais'd 

Thofe  fpires  that  gild  th*  Adriatick  wave. 
Where  tyranny  beheld  ama;t'd 

Fair  Freedom's  temple,  where  he  mark'd  her  grave. 
He  fteel'd  the  blunt  Bafdavian's  arms 

To  burft  th'  Iberian's  double  chain  f  ; 
And  cities  rear'd,  and  planted  farms. 

Won  from  the  (kirts  of  Neptune's  wide  domain. 
He,  with  the  generous  rufticks,  fate  , 

On  Uris'  rocks  in  dofe  divan  X, 
And  wing'd  that  arrow  fure  as  Bite 

Which  afcertaih'd  the  facred  rights  of  man. 

•  On  dtfart  ijlest  Sec]  Although  Venice  Was  built  t  confid«rable  time  before 
the  aen  here  afligned  for  the  birth  of  Independence,  the  Repubiick  had  not 
yet  attained  to  any  great  degree  of  power  and  fplendour. 

-|*  To  burft  tb*  IbtriatCi  d$ubJe  cbairiy  &c.]  The  Low  Countries  were  not 
only  ^preiled  by  grievous  taxations,  but  likewifc  threatened  with  the  eftabli(h-»' 
ment  of  the  inquifition,  when  the  Seven  Provinces  revolted,  and  ihook  off  tht 
yoke  of  Spain. 

X  On  Uris"  rocksp  &c.]  Alluding  to  the  known  ftory  of  William  Tell  and  hit 
aiTociates,  the  fathen  and  founders  of  the  Confederacy  of  the  Swifs  Cantons. 

Tt2  STUOPHE. 
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8T  ROPH  C. 

Arabia's  fcorching  iands  kc  crofs'd  \ 

Where  blailed  Nature  pants  fupinc^ 
Conductor  of  her  tribes  adttft> 

To  Freedom*s  adamantine  iluiae  ; 
And  many  a  Tartar  hord  lorlom»  »^iaft  f  « 

He  fnatch'd  fr^m  under  fel{  Oppr^oa's  wing  % 
And  taught*  amidft  tVe  dcearj  wafte^ 

TJi'  all-chearing  hymns  of  Liberty  to  fing. 
He  virtue  finds,  like  precious  orf, 

DiiFus'd^^o'  ev^ry  bafer  mould ; 
E'en  now  he  ftands  on  CaLvis'  rQcIj;y  fhoie^ 

And  turns  the  drofs  pf  Cofiica  |o  gpU  J* 
He,  guardian  genius,  taught  my  youth 

Pomp's  tinfePd  liv'ry  to  deipife  : 
My  lips  by  him  chaftis'd  to  truth 

Ne'er  paifi  that  llQuiage  which  th^  heart  dunies* 
ANTisraoPHE. . 
Thofe  fculptur'd  halb  my  feel  Aall  never  tread 

Where  varnifh'd  vice  and  vajnity  combin'd. 
To  dazsde  aiid  leduce  their  baoni^'s  ^ead. 

And  forge  vile  (hackles  for  the  free-born  va^i 
Where  Infolence  his  wrinkled  front  uprears. 

And  all  the  flowers  of  fpurious  fancy'blQV> 
And  Title  his  ill-woven  chaplet  wears,  .  ... 

Full  often  wreath'd  around  the  mifcresAt's  biow: 

*  Arabia' »  fcorching  Jands^  &&]  Tbe  Arabs,  rather  thfn  i^%a  the^iode* 
pendency,  iMve  often  abandoned  th^ir  l^a^ICatioQs,  aj^d  enco]^nUra(i  aU  tbe 
horrors  of  the  defart. 

f  And  many  a  Tartar  hord,  3cc.]  From  the  tyranny  ol  J^i|^hi»-Ki|aat 
Timur-Bec,  and  other  eaftern  con^tuerprs,  whole  tribe g  ef  Tartars  were  ufcd  to 
fly  into  the  remoteft  waftes  of  Cathay,  where  no  army  woul4  foUa\|r  the.fs. 

X  And  turns  tbt  drofs  of  Qorfica,  ^c,]  The  noble  fiand  made  ky  jPai«hai 
Paoli  and  his  aflbciates  ^gainft  the  ufur^tion  of  the  French  king,  xaaJk  endfia«r 
ftkem  to  all  the  font  of  liberty  and  independence. 

Wherover 
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Wherever  dimpling  Falfhood,  pert  and  vain, 

PreGmts  her  cup  of  ila^te  pjofeflion's  frpth. 
And  pale  Difeafe,  with  all  his  bUi^ed  train. 

Torments  the  foins  of  Gluttpny  an^  Sloth. 

STROPHE. 

In  Fortune's  car  behold  that  niinioji  ride. 

With  either  India's  glittering  fpoils  opprefs'd : 
So  moves  the  fumpter-mule,  in  h^rnefs'd  pride. 

That  bears  the  treafure  which  h^  cannot  taftc. 
For  him  let  venal  bards  diigrace  the  bay. 

And  hireling  minflrels  wake  the  tinkling  Ihing  i 
Hex;  fenfual  fnares  let  faithlefs  Pleafure  lay. 

And  all  her  gingling  bells  fantaftipk  Folly  ring ; 
Difquiet,  doubt,  and  dread  fliall  intervene ; 

And  Nature,  ftill  to  ail  her  feelings  juft,  • 
In  vengeance  hang  a  damp  on  Kvery  fcene. 

Shook  from  the  baleful  pini^vs  of  Difguft. 

ANTIST^OPJMIE. 

Nature  I'U  couijt  in  hejr  fequeftftr!d  haunts. 

By  mountain,  meadow,  ftrfiamlet,  grove,  or  cell. 
Where  the  pois'd  lark  his  eve^ipg  ditty  chaunts. 

And  Hq^th  ^nd  Peace,  and  Contemplation,  dwell. 
There  Stijdy  fliall  with  Solitude  recline. 

And  Friejadl^p  pledge  nve  to  his  fejlow-fwajfli^  ; 
And  ToU  ^Qd  Temperance  fedately  twin« 

The  flender  chord  that  fluttering  life  fuftainjj  ; 
And  fearlefs  Poverty  ihall  guard  the  door. 

And  Taile  unfpoil'd  the  &ugal  table  fpread  $ 
And  Induftry  fupply  the  humble  llpre. 

And  Sleep  unbrib'd  his  dews  refreihing  fhed  : 
White-mantled  Innocence,  ethesi^  iprite. 
Shall  chafe  far  off  the  gobH^s  of  th^  i^ight. 
And  Independence  o'er  the  day  prefide. 
Propitious  power  !  ^ly  patron  and  my  pride  ! 

ODE 
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ODE    TO    A    SINGIKQ    BIRD. 

BY    MR.    RICHARDSON. 


I 


o 


Thou  that  glad*ft  my  lonefome  hours 
With  many  a  wildly  warbled  fong. 
When  Melancholy  round  me  lours. 
And  drives  her  fullen  ftorms  along; 
When  fell  Adverfity  prepares 
To  lead  her  delegated  train. 
Pale  Sicknefs,  Want,  Remorfe,  and  Pain» 
With  all  her  hoft  of  carking  cares  ; 
The  fiends  ordained  to  tame  the  human  ibul. 
And  give  the  humbled  heart  to  Sympathy's  controul ! 

Sweet  ibofher  of  my  mifcry,  fay. 

Why  doft  thou  clap  thy  joyous  wing  ? 
Why  doil  thou  pour  that  artkfs  lay  ? 
How  canft  thou,  little  priibner,  fing  ? 
Had  thou  not  caufe  to  grieve 
That  man,  unpitying  man !  has  rent 
From  thee  the  boon  which  Nature  meant 
Thou  ihould'll,  as  well  as  he,  receive  ? 
The  power  to  wqo  thy  partner  in  the  grove ; 
To  build  where  inHin^  points ;  where  chante  direfts,  to  rove. 

Perchanfe,  unconfcious  of  thy  fate. 

And  to  the  woes  of  bondage  blind. 
Thou  never  long'ft  to  join  thy  mate. 
Nor  wiiheft  to  be  unconfin'd ; 
Then  how  relentlefs  he. 
And  fit  for  every  foul  offence. 
Who  could  bereave  fuch  innocence 
Of  life's  beft  blefling,  Liberty ! 
Who  lur'd  thee,  guileful,  to  his  treacherous  fnare. 
To  live  a  tuneful  flave,  and  diffipalc  his  care ! 

Bttt 
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But  why  for  tliee  this  fond  complaint? 

Above  thy  mailer  thou  art  blefi'd  ! 
Art  thou  not  free  ? — Yes  ;  calm  Content^ 
With  olive  fceptre,  fways  thy  breaft : 
Then  deign  with  me  to  live  ; 
The  falcon  with  infatiate  maw. 
With  hooked  bill  and  griping  daw^ 
6hall  ne'er  thy  deiliny  contrive; 
And  every  tabby  foe  ihall  mew  in  vain. 
While  peniively  demure  ihe  hears  thy  melting  finmu 

Nor  ihall  the  fiend>  fell  Famine^  dare 

'  Thy  wiry  tenement  afCul  i 
Thcfe,  thefe  Ihall  be  my  conftant  care, 
Tbe  limpid  fount,  and  temp'rate  meal : 
And  when  the  blooming  ipring 
In  chequer'd  liv'ry  robes  the  fields. 
The  faireft  flowerets  Nature  yields 
To  thee  officious  will  I  bring ; 
A  garland  riqh  thy  dwelling  fhall  entwine. 
And  Flora's  frefbeft  gifts,  thrice  happy  bird !  be  thine. 

From  drear  Oblivion's  gloomy  cave 

The  powerful  Mufe  fhall  wreft  thy  name. 
And  bid  thee  live  beyond  the  grave  ; 
This  meed  fhe  knows  thy  merits  claim  : 
She  knows  thy  liberal  heart 
Is  ever  ready  to  diipenfe 
The  tide  of  bland  Benevolence, 
And  Melody's  foft  aid  impart ; 
Is  ready  ftill  to  prompt  the  magick  lay, 
W14?l|  hyQics  all  our  griefs,  and  charms  our  pain5  away* 


Srcwkile. 
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Ercwhile,  when  brooding  o'er  my  fonf 

Frown'd  the  black  demons  of  Defpair, 
Did  not  thy  vtncc  that  {xxwer  controol. 
And  oft  fnpprcfs  the  rifing  tear  ? 
If  Fort«ne  flic  aid  be  kind. 
If  e'er  with  affluence  Pm  blefs'd, 
ril  often  feck  fome  friend  diftrefsM  ; 
And  when  the  weeping  wretch  1  find. 
Then,  tuneful  moralift,  Pll  copy  thee. 
And  folact  all  hb  woes  with  focial  fympathy  ! 


ELEGIES. 

BY    DR.    DELAP. 

E  L  E  G  Y    I. 

AH,  ftay ! — Thy  W«id  oblivious  o*er  my  ty^ 
Yet  wave,  mild  power  of  fleep !— My  jtfayer  is  vain  I 
She  flies ;  the  partial  nurfe  of  Nature  flies. 
With  all  her  foothing,  vifionary  train  ! 

Then  let  me  forth,  and  near  yon  flowering  thona 

Taile  heaven's  pute  breath  ;  while,  rob'd  in  amber  veflj 
Frefti  from  her  watery  couch,  the  youthftil  mora 
Steals  on  the  iluinbers  of  the  drowzy  edf{« 

Lo !  at  her  prefence,  the  flrong  arm  of  toil. 

With  glittering  fickle  mows  the  prime  of  May  ;    * 

While  yon  poor  hirelings,  for  the  mine's  rude  foil. 
Leave  to  their  ileeping  babes  their  cots  of  clay. 

With  ffurdy  fficp,  they  chearly  whiHIe  o'er 

The  path  that  flings  acrofs  the  reedy  plain. 
To  the  deep  caverns  of  that  yawning  moor, 

Whofc  ihaggy  breaft  abhors  the  golden  grain. 

Thtre. 
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There,  in  her  green  ditfs,  ■  Nattire  acver.rbves. 
Spreads  the  gay  laws,  nor  lifts  the  lordly  pine; 

They  fee  no  meldng  clouds  re&e(h  the  g¥OV«Sj 
No  i^mg  landscape  drawn  by  H^ds  Divine : 

But  many  a  fathom  from  the  funny  breeze. 
Their  psdnful  way  in-  central  night  they  weaj-  ;^ 

Heave  the  pik'd  axes  on  their  bended  knees. 
Or,  fide-long,  the  tough  ^piarry  flowly  tear. 

Yet  while  damp  vappurs  c^ill  each  reeking  brow, 
How  loudly  laughs  the  jovial  voice  of  mirth  ; 

Pleased  that  the  wag^s  of  the  day  allow 

A  fodal  blaze  to  chear  their  evening  hearth ! 

There  tic  chafte  honfewife,  with  maternal  care. 

Her  thrifty  diftafF  plips,  in  grave  attire ; 
Blefs'd  to  behold  her  rMddy  offspring  wear 

The  full  refemblance  of  their  fturdy  fire. 

To  fpread  with  fuch  coarfe  Bite  their  homely  board 

As  fits  the  genius  of  their  little  fete. 
Free  from  thofe  ills  that  haunt  their  pamper'd  lord : 

To  be  unhappy,  we  mud  firft  be  great. 

In  thefe  dark  caves,  where  Heav'n's  paternal  hand. 

Far  from  the  world  their  private  cradle  laid. 
They  toil  fecure ;  the  ftorms  that  (hike  the  land 

With  wild  difinay,  roll  harpilcfs  o^er  their  head. 

For  who,  the  load  of  weary  life  to  bear, 

Wou'd  from  thefe  murky  manfions  chafe  thp  flave  ? 

Who  ceafe  to  breathe  Heav*n*s  pure  and  chearful  2xr, 
To  be  but  living  tenants  of  the  grave  ? 

U  u  Yet 
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Yet  hara&'d  as  they  are,  their  face  ftill  wears 

The  reverend  comelinefs  of  green  old  age  ; 
No  ftains  their  mind  from  worldly  icience  bears  : 

Their  ray  of  knowledge  gleams  from  Nature's  page. 

The  few  plain  rules  her  iimple  leilbns  give^ 
They  ftill  thro*  life  with  pleas'd  attention  ply ; 

Their  helplefs  offspring  bid  them  wiih  to  live> 
Their  breatblefs  parents  bid  them  learn  to  dic» 

And  fttrely  Heaven^  whofe  penetrating  tight 
Pierces  the  fbul>  and  reads  it's  inmoft  groan^ 

Muft  fee  C6hteht,'  with  more  iincere  delight. 
Toil  in  the  mine,  than  triumph  on  the  throne* 

See  Charles  *,  more  pleas'd,  within  the  convent's  gloom. 
Seeking  the  flaves  calm  nights,  dieir  temperate  days. 

And  peaceful  pai&ge  to  the  private  tomb. 
Than  diadem'd  with  glory's  crimfon  rays* 

E'en  the  proud  fage,  whofe  deep  myfterious  brain 

Has  retfon'd  all  the  balm  of  hope  away ; 
Convinc'd  that  learning's  but  ingenious  pain. 

Might  hail  their  happier  lot,  and  fighing  fay— 

*  O  had  I  thus,  within  the  dark  profound, 

•  By  daily  labour  earn'd  my  daily  food  ; 

'  Or  with  yon  feedman  fow'd  the  quick'ning  ground, 
'  Or  cleav'd  with  ponderous  axe.  the  groaning  wood  ! 

*  Full  many  an  hour,  that  now,  tho'  fped  with  art, 

•  On  flow  and  dufky  pinions  fullen  flies ; 

*  Full  many  an  anxious  wifti,  or  .pang  of  heart, 

•  That  Reafon's  boafted  anodyne  defies, 

"•  Charies  V,  of  Spain,  who  in  the  full  blaze  of  his  glory  rcfigncd  the  throne 
to  his  fod  Philip,  and  rctirM  to  a  convent  in  Eftrcmadura, 

«  Had 
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*  Had  ne'er  been  born*    Nor  had  th'  uneafy  mind,     ' 
'  Pent  in  the  priibn  of  this  mortal  mould, 

*  Felt  it's  etherial  energy  confined, 

*  It's  brighteft  fonfhine  in  dark  dottds  enroll'd. 

'  Bat  native  fenfe  her  niodeft  coarfe  had  run ; 

*  Her  fidntly  luitre  untaught  virtue  fpread  i 

*  Health  crown'd  my  toils ;  and,  ere  the  day  was  done, 
'  Sound  fleep  beneath  feme  alder's  ruftling  (hade* 

'  Then,  as  I  ftole  down  life's  declining  hill, 

*  Here  nature's  gifts  had  fumifh'd  nature's  needs ; 

*  The  brook's  cold  beverage  cvtry  latent  ill 

«  Had  ftarv'd,  that.cloyftcr'd  Contemplation  ieedt, 

*  Till  in  the  peaceful  (hade  of  this  lone  bower, 
'  Or  near  yon  fiiatter'd  tower,  in  filence  laid, 

*  The  orient  orb,  that  watch'd  my  natal  hour, 

*  Had  brightly  glitter'd  o'er  my  mouldering  head.*   >  . 


ELEGY       n% 
TO    SICKNESS. 

XT  O  W  bly the  the  flowery  graces  of  the  ipring 
^  *    From  Nature's  wardrobe  come :  and  hark  how  gay 
Each  glittering  infeft,  hovering  on  the  wing,   ' 
Sings  it's  glad  welcome  to  the  fields  of  May ! 

They  gaze  with  greedy  eye  each  beauty  o'er ; 

They  fuck  the  fweet  breath  of  the  blu(hing  rofe ; 
Sport  in  the  gale,  or  fip  the  rainbow  ihower : 

Their  life's  ihort  day  no  paufe  of  pleafure  knows* 

U  tt  2  Like 
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like  theirft,  idmd  PoWer>  mj  trhearf itl  mom  tHfj^ykt 
The  flattering, promife  of  a  golden  noon; 

Till  each  gay  cloud>  that  fportive  Nature  fpiftad^ 
Died  in  tlie:|ioom  of  thy  ^iftomper'd  &6im. 

Yes;  ere  I  told  xny  two  and  twentieth  year. 
Swift  from  thy  quiver  flew  the  deadly  dart  i 

Hamdeft  it  |)tffs'd  'mid  muny  a  blydie  coai|»eeiv     - 
And  focrnd  it's  fated  entrance  near  fny  hearty 

Pale  as  I  lay  beneath  thy  ebon  wand, 
I  faw  them  rove  thro*  Plcafure's  flow*ry  field  s 

I  faw  Health  paint  them  with  her  rofy  hand. 
Eager  to  buril  my  bohds,  but  forcM  to  yield* 

Yet  while  this^ortM  cot  of  monldering  clay 
Shakes  at  jkc  ilroke  6f  thy  tremendous  power* 

Ah,  muft  the.tranfient  tenant  of  a  day 
Bear'the  fongh  blail  of  each  tempeftuous  hour  I 

Say,  (hall  the  terrors  thy  pale  flag  unfolds. 
Too  rigid  queen!  unnerve^  <he  iburB  bright  powers  ; 

Till  with  a  joylefs  imile  the  eye  beholds 

Art's  magick  charms,  and  K^ature's  fairy  bowers  ! 

No;  let  me  follow  (till,  thofe l)owers  among,  , 

iicT  flowery  footfteps,  as  the  goddefs  goes  j 

Let  me,  juft  liftfd  'hove  th*  iinletter'd  throng. 
Read  the  few  books  the  learned  few  compofe : 

And  fufFer;  when  thy  awful  pleafure  calls 
The  foul  to  (hare  her  frail  companion's  fmart  j 

Yet  fufl^er  me  to  tafte  the  balm  that  falls 
From  Friendflup's  tongue,  fo  fweet  upon  tlie  heart. 


Tka 
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Then»  tho'.eadt.trembling  nerve  confefs  thjr  frown. 

E'en  till  this  vnxioas  being  fhall  become 
But  a  brief  name  upon  a  little  ftdne, 

Without^Oftmnurmiir  J  embrace  my  doodu 

For  many  a  virtue,  fhelter'd  from  mankind. 
Lives  calm  with  thee,  and  lord  o'er  each  deiire  } 

And  many  a  feeble  frame,  whofe  mighty  mmd 
Each  mufe  has  touch'd  with  her  immortal  £re« 

E'en  he  *,  fole  terror  of  a  venal  age. 

The  tuneful  bard,  whofe  philofophick  foul. 
With  fuch  bright  radiance  glow'd  on  Virtue's  page, 

Leam'd  many  a  leifon  from  thy  moral  fchooL 

He  too  f ,  who  ^  mounts,  and  keeps  his  diilant  way/ 

His  daring  mind  thy  humanizing  glooms 
Have  tempered  with  a  melancholy  ray. 

And  taught  to  warble  'mid  the  village  tombs^ 

Yes,  goddefs ;  to  thy  temple's  deep  recefi 

I  come ;  and  lay  for  ever  at  it's  door 
The  fyren  throng  of  Follies  numberlefs. 

Nor  wifh  their  flattering  fongs  fhould  foothe  me  more. 

Thy  decent  garb  fhall  o'er  my  limbs  be  fpread. 

Thy  hand  fhall  lead  me  to  thy  fober  train. 
Who  here  retir'd,  with  peniive  Pleafnxe  tread 

The  iilent  windings  of  thy  dark  domain* 

Hither  the  cherub  Charity  fhall  fly 

From  her  bright  orb,  and  brooding  o'er  my  miad. 
For  mifery.raiie  a  fympathiziiig  figh. 

Pardon  for  £ots,  and  love  for  human  kind : 

f  Mr.  Pope,        -j-  Mr.  Gr^iy. 

Then, 
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Then»  while  Ambition's  tramp,  from  age  to  age. 
It's  ilaughter'd  millions  boafts ;  while  Fame  (hall  rear 

Her  deathlefs  trophies  o'er  the  bard  and  fage. 
Be  mine  the  widow's  figh,  the  orphan's  prayer  t 


DEATH, 

BY    CHARLES    EMILY,    ESQv. 

I, 

THE  feftivc  roar  of  laughter,  the  warm  glow 
Of-bri(k-cy'd  joy,  and  friendihip's  genial  bowl« 
Wit's  feafonM  converfe,  and  the  liberal  flow 

Of  uufufpicious  yonth,  profufe  of  foul. 
Delight  not  ever  ;  from  the  boifterous  fcene 

Of  riot  far,  and  Comas'  wild  uproar. 
From  Folly's  crowd,  whofe  vacant  brow  ferene 
Was  never  knit  to  WiiHom's  frowning  lore. 
Permit  me,  ye  time-hallow'd  domes,  ye  piles 

Of  rude  magnificence,  yovr  folemn  reft. 
Amid  yonr  fretted  vaults  and  length'ning  iflesj 
Lonely  to  wander ;  no  unholy  gueft. 
That  means  to  break,  with  faciilegious  tread. 
The  marble  /lumbers  of  your  monnmented  dead* 

U. 
Permit  me  with  fad  mufings,  that  infpire 

Unlabour'd  numbers  apt,  your  filence  drear 
Blamelefs  to  wake,  and  with  th'  Orphean  lyre 

Fitly  attemper'd,  foothe  the  mercilefs  ear 
Of  Hades,  and  ftera  Death,  whofe  iron  fway 

Great  Nature  owns  thro'  all  her  wide  domain  ; 
All  that  with  oary  fin  cleave  theit  fmooth  way 
Thro'  the  green  bofom  of  the  fpawny  main. 


Am 
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And  thofe  that  to  the  ibreaming  ether  fpread. 

In  many  a  wheeling  gHde>  their  feathery  fail ;  * 
And  thofe  that  creep;  and  thofe  that  ftatelier  tread» 
That  roam  o'er  forefl,  hill,  or  browzed  dale  ; 
The  Tidims  each  of  ruthlefs  fate  muft  fall ; 
E'en  God's  own  image,  Man,  high  paramount  of  all. 

JII. 
And.  ye,  the  young,  the  giddy,  and  the  gay. 

That  ftartle  from  the  fleepful  lid  of  light 
The  curtain'd  reft,  and  with  the  diffonant  bray  ■ 

Of  Bacchus,  and  loud  jollity,  affright 
Yon  radiant  goddcfs*  that  now  ihoots  among   . 

Thefe  many.-window'd  iiles  her  glimmering  beam  ; 
Know,  that  or  ere  it's  ftarr'd  career  along. 

Thnce  ihall  have  roU'd  her  iilvery-wheeled  team. 
Some  parent  breaft  may  heav^  the  anfwering  figh,  * '*^^» 

To  the  flow  paufes  of  the  funeral  knoU'; 
E'en  now  black  Atropos,  with  fcowling  eye. 
Roars  in  the  laugh,  and  revels  o'er  the  bowl. 
E'en  now  in  rofy-crowned  Pleafure's  wreath 
Entwines  in  adder  folds  all  unfufpeded  Death. 

Know,  on  the  ftealing  wing  of  time  fhall  flee 

Some  few,  fome  fhort-liv'd  years — and  all  is  paft ; 
A  future  hsad  thefe  awful  domes  may  fee, 

Mufe  p'er  the  prefent  age  as  I  the  laft ; 
Who  mouldering,  in  the  grave,  yet  once  like  you 

The  various  maze  of  life  were  feeu  to  treads 
Each  bent  their  own  peculiar  to  purfue. 

As  cuflom  urg'd,  or  wilful  nature  led  ; 
Mix'd  with  the  various  crowd's  inglorious  clay. 

The  nobler  virtues  undiftinguifh'd  lie  ; 
No  more  to  melt  with  Beauty's  heav'n-born  ray. 

No  more  to  wet  Compaffion's  tearful  eye. 
Catch  from  the  poet  raptures  not  their  own. 
And  feel  the  thrilling  melody  of  fweet  renown. 

V.  Where 
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V.  •        -   ' 

Where  is  the  m&fter-hand,  whofeTeoiblaiit  vt 

ChilTei'd  the  marbfe  into  life,  or  taught  '      ' 
From  the  weU-pencil'd  portraiture  to  ftait 

The  nerve  that  beat  with  foul,  the  brow'Aat  thought ! 
Cold  are  the  fingers  that  in  ftone-pfix'd  trance 
The  mute-attention  rivetting,  to  the  lyre 
Struck  language :  dinimM  the  poet's  quick-ey^d  glaaet^ 

All  in  wild  raptures  f)a(hing  hearen'a  own  fire* 
Shrunk  is  the  finew'd  energy,  that  flrung 

The  warrior  arm  !  Where  ileeps  the  patriot  breaft 
Whilome  that  heav'd  impaffion'd !  where  the  kQngii* 
That  lanc^  it's  lightning  on  the  towerihg^crelb  ' 
Of  fcepter'd  infolence^  and  overthrew 
Giant  Oppreffion»  leagued  with  all  her  earth-bom  ciew  t 
■         VL 
Thefe  now  are  paft :  long,  long,  ye  fleeting  years, 

Purfue,  with  glory  winged,  your  fated  way. 
Ere  from  the  womb  of  time  unwelcome  peers '-  ' 

The  dawn  of  that  inevitable  day. 
When  wrapt  in  fhrouded  clay  their  warmcft  friend 

The  widow'd  virtues  fhall  again  deplore. 
When  o'er  his  urn  in  pious  grief  (hall  bend' 
His  Britain,  and  bewail  one  patriot  more ; 
For  foon  muft  thou,  too  foon!  who  fpread*ft  abroad 

Thy  beaming  emanations  unconfin'd,  '  [ 

Doom'd,  like  fome  better  angel  fent  of  God 
To  fcatter  bleffings  over  humankind,  " 

Thou  too  muft  fall,  O  Pitt  h  to  Ihine  no  more. 
And  tread  thofe  dreadful  paths  a  Faulkland  trod  before !     , 

VII. 
Faft  to  the  driving  winds  the  marfhallM  clouds 
Sweep  difcorittnuous  o'er  th'  etherial-  plain ; 
Another  ftill  upon  another  crouds. 
All  hafteaing  downward  to  their  native  main.    ' 


Thus 
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Thus  paflcs  o'er,  thro*  varied  life's  career, 

Man's  fleetiDg  age ;  the  feafons,  as  they  fly. 
Snatch  from  us  in  their  courfe,  year  after  year. 
Some  fwect  connexion,  fome  endearing  tie. 
The  parent,  ever-honour'd,  ever  dear. 

Claims  from  the.Hlial  bread  the  pious  figh ; 
A  brother's  urn  demands  the  kindred  tear. 

And  gentle  forrows  gufli  from  Friend  (hip's  eye. 
To-day  we  frolick  in  the  rofy  bloom 
Of  jocund  youth — the  morrow  knells  us  to  the  tomb. 

ym. 

Who  knows  how  foon,  in  this  fepulchral  fpot. 

Shall  Heaven  to  me  the  drear  abode  aflign  ?  i 

How  foon  the  paft  irrevocable  lot 

Of  thefe  that  reft  beneath  me,  fliall  be  mine  ? 
Haply,  when  Zephyr  to  thy  native  bourn 

Shall  waft  thee  o'er  the  ftorm'd  Hibernian  wave. 
Thy  gentle  breaft,  my  Taviftock  *,  fhall  mourn 

To  find  me  fleeping  in  the  fenfelefs  grave. 
No  more  the  focial  leifure  to  divide. 

In  the  fweet  intercourfe  of  foul  and  foul, 
Ely  the,  or  of  graver  brow ;  no  more  to  chide 

The  ling'ring  years  impatient  as  they  roll. 
Till  all  thy  cultur'd  virtues  (hall  difplay. 
Full  bloffom'd,  their  bright  honours  to  the  gazing  day. 

IX. 
Ah,  deareft  youth !  thefe  vows,  perhaps  unheard. 

The  rude  wind  fcatters  o'er  the  billowy  main ; 
Thefe  prayers,  at  Friendihip's  holy  fhrine  preferr'd. 

May  rife  to  grafp  their  father's  knees  in  vain. 

•  Francis,  Marquis  pf  Taviftock,  only  fon  to  the  Duke  of  Bedford  }  whofe 
^ath,  which  happened  on  the  22d  of  March  1767,  was  occafioned  by  a  fall 
from  his  horle,  which  he  received  while  hunting  a  few  days  hefore.— Mr. 
£mily  was  Fellow  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  and  had  been  tutor  to 
the  Marquis :  he  died  in  the  year  176s,  being  then  Major  of  the  Surry  milicia  i 
Ave  years  before  the  melancholy  accident  which  deprived  the  world  of  his 
acblc  and  uaiverfally  lamented  pupil. 

X  X  Soon, 
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Soon«  foon  may  nod  the  fad  funereal  plame 

With  folenin  horror  o'er  thy  timelefs  hcarfe^ 
And  I  furvivc  to  grave  upon  thy  tomb 

The  mournful  tribute  of  memorial  verfe  1 
That  leave  to  Heaven's  dediion  :  be  it  thiuc. 

Higher  than  yet  a  parent's  wifhes  flew,^ 
To  foar  in  bright  pre-eminence,  and  fhine 

With  fclf-eam'd  honours,  eager  to  purfue> 
Where  glory,  with  her  clear  nnfully'd  rays. 
The  well-bom  fpirit  lights  to  deeds  of  mightieft  praife. 

X. 
•Twas  (he  thy  god-like  RuffePs  bofom  fteePd 

With  confidence  untam'd,  in  his  laft  breath 
Stern-fmiling.     She,  with  calm  compofure,  -held  ^ 

The  patriot  axe  of  Sidney,  edg'd  with  death. 
Smit  with  the  warmth  of  her  impulfive  flame, 

Wolfe's  gallant  virtue  flies  to  worlds  afar. 
Emulous  to  pluck  freih  wreaths  of  well-eam'd  hmc 

From  the  grim  frowning  brow  of  laurel'd  war. 
*Twas  fhe,  that  on  the  mom  of  direful  birth, 

Bare'd  thy  young  bofom  to  the  fkXBl  blow> 
Lamented  Armjtage  •  !  the  bleeding  youth  ! 

O  bathe  him  in  the  pearly  caves  below. 
Ye  Nereids  and  ye  Nymphs  of  Camus  hoar. 
Weep — for  ye  oft  have  feen  him  on  your  haunted  (hore . 

XI. 
Better  to  die  with  glory  than  recline 

On  the  foft  lap  of  ignominious  peace. 
Than  yawn  out  the  dull  droning  life  fupine 

In  monkiih  apathy  and  gowned  eafe. 
Better  employ'd,  in  honour's  bright  career. 

The  leaft  divifion  on  the  dial's  round. 
Than  thrice  to  compafs  Saturn's  live-long  year. 

Grown  old  in  floth,  the  burden  of  the  ground  ; 

*  Sir  John  Armytage,  member  of  parliament  for  the  city  of  Vorky  who 
was  killed  at  St.  Cas>  la  the  >ear  i7sS.  

Than 


\ 
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Than  tag  with  Aveating  toil  the  flavifh  oar 

Of  unredeem'd  afilidion,  and  Aiilain 
The  fev'rous  rage  of  fierce  difeafes  fore 
Unnumber'd,  that  in  fympathetick  chain 
Hang  ever  thro'  the  thick  drcumfluous  air. 
All  from  the  drizzly  verge  of  yonder  ftar-girt  fphere. 

XIL 
Thick  in  the  many-beaten  road  of  life, 

A  thoufand  maladies  are  pofted  round. 
With  wretched  man  to  wage  eternal  fbife 

Unfeen,  like  ambufh'd  Indians^  till  they  wound. 
There  the  fwoln  Hydrop  Hands,  the  wat'ry  Rheum, 
The  Northern  Scurvy,  Blotch'with  lep'rous  fcalc  j 
And  moping  ever  in  the  cloiiler'd  gloom 

Of  learned  Sloth,  the  bookiih  Afthma  pale : 
And  the  fhunn'd  Hag  unfightly,  that  ordain'd 

On  Europe's  fons  to  wreak  the  faithlefs  fword 
Of  Cortez,  with  the  blood  of  millions  ftain'd. 
O'er  dog-ey'd  lull  the  tort'ring  fcourge  abhor'd 
Shakes  threat'ning ;  fmce  the  while  ihe  wing'd  her  flight 
From  Amazon's  broad  wave,  and  Andes'  fnow-dad  heaght* 

XIIl. 
Where  the  wan  daughter  of  the  yellow  year. 

The  chatt'ring  Ague  chill,  the  writhing  Stone, 
And  he  of  ghaftly  feature,  on  whofe.  ear 

Unheeded  croaks  the  death-bird's  warning  moan, 
Maraimus ;  knotty  Gout ;  and  the  dead  life 
Of  nervelefs  Palfy  ;  there,  on  purpofe  fell 
Dark  brooding^  whets  his  interdided  knife. 
Grim  Suicide,  the  damned  fiend  of  hell. 
There,  too,  is  the  flann'd  Apoplexy  pight  •, 

The  bloated  child  of  gorg'd  Intemperance  foul ; 
Self-wafting  Melancholy,  black  as  night 
Louring,  and  foaming  fierce  with  hideous  howl 

•  Placo4- 

X  X  a  The 
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The  dog  Hydrophoby,  and  near  allied 
Scar'd  Madnefs,  with  her  moon-ftruck  eye-balls  daring  wide. 

XIV, 
There,  ilrctch'd  one  huge,  beneath  the  rocky  mine  ^^ 
With  boiling  fulphur  fraught,  and  fmouldering  fires  j 
He,  the  dread  delegate  of  Wrath  Divine, 

E'er  while  that  flood  o'er  Taio's  hundred  fpires 
Vindiftive ;  thrice  lie  wav'd  tli'  earth-fhaking  wand. 

Powerful  as  that  the  fon  of  Amram  horc. 
And  thrice  he  rais'd,  and  thrice  he  check'd  his  hand- 
He  ftruck,  the  rocking  ground  with  thund'rous  roar 
Yawii'd  I  Here  from  ftrect  to  flreet  hurries,  and  there 

Now  runs,  now  flops,  then  fhrieks  and  fcours  amain. 
Staring  DiflrafUon  :  many  a  palace  fair. 

With  millions  finks  ingulph'd,  and  pillar'd  fane  ; 
Old  Ocean's  farthefl  waves  confcfs  the  fhock  ; 
E'en  Albion  trembled,  confcious,  on  his  fledfafl  rock* 

XV. 
The  meagre  Famine  there  ;  and,  drunk  with  blood. 

Stem  War ;  and  the  loath'd  monfter,  whom  of  yore 
The  flimy  Naiad  of  the  Memphian  flood 

Engendering,  to  the  bright-hair'd  Phoebus  bore. 
Foul  Pcflilence,  that  on  the  wide-flretch'd  wings 
Of  Commerce  fpeeds  from  Cairo's  fwarthy  bay 
His  weflering  flight,  and  thro*  the  fick  air  Hings 
Spotted' Contagion  ;  at  his  heels  Difmay 
.  And  Defolation  urge  their  fire-wheel'd  yoke 

Terrible  ;  as  long  of  old,  when  from  the  height 
Of  Paran  came  uftwrath'd  the  Mightiefl,  fhook 

Earth's  firm  fix'd  bafe  tottering ;  thro*  the  black  night 
Glanc'd  the  flafli'd  lightnings';  heaven's  rent  roof  abroad 
Thunder'd  ;  and  univerfal  nature  felt  it's  God. 

*  Alluding  tp  the  earthquake  at  Lifbon. 

XVI.  Who 
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XVL 
Who  on  that  fcene  of  terror,  on  that  hour 

Of  rouzed  indignation,  (hall  withftand 
Th*  Almighty,  when  he  meditates  to  fhower 

The  burfting  vengeance  o'er  a  guilty  land  ! 
Canft  thou,  fecure  in  Reafbn's  vaunted  pride. 

Tongue-doughty  raifcreant,  who  but  now  didft  gore 
With  more  than  Hebrew  rage  th'  innocent  fide 

Of  agonizing  mercy,  bleeding  fore  ; 
Canft  thou  confront,  with  ftedfaft  eye  unaw'd. 

The  fworded  judgment  ftalking  far  and  near? 
Well  may'ft  thou  tremble,  when  an  injur'd  God 

Difclaims  thee— rguilt  is  ever. quick  of  fear- 
Loud  whirlwinds  howl  in  Zephyr's  fofteil  breath  ; 
And  every  glancing  meteor  glares  imagin'd  death. 

XVIL 
The  good  alone  are  fearlefs,  they  alone 

Firm  and  colledled  in  their  virtue,  brave 
The  wreck  of  worlds,  and  look  unlhrinking  down 

On  the  dread  yawnings  of  the  rav'nous  grave  : 
Thrice  happy  1  who  the  blamelefs  road  along 

Of  honeft  praife  hath  reach'd  the  vale  of  death  ; 
Around  him,  like  minifh^nt  cherubs,  throng 

His  better  adlions  ;  to  the  parting  breath 
Singing  their  bleffed  requiems ;  he  the  while  . 

Gently  repofing  on  fome  friendly  breaft. 
Breathes  out  his  benizons  ;  then  with  a  fmile 

Of  foft  complacence,  lays  him  down  to  reft. 
Calm  as  the  flumbering  infant :  from  the  goal 
Free  and  unbounded  flies  the  difembody'd  foul. 

XVIII. 
Whether  fome  delegated  charge  below. 

Some  much-lov'd  friend  it's  hovering  care  may  claim. 
Whether  it  heaven- ward  foars,  again  to  know 

T'hat  lopgnfbrgotten  country  whence  It  came ; 

Conjeftm:c 
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Conjefture  ever,  the  misfeatur'd  child 

Of  letter'd  arrogance,  delights  to  run 
Thro*  Speculation's  puzzling  mazes  wild. 

And  all  to  end  at  laft  where  it  begun. 
Fain  would  we  trace;  with  Reafon's  erring  due. 

The  darkfome  paths  of  deftiny  aright : 
In  vain ;  the  taflc  were  eafier  to  purfue 

The  tracklefs  wheelings  of  the  fwallow's  flight. 
From  mortal  ken  himfelf  th*  Almighty  flirouds, 
Pavilion'd  in  thick  night  and  circumambient  clouds. 


THE    GENEALOGY    OF    CHRIST, 

AS    IT    IS    REPRBSENTED     ON     THE     EAST    WINDOW    OF    WIK 
CHESTER    COLLEGE    CHAPEL. 

WKITTEN    WHEN    AT    WlKTOXf    SCHOOL 

BY    DR.    LOWTH. 

AT  once  to  raife  our  reverence  and  delight. 
To  elevate  the  mind^  and  pleafe  the  iight^ 
To  pour  in  virtue  at  th*  attentive  eye. 
And  waft  the  foul  on  wings  of  extafy ; 
For  this  the  painter's  art  with  nature  vies^ 
And  bids  the  vifionary  faint  arife ; 
Who  views  the  facred  forms  in  thought  afpires. 
Catches  pure  zeal,  and,  as  he  gazes,  £res  ; 
Feels  the  fame  ardour  to  his  bread:  convey'd. 
Is  what  he  fees,  and  emulates  the  (hade. 

Thy  ibrokes,  great  Artift,  fo  fublime  appear. 
They  check  our  pleafure  with  an  awful  fear ; 
While,  thro'  this  mortal  line,  the  God  you  trace. 
Author  himfelf,  and  Heir  of  Jefle's  race  ; 
In  raptures  we  admire  thy  bold  defign. 
And,  as  the  fubjed,  own  the  hand  divine. 
While  thro'  thy  work  the  riling  day  (hall  fhream^ 
$0  long  ihali  lail  thy  honour,  praife,  and  name. 

Ab< 
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And  may  thy  la1>oars  to  the  Mufe  impart 
Some  emanation  ^m  her  fifler  art. 
To  animate  the  verfe,  and  bid  it  fhine 
In  colours  eafy,  bright,  and  llrong,  as  thine. 

Supine  on  earth  an  awful  figure  lies. 
While  fofteft  flumbers  feem  to  feal  his  eyes ; 
The  hoary  fire  Heaven's  guardian  care  demands. 
And  at  his  feet  the  watchful  angel  Hands. 
The  form  auguft  and  large,  the  mien  divine. 
Betray  the  founder  of  Mefliah's  line  *. 
Lo !  from  his  loins  the  promised  flem  afcends/ 
And  high  to  Heaven  it's  facred  boughs  extends : . 
Each  limb  prodndive  of  fome  hero  fprings, 
*And  blooms  luxuriant  with  a  race  of  kings. 
Th' eternal  plant  wide  i^reads  it's  ^rms  around. 
And  with  the  mighty  Branch  the  myftick  top  is  crowi^'^d.'  \ 

And  lo  !  the  glories  of  th'  illuibious  line. 
At  their  firft  dawn  with  ripen'd  fplendours  ihine. 
In  David  all  exprefs'd  ;  the  good,  the  great. 
The  king,  the  hero,  and  the  man  compleat. 
Serene  he  fits,  and  fweeps  the  golden  lyre. 
And  blends  the  prophet's  with  the  poet's  fire. 
See  !  with  what  art  he  ftrikes  the  vocal  ftrings. 
The  God,  his  theme,  inijpiring  what  he  fings  !  - 

Hark  !  or  our  ears  delude  us ;  from  his  tongue 
Sweet  flows,  or  feems  to  flow,  fome  heavenly  fong. 
O  !  could  thine  art  arrell  the  fleeting  found. 
And  paint  the  voice  in  magick  numbers  bound ; 
Could  the  warm  fun,  as  erft  when  Memnon  play'd. 
Wake  with  his  rifing  beam  the  vocal  fliade : 
Then  might  he  draw  th'  attentive  angels  down,  j  . 

Bending  to  hear  the  lay,  fo  fweet,  fo  like  their  own.  •  '  '^ . 
On  either  fide  the  monarch's  ofFspring  fliine,  i-..I 

And  fomeadom,  and  (bme  difgraoe  their  line.  0- 

•  Jcfik, 

Here 
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Here  Ammon  glories  ;  proad,  inceflaous  lord  { 
This  hand  fuftains  the  robe,  and  th^t  the  fword. 
Frowning  and  fierce,  with  haughty  (Irides  he  towVs, 
And  on  his  horrid  brow  defiance  lours. 
There  Abfalom  the  ravilh'd  fceptre  fways. 
And  his  ftoPn  honour  all  his  fhame'  difplays  : 
The  bafe  ufurper  youth  !  who  joins  in  one 
The  rebel  fubje^l,  and  th*  ungrateful  fon. 

Amid  the  royal  race,  fee  Nathan  (land  : 
Fervent  he  feems  to  fpeak,  and  lift  his  hand  ; 
His  looks  th'  emotion  of  his  foul  difclofe. 
And  eloquence  from  ev*ry  gedure  flows. 
Such,  and  fo  ftern  he  came,  ordain'd  to  bring 
Th'  ungrateful  mandate  to  the  guilty  king  : 
When,  at  his  dreadful  voice,  a  fudden  fmart 
Shot  thro*  the  trembling  monarch's  cdtffcious  heart ; 
From  his  own  lips  condemn'd  ;  fevcre  decree  ! 
Had  his  God  prov'd  fo  ftern  a  Judge  as  he. . 
But  man  with  frailty  is  ally'd  by  birth  i  ■ 
Confummate  purity  ne'er  dwelt  on  earth  : 
Thro'  all  the  foul  tho'  virtue  holds  the  rein. 
Beats  at  the  heart,  and  fprings  at  ev'ry  vein  5 
Yet  ever  from  the  cleareft.fource  have  ran 
Some  grofs  allay,  fome  tinflure  of  the  man. 

But  who  is  he-— deep  mufing?  In  his  mind, 
He  feems  to  weigh,  in  Reafon's  fcales,  ifiankind  : 
Fix'd  Contemplation  holds  his  fteady  eyes  !— 
I  know  the  fage  ;  the  wifefl  of  the  wife  •. 
Blefs'd  with  all  man  could  wi(h,  or  prince  obtain. 
Yet  his  great  heart  prononnc'd  thofo  bleffings  vain. 
And  lo  !  bright  glittering  in  his  facred  hands. 
In  miniature  the  glorious  temple  (lands. 
ElFnlgent  frame  I  dupendous  to  behold  ! 
Gold  the  (Irong  vialves,  the  roof  of  burnifli'd  gold  ; 

*  Solomon* 


} 
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Th6  wan4erii\g  ark^  in.thait;  brlglit  cIoiae.in&rmM, 
Spreads  the  ftrong^UgiU^  eterA^,,.  uncpofi^'d  ! 
Above,  th*  unutteraJblc  glory  plays ; 
Prefence  Divine  !  and  the  fall-ftreaxning;  rays 
Pour  thro'  rclu£l^t  cfowds  intol^rabb  blaze. 

But  ftern  oppreffion  rends  Reboom's  reign  5 
See  the  gay  prince>  injurious,  proud*  and  vain  ! 
Th*  imperial  fceptre  toUcrs  in  his  hand. 
And  proud  rebellion  triumphs  in  the  land. 
Curs'd  with  corruption's  ever-fruitful  fpring, 
A  beardlefs  fenate^  and  a  haughty  king. 

There  Afa,  good  and  great,  the  fccptrc  htdxs, 
Juftice  attends  hift^  pc^ace,  fuccefs  his  wars : 
While  Virtue  was  his  fword,  and  Heaven  his  ihield^ 
Without  controul  the- warrior  fwept  the  field  ; 
Loaded  with  fpoils,  triumphant  he  retum'd. 
And  half  her  fw;arthy  ^ns  fad  Ediiopia  mourn'd* 
But  fmce  thy  flagging  piety  decay'd. 
And  bart^i^'d  Gpd's  defence  for  human  ai^j- 
See  their  fair  laurels  withc^r  on  thy  brpw!         . 
Nor  herbs  nor  healthful  arts  avail  thee  no^  1^  •  . 
Nor  is  Heaven  chang'd,  apoilate  prince^  but  thou ! 
No  mean  atonem/cnt  does  this  Japfe  requii^e  ^ 
But  fee  the  foij,  you  rauft  forgive  the  £re:. . 
He,  the  juft  pii^ce  ♦  ;  wit^i  cy'ry  virtue  blefs'd  -  - 
He  reign'd^  and  goodnefs  all  the  maa  poffef&'d  ^  .      ■   '^ 
Around  his  throne  fair  happineis  and  peace 
Smooth'd  cv'ry  brow,  and  ixnilM  in  ev'ry  fiice*     . 
As  when  along  the  bumiig  wafte  Jie  ftray'J, 
Where  no  pure  ftreams  in  bubbling  mazes  play'cL ..-^    . 
Where  Droughty  incuaibent  on  the  thirfty  groonsL  ^    ..  * 
Long  iince  ha4  breathed  her  fcorching  bl^  around  i  .  J 
-The  prophet  f  calls,  th'  obedient  6ood^  ^Jlf^- 
To  the  parch'd  fields,  for  Jofaphat  w^^.thfjc.  ,  ' 

•  Jofaphat.  t  ]^^^   . 

y  y  The 
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The  ncw-fprung  waves,  in  many  a  gurgling  Vein, 
Trickle  luxiarioiis  ttiro*  the  fncking  plain  ; 
Frefh  honours  the  reviving  fields  adorn. 
And  o'er  the  defot  "Plenty* pours  her  honi* 
.   So,  from  the  throne  his  influence  he  fheds. 
And  bids  the  Virtues  raife  their  languid  heads  ; 
Where'er  he  goes,  attending  Truth  prevails, 
Oppreflion  flies,  and  Juftice  lifts  her  fcales. 
See,  on  his  arm,  the  iroyal  eagle  (land. 
Great  type  of  conqueft  and  fupreme  command ; 
Th'  exulting  bird  diftinguilh'd  triumph  brings. 
And  greets  the  tnonarch  with  expanded  wings : 
Fierce  Moab's  fohs  prevent  th*  impending  blow, 
Rufti  on  thcmfelves,  and  fall  without  the  foe. 
The  pious  hero  vanquilh^d  Heav'n  by  prayer ;  • 
His  faith  an  army,  and  his  vows  a  war. 
Thee,  too,  Ozias,  'fates  indulgent  blefs'd. 
And  thy  days  ihone,  in  faireft  adlions  drefs'cf ; . 
Till  that  rafli  hand,  by  fome  blind  frenzy  fway'd. 
Unclean,  the  facred  office  durft  invade  : 
Quick  o'er  thy  limbs  the  furfy  venom  ran. 
And  hoary  filth  befprinkled  all  the  man. 

TranfmilFive  worth  adorns  the  pious  fon  *, 
The  father's  virtues  with  the  father's  thronr. 
Lo  !  there  he  Hands  ;  he  who  the  rage  fubdu*d 
Of  Ammon*s  fons,  and  drench'd  his  fword  in  Wood ! 
And  doft  thou,  Ahaz,  Judah's  fcourge,  difgracc. 
With  thy  bafe  front,  the  glories  of  thy  race  ? 
See  the  vile  king  his  iron  (ceptre  bear-— 
His  only  praife'  attends  the  pious  heir  f  ; 
He,  in  whofe  foul  the  virtues  all  confjpire. 
The  htfk  good  fon,  from  the  moft  wicked  fire. 
And,  lo  I  in  Hezekiah's  goldeh  reign. 
Long  exil'd  Piety  returns  agaiii : 

»       r  •  Jothsim.  -f-  Hezekiah. 

Ajfain, 


} 
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Again,  in  genuine  purity  flie  fliines. 

And  with  her  prefence  gilds  the  lpng-negle6led  fhrine^. 

Ill-ftarr*d  does  proud.  Aflyria's  impious  Lprd  ^ 

Bid  Heaven  to  arms,  and  vaunt  his  dreadful  fword  ; 

His  own  vain  threats  th'  infulting  king  x>'erthrow. 

But  breathe  new  courage  on  the  generous  foe, 

Th'  avenging  Angel,  by  Diyine  command. 

The  fiery  fword  full-blazing  in  his  hand, 

Lcan'd  down  from  Hcav'n  :  amid  the  ftorm  he  rode, 

March'd  Peftilence  before  him  ;  as  he  trod. 

Pale  Defolation  bathed  his  fleps  in  blood. 

Thick  wrapt  in  night,  through  the  proud  hoft  he  pafs'd, 

Diipeniing  death,  and  drove  the  furious  blaft  ; 

Nor  bade  Deftrudion  give  her  re,vels  o'er. 

Till  the  gorg'4  fword  was  drunk  witfe  human  gore.  \ 

■But  what  avails  thee,  pious  prince  ;  in  vaia 

TJiy  fceptre  refcu'd,  and  tli*  Affyrian  flain  ! 

E'en  now  the  foul  maintains  her  lateH  fbife. 

And  Death's  chill  grafp  congeals  the  fount  of  life. 

Yet  fee,  kind  Heaven  renews  thy  brittle  tly-ead, 

•And  rolls  full  fifteen  fummers  o'er  thy  head ; 

Lo  !  the  receding  fun  repeats  his  way. 

And,  like  thy  life,  prolongs  the  falling  day. 

Tho'  Nature  her  inverted  co|irfe  forego. 

The  day  forget  to  reft,  the  time  to  flow. 

Yet  fliall  Jehovah's  fervants  ftand  fecure. 

His  mercy  fix'd,  eternal  (Hall  endure  ;     . 

On  the;n  her  ever-»healing  rays  ihall  fhine ; 

More  mild,  and  bright,  and  fi^re,  O  fun  I  than  thine.  ^ 

At  length,  the  long-expciSlcd  prince  behold  ! 
The  laft  good  king,  in  ancient  days  foretold. 
When  Bethel's  altar  fpoke  his  future  fame,    . 
Rei?t  to  it's  bafe  at  good  Joiiah's  name.  ...■.,.-.    . 

•  Sennacherib. 

'    Y  y  2  Blcfl, 
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Then  (hall  the  fplcndours  of  th'  enliven'd  glzfs 

Sink  undiftingulflt'd  in  the  burning  mafs. 

And  O  I  till  earth  ind  feas.  and' heaven  decay,' 

Kc'er  may  that  fair  creation  Me  away ; 

May  winds  and  ftorms  thofo  beauteous  colours  (pard. 

Still  may  they  bloom>  as  permanent  as  fair  ; 

All  the  vain  rage  of  wafting  time  repelf    '    . 

And  his  tribunal  feei  whofe  crofs  they  paint  fo  well ! 


TO       WINTER. 

BY    MR.    WOTV. 

WHAT  !  tho'  thou  com'ft  in  fable  mantle  clad. 
Yet,  Wii^ter  !  art  thou  welcome  to  my^e; 
Thee  here  I  hail,  tho'  terrors  roond  thee  wait. 
And  winds  tcmpeftuous  howl  along  the  Iky, 

Bot  fhall  I  then  fo  foon  forget  the  days. 

When  Ceres  led  me  thro'  her  wheatcri  'mines  ; 

When  Autumn  plack'd  me,  with  his  tawny  hand. 
Empurpled  duilers  from  ambrofial  vines  ! 

So  foon  forget,  wlicn  up  ihh  yielding  pole 

I  faw  afcend  the  filver-bearded^hop  ; 
When  Summer,  waving  high  her  crown  of  hay, 

Pour'd  o'er  the  mead  her  odorif 'rous  crop ! 

I  mufl  forget  them  ;  and  thee  too,  O  Spring ! 

Tho'  many  a  chaplet  thou  haft  weav'd  for  me  : 
For  now,  prepared  to  quit  th*  enchanting  fcene. 

Cold,  weeping  Winter !  I  come  all  to  thee: 


HaU 
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A  radiant  glory,  fpi^s  him  all  divine,: 

And  in  the  child  the  beams,  of  Godhead.  Jhine  !• . 

But  now,  alas  I  far  other  views  difclofe    .  - 
The  blackeft  comprehenfive  icene  of  woes. 
See  where. mtnV-irolttsaarpr.lkmfice  -    -  .  t 

Bows  his  meek  head,,  md  Gad.  Ecemal  die«  ! 
Fix'd  to  the  crofs,  his  fttaiikig  artd^  are  bounds  -    ■  - 
While  coj£otu  Men:x<ifa'^am8  .firom  -cy^tf  vvoond* 
Mark  the  blood-drops  that  life-exhaufUng  roll. 
And  the  (bong  pang  that  rends  the  flubborn  foul ! 
As  all  death's  tortures,  with  fevere  delay. 
Exult  and  riot  ift .the  Ijobjeft  frcj !  -  -;        r,     \ 
And  can'ft  thou,  ftupid  man,  thofe  forrows  fee. 
Nor  (hare  the  anguifh  .which  be  bear)  for  thee  ? 
Thy  fm,  for  which  his  facred  fli^  is  torn^ 
Points  ev*!;^  ff$iK  widr  ifcl«?|>ens  *V'ry  thorn ;  ••:-—-  -r 

Can'ft  tho»  ^l^-fwbi^c  Nature  fmarts  in  ev'ry  w6and,  /       ^ 
And  each  pang  deairei  the  fympathettck  ground  !  ' 

Lo  !  the  black  fun;  his  obariot. backward  driven. 
Blots  out  the  day,  and  perifhes  from  Heaven  : 
Earth,  trembling  from  her  entraib,  'bears  a  part.  '• 
And  the  rent  rock  upbraids  man!s:  ftubbom  heart ; 
The  yawning'graire  reveals  his  gipomy  reign. 
And  the  cold  clay-clad  dead  ftait  into  life  again. 

And  tho'u,  O  tomb,  once  more  fhalt  wide  difplay 
Thy  fatiate  jaws,  and,give  up  all  thy  prey : 
Thou,  groaning  earth,  ^alj;  feeiye^  abibrpt  in  flame* 
As  the  laft  pangg,  flo^vulfei  thy  l^bbjirtng  frame  ; 
When  the  fame  Qod  ^njjwujj^d  th^u  flwdt  fce^ 
Wrapt  in  full  blaze  of  power  and  majefty. 
Ride  on  the  cloufk^  wlulft*  .a^  his  Chariot  flies. 
The  bright  efFuAonftreams  thro' ]aU.  the  ikies. 
Then  ihall  the  ^o»d  iiSSolyix^g  MfinnUins  glow. 
And  yielding  rocks  in  fiery  rivers  flow : 
The  molten  deluge  round  the  globe  fliall  roar, 
>^^d  all  man's  arts  and  labour  be  no  more. 

Then 
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Father  of  heat'n  and  ^krth !  tiiis  dMO^ia'tlib^s'' 
By  thee  the  fcafoni  in.  gradation  fdU;i        .       - 

Thou  great  OnvuTcknt  Ruler  of  the  wor}d  I  * 
Thou  Alpb».4i|d  Qx^ega  of  the  wholi|  i 

Here  humbly  bow  we  jdown  t)ur  heads  .to-  dlec  j  • 
'Tis  ours  the  voice  of  gratitude  to  raife  •  .      . 

Thine  to  di£fufe  thy  bleffings  o'er. the  lai^d; 
Thine  to  receive  the  incenfc  of  our  praife  I 

Pure  if  it  rifes  from  the  confcious  heart>  ,        .    , 
With  thee  forever  does,  the  fymbol  livoi-* 

Tho'  fmall  for  all  thy  love  is  man's  return^   . 
Thou  alk'ft  no  more  than  he  has  pow'r  tagfrt* 


THE        H   E.R  M  IT/ 

BY    DR.    dOXDS^»ITH<       •     •- 


•  /T^URN,  gentle  Hermit  of  the  4dci - 

X       «  And  guide  my  lonely  wayi 
'  To  where  yon  taper  cfaeara  the  vale 

*  With  hofpitableray.      - 

'  For  here  forlorn  and  loft  I  tread,!  . 

<  Widi  Anting  fteps  and  flow  ;. 

'  Where  wilds,  immeafvmbly  if  read» 

<  Seem  length'ning  a^  I  go.* 

•  Forbear^  mj  fott/  the'Henhit  cites»  . 

*  To  tempt  the  daii^rooi  gloom ; 

•  For  yonder  phantom  onlyBiies 

*  To  lure  thee  to.thy  doQZQ:.  . 


rHeie 
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*  Here  to' the  houftfcfs  chHd  of  wattt 

*  My  door  is  open  Mil ;  *  *  ■.■  ^     ■ 

*  And  tho'  my  portioit' is  but  Ibrtt^  *  . 

*  I  give  it  with  good  wiH;  •    ■ 

*  Then  tum.toin^ht^  ai^d  f^eily  (hare 

*  Whatever  my  cell  bellows ; 

'  My  rufhy  coueh  and  frugal  ftrt^ 
'  My  bleffihg  and  repofe. 

'  No  flocks  that  range  the  valley  fre^ 

*  To  daughter  I  cdndemii  I 

*  Taught  by  that  Power  that  fitries  a^i 

*  I  leam  to  pity  themi 

^  But  from  the  mountain's  ^ghffy  &^ 

*  A  gniltlefi  feaft  I  bring ; 

'  A  fcrip  with  herbs  ittifruitrittppIJ^liV 
'  And  water  from  the  fpringi 

*  Theii,  pilgrim,  turn,  thy  ca^s  fbrego  ; 

*  All  earth-bom  carei  ari*  wfoiig*: 

'  Man  wants  but  little  1L6fe  beldw^  * 

*  Nor  wants  th^t  little  lonp.*^     *  '    . 

Soft  as  the  dew  from  heaven  de&t<ftdi> 

His  gentle  accents  fell :  '       ^ 

The  modeft  ftfang(^r  lowiy  B^db^         '   > 

And  follows  to  the  cell;        -  .  ^  *  •        -  •     ■" 

Par  in  a  wildemefs  oMcixrib' 

The  lonely  manfiofl  lay  ; 
A  refuge  to  the  nei^T?riii^  ^oof >      .     ^  '  '' 

And  flrangers  led  aftray;  - 

Z%  No 
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No  (lores  beneath  it's  humble  thatch 

Reqair'd  a  mailer's  care ; 
The  wicket  op'ning  with  a  latch 

Receiv'd  the  harmlefs  pair* 

And  now  when  bufy  crowds  redre 

To  take  their  evening  reft. 
The  Hermit  trimm'd  his  little  firc» 

And  chear'd  his  peniive  gaeft  ; 

And  Q>read  his  vegetable  fbre. 

And  gtyly  prefs'd,  and  (hiil'd  ; 
And,  ikill'd  in  legendary  lore. 

The  ling'ring  hours  begtiil*d. 

Around  in  fympathetick  mirth 

It's  tricks  the  kitten  tries. 
The  cricket  chirrups  in  the  hearth> 

The  crackling  faggot  flies* 

Bat  nothing  could  a  charm  impart. 

To  foothe  the  Granger's  woe ; 
For  grief  was  heavy  at  his  heart. 

And  tears  began  to  flow. 

His  rifing  cares  the  Hermit  fpy'd. 

With  anfwering  care  opprefs'd : 
'  And  whence,  unhappy  youth,'  he  cry'd, 

'  The  forrows  of  thy  breaft  I 

*  From  better  habitations  fpum'd, 

'  ReluAant  doft  thou  rove  ? 
'  Or  grieve  for  friendfliip  unretttm*4> 

'  Or  unregarded  love  ? 


Alu! 


.lateV. 


TUMHIf^  n*  t»Mil  <1h*«%^Hnn««iVi":  AfrilfllTai. 


Mffie  'kiTK  firti  tl 
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*  Alas  !  the  joys  that  fbrtane  brings 

«  Are  trifling,  and  decay  $ 
'  And  thoie  who  prize  the  panltrj  things 

*  More  trifling  fiill  than  they. 


'  And  what  is  Friendfliip  but  a  1 

*  A  charm  that  lulls  to  fleep  ; 

*  A  ihade  that  follows  wealth  or  fame, 
'  And  leaves  the  wretch  to  weep? 

^  And  Love  is  ftill  an  emptier  found, 

'  The  modem  £ur-one's  jeft ; 
'  On  earth  unfeen,  or  only  found 

'  To  warm  die  turtle's  neft. 

'  For  ihame,  fond  youth !  thy  forrows  hufli, 
«  And  ipum  the  fex  !*  he  faid : 

Bat  wldle  he  fpoke,  a  rifing  blofli 
His  love-lorn  guefl  betray'd. 

SurprizM  he  fees  new  beauties  rife. 

Swift  mantling  to  the  view. 
Like  colours  o*er  the  morning  flues, 

/^  brigl^t,  as  txinfient  too. 

Jhe  bafliful  lode,  the  rifing  breaft. 

Alternate  fpread  alarms  ; 
The  lovely  fttanger  flands  confeisM 

A  maid  in  all  l)er  charms. 

'  And,  ahl  forgive  a  ftrangcr  mde, 

•  A  wretch  forlorn,'  flie  cry*d, 

f  Whofe  feet  unhallowfd  thus  intrude 
?  Where  Heaven  aind  you  refide ! 


Z  9  f  «  Bnt 
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'But  let  a  maid  thy  pity  Qax^, 
'  Whom  love  has  taught  to  ftray  ; 

<  Who  feeks  fo^reft;  bat  ixkis  dtfpm 
'  Companion  of  her  way* 

«  My  father  liy*d  bcfide  the  Tync, 

'  A  wealthy  lord  was  he  j 
'  And  all  his  wealth  wu  nUrk'd  gs  Qim  i 

*  He  had  hut  only  mc. 

<  To  win  me  from  hii  teadc^r  arn^s  • 

*  Unnumbered  fuitors  came  ; 

'  Who  prais'd  me  for  imputed  chari^s^  . 

*  And  felt,  or  f(pign'd  a  flame* 

'  Each  hour  ^  mercenary  cr6wd 

*  With  richcft  proffers  ftrovie ; 

*  Among  the  reft  young  Edwin  bowM, 

*  But  never  talk'd  of  love. 

'  In  humble,  fimpleft  habit  clad, 

*  No  wealth  or  power  had  he ; 

*  Wifdom  and  worth  were  all  he  had, 
f  But  thefe  were  all  to  me. 

*  The  bloflbm  opening  to  the  day,   - 

*  The  dews  of  heaven  refin'd, 

*  Could  nought  of  purity  difplay 

*  To  emulate  his  mind.  ^ 

*  The  dew,  the  bloflbms  of  the  tree» 

*  With  charms  inconftant  ilune :  ' 

«  Their  charms  were  his  ;  but,  woe  to  mti  \ 

*  Their  conftancy  was  mine. 


For 
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«  For  ftiU  I  tryM  each  fickle  art,-  .*' 

*  Importunate  and  vain  ;         . 

«  And  while  his  pf^<i  tomcli'd  fij  lievt^  - /«"  * 

*  I  triumph'd  in  his  p^  :      ■ 

*  Till  quite  dejefted  with  my  fcorn, 

*  He  left  me  to  my  pride  ;    .  . 

*  Andfou|jit^3felk^d»f»l<>'^  .  ** 

'  In  fecret,  where  he  died. 

«  But  mine  the  forrow,  mine  the  fault! 

*  Ani'wrfl  myUfe  ihall  pay ;  V 

*  ril  feck  the  folitudc  he  fought, 

'  And  ftretch  me  where  he  lay  I      ' 

^  And  there  forlorn,  defpairing  hid* 

'  I'll  lay  me  down  and  die  ;. 
^  *Twas  fo  for  me  that  Edwin  did, 

*  And  fo  for  him  will  I !' 

*  Forbid  it,  Hearen!'  the  Hermit  cry'd,  '  . 
And  dafp'd  her  to  his  breaft  : 

The  wond'ring  fair-one  tum'd  to  chide,  .    .^ 

'Twas  Edwin's  felf  that  prefs'd.  * 

*  Turn,  Angelina,  ever  dear; 

*  My  charmer,  turn  to  fee 

*  Thy  own,  thy  long-loft  Edwin  here,  ^  . 
f  Reftor'd  to  love  and  thee. 

r 

'  Thus  let  me  hold  thee  to  my  heart, 

*  And  every  care  refign : 

^  And  (hall  we  never,  never  part, 
'  My  life — my  all  that's  mine  I 

•  No, 


•  No,  never  from  this  1^9i||:;to  pAitr •  .  •*-  '^"-^  i  '^  -*"•  ^^ 
•  We'll  live /^id.love-.iotru^y    .  .;:-.?:..    v.. 

«  The  ftgliUutTwis  thy  cKma«»t4MAst    >.-«■:  i '^  A 
«  SHali  break  thy  Edwin's  too  1' 


THE      ENTHUS  lA*  T; 

A  N      O  D  S» 
>Y    WItLIAM    WHIT£HBAp»,  E:S<^  , 

ON  C  E,  I  remember  well  the  day,.  , 
'Tvyas  ere  the  blooming  fwects  of*  May. 
Had  loft  their  freflieft  hues  ^  *     ,, 

When  every  flower  on  every  hill, 
|n  every  vale,  had  drank  it's  fill 
Of  funihine  and  of  dews. 

In  (hort,  Uwas  that  fweet  feaibn^  prime. 
When  Spring  gives  up  the  reins  of  Time 

To  Summer's  glowing  hand. 
And  doubting  mortals  h^dly  know 
By  whofe  command  the  breezes  blow 

Which  fan  the  fmiling  land. 

'Twas  then,  befide  a  gneen-wood  ihade. 
Which  cloath'd  a  lawn's  afpiring  head,  . 

I  nrg'd  my  devious  way, 
With  loit'ring  fteps,  regardlefs  where,  ; 
So  {6ft,  fo  genial  was  the  air. 

So  wond'rousbright  the  day. 


And  now  my  eyes  with  transport  rov« 
O'er  all  the  blue  expanfe  above. 
Unbroken  by  a  cloud ! 


And 
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....      .^  "^   » 

And  iiow  bcncadi  ddi^kied  pifi* 
Where  winding  thro'  the  deep-grten  jrtfi 
A  fttll.brimm*4wrer  «w*d-   •  *! 

i  fiop,  I  gaxe ;  in  accents  rude. 
To  thee,  fereneft  Solitude, 
Burft  forth  th'  unbidden  lay :  ^ 

•  Be  gonervilc  worl4  \  :thc  leara'd,  the  mfe, 

♦  The  great,  the  bufy  I  dcfpifc, 
*  And  pity  e'en  the  gay, 

•  Thefe,'  thifc  are  joyt  alone/  I  cry ; 
«  'Tis  here,  divine  Philofophy, 

«  Thou  deign'ft  to  fix  thy  throne ! 

*  Here  Contemplation  pmnts  the  road, 

*  Thro'  Nature's  charms,  to  Nature's  God ! 
'  Thefc,  thefc  are  joys  alone ! 

*  Adieu,  ye  vain  low-thoughtcd  cares, 
<  Ye  human  hopes>  and  huasan  ftars^ 

«  Ye  pleafurcs  and  yt  pains  1* 
While  thus  I  fpake,  o'er  all  my  ibui     ' 
A  philofophick  calmnefi  ftole,  v 

A  ftoick  jEdllnefs  reigns.  I 

The  tyrant  paffions  all  fublide. 
Fear,  anger,  pity,  fluune  and  pride. 

No  more  my  bofom  move ; 
Yetftilllfelt,  orfeem'dtofW,  '    ^ 

A  kind  of  vifionaryMal 

Of  univerfid  love. 

When*  lo!  ardice,  avdceljitar! 
'Twat  Reafon  whifper^  in  my  ttr 
Thefe  fflomiary  i^iuns  1 

•  What 


What  mean'il  thon,  mxii  r'W6i^j*k  ^a  4iiiat 
The  tics  wWek^cAAIBIoie  tfcjr  kmtf/'  '  '""^  "' 
•  The  plcafurcs^and  ikt  pOksT-  * '    *'   ■^'    ' 

The  fame  Almighty  PiW*^ll»fti/'  •  •"^*''- 
Who  fprcads  the  gay  or  foVMii  ferfn*^  "  " 

«  To  Contemplation'!  eye, *  '•     *  " 

Fix'd  ev*ry  movtaftttnof  tite  fbirf;      "    * 
Taught  ev'ry  wi(h  it*«  ddtfai'4  g^» ' 
«  And  qnicken'd  cv'iy  joy.  "  \* 


Xi 


He  bids  the  tyrant  ptffioos  lage,  •  -•'•     ■'-  *^^- 
He  bids  them  war  eternd  W^;e» 

*  And  combat  each  his  fee  ]  '  ,  -  -  ' 
Till  from  diflenfion^  coiCMdi  rife«  ..-  •  '  ' 
And  beaaties  from  deftn|ities«  .  :  ?   .   r . 

*  AndhappinefsfrcmwiMl  - -f  ••'*•,. 

Art  thou  not  maa^  aad  dar'ft  thoa^Ead 

Ablifs  whichlea^s  aot  to  maakiuadJ         ,   .-    ^- 

*' Prefumptuoos  thought  aad  vaial 

Each  blifs  unfharl4  U  wieajoy'd j 

Each  power  is  weak,  unlt&  tatgioy^d 

*  Some  ibcial  good  to  gain..  .,  ^   » 

Shall  light  and  fhade,  aaAwamtiliLfiui^^^'-  -    .  T.. 
With  thoft  ean^ted  >ys  «Qinpfti«'         «  .  '«-  '      ?    . 
«  Which  aaive  Virtue  fttlt  I      -    ,.*..>  :T 
When  on  (he  drags,  a^^CwAi!  tiiiM)>  "    ^  ^  ^  ^^^< 
Contempt,  and  Indolence,  a^A-Vim^-'*---*  ^^  '-'»**     • 
«  At  her  triumphant  wheels*        .  ^Tfjl";;ij4n^  si -S 

As  reft  to  labour  ^iUiiKaptila .  .    -  .?!  *  «,  '.«$'"  .'h2     ' 
Toman,  whilil  Viir^*t>f^(i<ii<|li.dwrtft  /r^iri^H  v&  : 

*  Enqplof  UKtoitiame.  day^  x->.tr  Jar.twLaft^:^!^^  q^^sCZ 

'  ;|VlL*i*-i  *•  ,  *  TWs 
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*  This  fiiir  varieqr  of  thingt* 

*  ^jre  Hierely  life's  refreihing  fprings^ 
'  To  footke  him  ob  his  way. 

*  Enthafiaft>  go  !  unftring  thy  lyre, 

*  In  vain  thou  iing'ft,  if  none  adfnire» 

*  How  fweet  foe'er  the  ftrain* 

^  And  is  not  thy  o'erflowing  mind, 

*  Unlefs  thou  mixeft  with  thy  kind, 
'  Benevolent  in  vain  ? 

*  Enthttfiafk,  go!  try  every  fenfe; 

*  If  not  thy  blifs,  thy.cxccUencc, 

*  Thou  yet  haft  learned  to  fcan ; 

*  At  leaft  thy  wants,  thy  weakness  kaow^ 
'  And  fee  them  all  uniting  fhow, 

*  That  man  was  made  for  man.* 


THE      CURE      OF      SAUL- 

A    SACRED    ODS. 

BY    DR.    BROWN. 

♦  TT  E  N  G  E  AN  C  E,  arife  from  thy  infernal  bed, 
V    *  And  pour  thy  tempeft  on  hb  guilty  head!* 

Thus  Heaven's  decree,  in  thunder's  (bund^ 

Shook  the  dark  abyfs  profound.-** 

The  unchain'd  Furies  come ! 

Pale  Mdamcholy  ftalks  from  hell : 

Th*  abortive  offspring  of  her  womb, 

Defpair  and  Anguifh>  round  her  ydL 

By  fleepleis  terror  Satfl  poflefc*d, 
l^ofp  Iteb  tlu  fiend  iidthin  his  tocln'A'teitft* 

I A  Madnight 
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Midnight  fpedires  round  him  howl : 
Before  his  eyes 
In  troops  they  rife ; 
And  feas  of  horror  overwhelm  his  foul. 


*  Hafte  !  to  J^efle's  ion  repair ; 

*  He  beft  can  fweep  the  lyre, 

*  Wake  the  folemn-founding  air, 

*  And  lead  the  vocal  choir : 
•  On  every  firing  foft-breathing  raptures  dwell, 
'  To  foothe  the  throbbings  of  the  troubled  breaft ; 
'  Whofe  magick  voice  can  bid  the  tides  of  paffion  iwell, 

*  Or  lull  the  raging  ftorm  to  reft.* 

Sunk  on  his  couch>  and  loathing  day> 

The  heaven-forfaken  monarch  lay ; 
To  the  fad  couch  the  (hepherd  now  drew  near ; 

And,  while  th'  obedient  choir  flood  round » 
Prepared  to  catch  the  foul-commanding  found. 
He  dropp'd  a  generous  tear.— 

*  Thy  pitying  aid,  O  God,  impart ! 

*  For  lo,  thy  poifon'd  arrows  drink  his  heart  1* 

The  mighty  fong  from  Chaos  rofe : 
Around  his  throne  the  formlefs  atoms  fleep. 
And  frowzy  darknefs  broods  upon  the  deep*—*  . 

^  ConfUfiM)^  wftke  ! 
'  Bid  the  realm^of  Chaos  (hake  I 

*  Rouze  him  from  his  dread  rcpofe  !* 
Hark  !  loud  Difcord  breaks  her  chain : 
The  hoflile  atoms  clafh  with  deaf  ning.roar  $       \ 
Her  hoarfe  voice  thunders  thro*^  thfc  dtmut  dosHtfa,''  ^ 
And  kindles  every -dement  to  w&r.^*—  'i 

'*  Tumult  ceafel:  >       •  > 

"  Sinlt«o:p^lUB.i..   .    .    ..:.,..  -..:...  ;...•  /*-2\  I'.'ji 

-  .u.  M  Let  there  be  light  !''^m|i*  Almighty  faid : 

'  And 
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'  And  lo,  the  radiant  fun, 
^  Flam^ig  from  his  orient  bed^ 

*  His  endlefs  conrfe  begun  ! 

*  See,  tke  twinkling  Pleiads  rife  :         ' 
'  Thy  ftar,  Orioo,  reddens  in  the  ildes; 

*  While  flow  around  the  northern  plain, .. 

*  Ardurus  wheels  his  nightly  wane/ 

Thy  glories,  too,  refulgent  moon,  he  fang;: 
Thy  myftick  mazes,  and  thy  changeful  ray  : 

*  O,  faireft  of  the  ilarry  throng  I 

*  Thy  folemn  orb  of  light 

'  Guides  the  triumphant  car  of  Night 

*  O'er  filver  clouds,  and  iheds  a  fofter  day  I 

*  Ye  planets,  and  each  circling  conftellation,   ' 

*  In  fongs  harmonious  tell  your  generation  ! 

<  Oh !  while  yon  radiant  feraph  turns  the.  fpharea, 
J  And  on  the  iledfafl  pole-ftar  ftands  fublime  j 

*  Wheel  your  rounds 

*  To  heavenly  founds, 

'  And  foothe  his  fong-enchanted  ears 
*'  With  your  celeftial  chime.' 

In  dumb  furprize  the  lift'ning  monarch  lay ;' 
(His  woe  fufpended  by  fweet  Mufick's  fway ;) 
And  awe-ftruck,  with  uplifted  eye,  *  '     ^ 

Mus'd  on  the  new-bom  wonders  of  the  flcy. 

'  Lead  the  foothing  verle  along; 

*  He  feels,  he  feels  the  power  of  ibng  ! 
^  Ocean  haflens  lo  his  bed  ; 

*  The  lab'ring  mountain  rears  his  rock-encamber'd  head: 

'  Down  his  fteep  and  ihaggy  fide, 

^  The  torrent  rolls  his  thuudering  tide ; 

3  A  2  •  Then 
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'  Then  fmooth  and  clear,  along  the  fertile  phiii 
•'  Winds  his  majeftick  waters  to  the  diftaut  nwinw 

<  Flocks  and  herds  the  hills  adorn  ; 

<  The  lark,  high  fearing,  hails  the  morris 

*  And  while  along  yon  cnrnibn-donded  fieep        ^    ' 

*  The  flow  fan  fhealt  into  the  golden  deep, 

*  Hark  !  the  folemn  nightingale 
«  Warbles  to  the  woodland  dale. 

•  See,  defcending  angels  fliower 
'  Heavea's  own  blifs  on  Eden's  bower  r        ..'*  ^■\* 

*  Peace  on  Nature's  lap  repofes  ; 

'  Pleafure  ftrcws  her  guiltlefs  rofes  ; 

*  Joys  divine  in  circles  move, 

*  Link'd  with  Innocence  and  Love. 

*  Hail,  happy  Love,  with  Innocence  comfain'd! 

*  All  hail,  ye  fmlefs  parents  of  mankind !'. 

They  pans'd  :-^the  monarch,  proftrate  on  his  bed, 

SubmiffiVe,  bow'd  his  head ; 

Ador'd  the  works  of  boundlefs  power  Dinne : 
Then,  anguiih-ftruck,  he  cry'd,  (and  fmote  his  brekft) 

*  Why,  ^vhy  is  Peace  the  welcome  gaeft 

*  Of  ev'ry  heart  but  mine  !* 

*  Now  let  the  fcilcmn  numbers  flow, 

*  Till  he  feel  that  guilt  is  woe/— 

*  Heavenly  harp,  in  mournful  flrain, 

*  O'er  yon  weeping  bower  complain  :— 
'  What  founds  of  bitter  pangs  I  hear  ! 

*  What  lamentations  wound  mine  ear ! 

*  In  vsuii,  ^evbted  pair,^  thefe' tears  ye  flied ; 

*  Peace  with  Innocence  is  fled  : 

>  The  mcflengers  of  Grace  depart; 

*  Death  glares,  and  fliakes  die  dreadful  dart !— * 
'  Ah,  whither  fly  ye,  by  you  Helves  abhorred, 

'  •"*'  To  fliun  that  frowning  cherub'*  fiery  fword!— 

•  Lol 
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*  Lo!     ' 

*  Haplefs,  haplefs  pair, 

*  Goaded  by  defpair, 

«  Forlorti,  thro'  defax-t  climes  they  go  l-i-  ■  ' 
«  Wake,  my  lyre !  Caii  Pity  flecp, 
•  When  Heaven  is  mov'd,  and  angelfe  weep! 

*  Flow,  ye  melting  numbers,  flow ; 

*  Till  he  feel  that  guilt  is  woe.* 

The  king,  with  pride,  and  (hame,  and  angmih  tom^ 

Shot  fury  from  his  eyes,  and  /corn. 

The  glowing  youth. 

Bold  in  truth, 
(So  (till  ihould  virtue  guilty  power  engage) 

With  brow  undaunted  met  his  rage. 
See,  his  cheek  kindles  into  generous  £re ! 

Stern,  he  bends  him  o'er  his  lyre  ;  ' 

And,  while  the  doom  of  guilt  he  &igs» 

Shakes  horror  from  the  tortured  firings* 

'  Wbat  founds  of  terror  and  diftrefs 

*  Rend  yon  howling  wildernefs  i 

'  The  dreadful  thunders  found ! 
'  The  forked  lightnings  flafh  along  the  ground! 

*  Why  yawns  that  deep'ning  gulph  below?-— 
«  'Tis  for  Heaven's  rebellious  foe  !— 

*  Fly,  ye  fons  of  Ifrael,  fly ; 

*  Who  dwells  in  Korah's  guilty  tents  muft  die  !— 

*  They  fink  ! — Have  mercy.  Lord !— Their  taies 
'  In  dreadful  tumult  rife ! 

*  Hark !  from  the  deep  their  loud  laments  I  hear  I 

*  They  lefTen  now,  and  leflen  on  the  ear ! 

*  Now,  deftrudion's  ftrife  is  o'er ! 
'  The  oountlefs  hofi 

*  For  ever  loft! 

«  I'hc  gulph  is  clos'd!— Their  criec  arc  hearf  no'toofe!— 

•  But 
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*  Bat  oh,  my  lyre !  what  accents  can  relate 

*  Sinful  man's  appointed  fate  ! — 

*  He  comes,  he  comes !  th'  avenging  God! .    . 
'  Clouds  and  dorknefs  round  him  roll: 

*  Tremble,  earth !  ye  mountains,  nod  ! 

'  He  bows  the  ikies,  and  fhakes  the  pole. 

*  The  gloomy  banners  of  his  wrath  unfurl 'd,    • 

*  He  calls  the  floods,  to  drown  a  guilty  world.— 

"  Ruin,  lift  thy  baleful  head  ; 
/*.  Rpvze  the  guilty  world  from  deep; 
''  Lead  up  thy  billows  from  their  cavem'd  bed, 
«*  And  burft  the  rocks  that  chain  thee  ixk  the  deep  V^ 

«  Now,  th*  impetuous  torrents  rife ; 

*  The  hoarfe-afcending  ddiuge  roars : 

*  Down  rufh  the  cataradts  from  the  ikies;     . 

«  Tlie  fwclling  waves  o'erwhelm  the  ihprcs.— 

*  Juft,  O  God,  is  thy  decree  1 

«  Shall  guilty  man  contend  with  thee  I     .  • 

*  Lo,  Hate  and  Envy,  fea-entomb'd, 

'  And  Rage  with  Luft  in  ruin  flieep  ;,       ,  » .  .  « 

*  And  fcoffing  Luxury  is  doom'd      •  .... 

*  To  glut  the  vaft  and  ravenous  deep !   . 

'  In  vaip  from  Fate  ih'  jii^qniih'd  remnant  fli<^^:<r*; 
'*  Shrink,  yc  rocks !  Ye  oceans,  riie  !"-r- 

*  The  tottering  cliiFs  no  more  the  floods  comtrotth 

*  Sea,  following  fea,  ing_ulphs  the  ball : 

*  .O'er  the  funk  hills  the  wat'ry  nooun tains  rolI»  . 
<  And  wide  Deilru6iion  fwalbws  all.— r— 

*  .Now  fiercer  let  th'  empaffion'd  numbers  ^glow : 

*  Swell  the  fong,  ye -mighty  choir  I   - 

*  Wing  your  dreadful  darts  with  fire ! 

*  Hear  me,  monarch  l— Guilt  is  WOQ 1* 

Thus  while  the  frowning  ihepherd  pour'd  along  - 
T^c.de^j^  impetuous  torreot  of  his  fong  ; 


Sanl^ 
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Saul,  ftung  by  dire,  defpair, 

Gnalh'd  his  teeth,  and  tore  his  hair : 

From  his  blood,  by  horror  chill*d, 
A  cold  and  agonizing  iweat  diilill'd ; 
Then,  foaming  with  unutterable  fmart. 

He  aim'd  a  dagger  at  his  heart. 

His  watchful  train  prerent  the  blow; 
And  call  each  lenient  balm  to  Ibothe  his  frantick  woe: 

But  pleas'd,  the  fhepherd  now  beheld 

His  pride  by  Heaven's  own  terrors  queU'd  ; 

Then  bade  his  potent  lyre  controul 

The  mighty  ilorm  that  rent  his  fouL 

*  Ceafe  your  cares !  the  body^s  pain 

*  A.fweet  relief  may  find; 

*  But  gums  and  lenient  balms  are  vain, 

'  To  heal  the  wounded  mind.— - 

*  Come,  fair  Repentance,  from  the  ikie^ ; 

*  O  fainted  piaid,  with  upcail  eyes ! 

*  Defcend,  in  thy  celeflial  (hroud, 

*  Veiled  in  a  weeping  cloud ! 

*  Holy  Guide,  defcend,  and  bring 

*  Mercy  from  th'  Eternal  King ! 
'  To  his  foul  your  beams  impart, 

'  And  whifper  comfort  to  his  heart !— ^ 

*  They  comjc.    O  king,  thine  car  incline  ! 

*  Liften  to  their  voice  divine : 

*  Their  voice  ihall  every  pang  compofe, 

*  To  gentle  forrow  foothe  thy  woes  ; 

*  Till  each  pure  wiih  to  heaven  (hall  foar>" 
'  And  Peace  return,  to  part  no  more ! 

Behold,  obedient  to  their  great  command. 
The  lifted  dagger  quite  his  trembling  hand ! 

Smoothed  is  his  brow,  where  fullen  Cate  - 
And  furrowed  Horror  couch'd  with  fell  Defpair : 

Ne 
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No morehis tyes with fory glow i   -  > 
Bat  heavenly  grief  facceeds  to  hell-bora  woe.^ 

*  See,  the  figns  of  grace  appear  I      ^.  ^,r. 

*  See  the  foft  relenting  tear^  ,  ^.  ^ 

*  Trickling  at  fweet  Mercy's  call,!     . 

*  Catch  it,  angels,  ere  it  fall  I  *     -. 

*  And  let  the  heart-fent  offering  rifr^     . 
«  Heaven's  bed-accepted  facrificc  I* 


*  Yet,  yet  again ! — Ah!  fee,  the  pang  retorns  I.. 

«  Again  with  inward  fire  his  heaving  bofom  burns.!. 
'  Now,  ihepherd,  wake  a  mightier  ftnuni.. 

*  Search  the  deep  heart-rending  pain  ; 

*  Till  the  large  flbods  of  forrow  roll, 

<  And  quench  the  tortures  of  his  ibul.*— >  • 

*  Almighty  Lord,  accept  his  pang  fincerc ! 

*  Let  heavenly  hope  difpel  each  dark  temptation  I 

*  And,  while  he  pours  the  penitential  tear^ 
«  O  viiit  him  with  thy  falvation  U— 

*  Stoop  from  heaven,  ye  raptured  throng ! 

*  Sink,  ye  fwelling  tides  of  fong  I        .  ' 

*  For  lo  I  diflblv'd  by  Mufick's  melting  power,    '. 
«  Celcftial  Sorrow  rolls  her  plenteous  fhower : 

*  O'er  his  wan  cheek  the  colours  rife, 

*  And  beams  of  comfort  brighten  in  his  eyes.-r* 

*  Happy  king,  thy  woes  arc  o'er  !  . 

«  Thy  God  (hall  wound  thy  foul  no  more :  ^   .. 

*  The  pitying  Father  of  mankind. 


...li 


'.C 


.\:\\ 


*  l^eets  the  pure-returning  mind.'—   ,      .  ^       ;  oO 

No  more  (hall  black  Defpair  affli£l  his  Ibuil 

Each  gentler  found,  ye  (hepherds,  now  co^iap^^ 

*  Sweetly  let  th(s  numbers  roll ;     .      .^       ..?/,* 
'  Soothe  him Mq  hope  divine.—  .-*!•: 
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Now  lowly  let  the  raftick  mcafore  glide. 

To  quell  the  dark  remains  of  relf-confaming  pride ; 

Till  Nature's  hoxne-fpnxng  bl/e£ings  he  confefs. 

And  own  that  calm  ecmtent  is  happinefs**— 

Ye  woods  and  lakes,  ye  cliffs  and  mountains  ! 

Haunted  grots,  and  living  fountains  ! 

*  Liften  to  your  fhdpherd's  lay, 

*  Whofe  artlefs  carols  doA  the  day. 

*  Bounding  kidf  around  him  throng  ; 

'  The  fteep  rode  echbei  back  his  fimf : 

*  While  all  linfeeA  to  mortal  eye, 

*  Sliding  down  the  evening  iky, 
'  Holy  Peace>  tho'  bom  above, 

^  Daughter  of  Iimocence  and  Love, 
'  Quits  her  throne  and  man£on  bright, 
»  Her  crown  of  ftars  and  robe  of  light, 

*  Serene,  in  gentle  fniiles  arrayed, 

*  To  dwell  beneath  his  palm-tree  ihade« 
»  Hail,  meek  angel  I  awful  gueft ! 

*  Still  poor  thy  radiance  o'er  my  breaft ! 
'  Pride  and  Hate  in  courts  may  fhine ;    . 

*  The  fhepherd's  calm  and  blamelefi  tent  is  thine !' 

Softly,  foftly  breathe. your  numbers. 
And  wrap  his  weuj*i  ibul  in  flombers  P-« 

^  tientle  deep  becidm  his  breaft,  . 

'  And  dofe  his  eyes  in  healing  reft ! 
Defcend,  celeftial  Tifions,  ye  who  wait, 
'God's  niniftring  powers,  at  Heaven's  eternal  gate  i 

'  Ye,  who  nightly  vigils  keep, 

<  And  rule  the  filent  realms  of  deep, 
'  Exatt  the  juft  to  joys  refin'd, 

'  And  plunge  in  wo^  the  guilty  mind, 

<  Defcend  1  Oh,  waft  him  to  the  ikies, 

'^''  *  And  open  all  Heaven's  glories  to  his  eyes ! 

3  B  *  Beyond 
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*  Beyond  yon  ftarry  roof,  by  feraphs  trod, 

'  Where  Light's  unclouded  fountains  blaie  ; 
'  Where  choirs  immortal  hymn  their  God^. 

*  IntrancM  in  extafy  of  ceafelefs  praife. 

'  Angelt,  heal  his  angoifh  ! 

•  Your  harps  and  voices  join  ! 

'  His  grief  to  blifs  fliall  langnifli, 

•  When  footh'd  by  founds  divine/ 

■  7 

<  Behold,  with  dawning  joy  each  feature  ^om  I  f 

•  Sec,  the  blifsful  tear  o'erflows !— . 

'  The  fiend  is  fled  !-*-Let  Mofick's  rapture  ri& :  . 

*  Now,  Harmony,  thy  cv'ry  nerve  employ  ;  . 

'  Shake  the  dome,  and  pierce  the  fldet ;      .  y/ 

•  Wake  him,  wake  him  into  joy  !*  .    ,    -     ^• 

What  power  can  cv'ry  Paflion's  throne  contron]  ?  . . .       .     m 
What  power  can  boaft  the  charm  divine. 
To  ftill  the  tempeft  of  the  fouU 

Celeftial  Harmony,  that  mighty  charm  is  thine  ! 

She,  heavenly-bom,  came  down  to  vifit  earthy  .  .-^ 

"      When  from  God's  eternal  throne  ^  .     ,  ^ 

The  beam  of  all-creative  Wifdom  fhdne. 

And  (pake  fair  Order  into  birth.  ..     r  '■   ^; 

At  Wifdom's  call  fhe  robe'd  yon  glitfriag  idea, 

Attua'd  the  fpheres,  and  taught  conienting  orbs  to  ti^H 
Angels  wrapt  in  wonder  ftood,  *  ^    '. 

And  faw  that  all  was  fair,  and  all  was  good*  •    u 

*Twas  then,  yefons  of  God,  in  bright  arrays         .  .^  - 
Ye  (houted  o'er  creation's  day  :  ^     ,      - 

Then  Idndling  into  joy,  ,.  ^...  ,, 

The  morning  ftars  together  fung ;  .       -    : 

Api  thro'  the  vaft  ethereal  iky  » | 

Seraphick  hymns  and  loud  hofannah^  ring.  .^^,,  ,^ 
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THE    BIRTH    OF    THE    SQUIRE, 

AN     fCLOGVI.     .  ,  ^ 

BY     MR.    G  A  y. 

YE  fyhran  Mufes  !  loftier  fh'axns  recite ; 
Not  all  in  Ihades  and  htimUe  cotes  deliglit^ 

Hark  !  the  belb  ring ;  along  the  diftant  grounds 

The  driving  gales  convey  the  fwelling  founds ; 

Th'  attentive  fwain,  forgetful  of  his  work. 

With  gaping  wonder  leans  upon  his  fork. 

What  fiidden  news  alarm$  the  waking  mom  ? 

To  the  glad  Squire  a  hopeful  heir  is  bom. 

Moam^  mourn,  ye  ftags !  and  all  ye  beads  of  chafe ! 

This  hour  deftrufUon  brings  on  all  your  race. 

See  the  pleas'd  tenants  duteous  ofF'rings  bear,  T 

Tnrkeys  and  geefe,  and  grocer's  fweeteft  ware ; 

With  the  new  health  the  pond'roas  tankard  flow^,  « 

And  old  Odober  reddens  ev'ry  nofe. 

Beagles  and  fpaniels  roqnd  his  cradle  fland, 
~  Kifs  his  moift  lip,  and  gendy  lick  his  hand ; 

He  joys  to  heat  the  ihrill  horn's  echoing  foun<fsj|  \ 

I    And  learns  to  lifp  the  names  of  all  the  hounds. 

With  frothy  ale  to  make  his  cup  overflow, 
^  Barley  ihall  in  paternal  acres  grow ; 

The  bee  fhall  fip  the  fragrant  dew  from  flow'rs. 

To  give  metheglin  fb^  his  morning  hours  ;  ,. 

^   For  him  the  duft'ring  hop  fhall  climb  the  poles. 

And  his  own  orchard  fparkle  in  his  bowls. 
His  lire's  exploits  he  now  with  wonder  hears ; 
' '  The  monilrous  tates  indulge  his  greedy  ears  : 

How,  when  youth  ftrang  }ds  nerves  and  warm'd  his  veins,    - 
^'■He  it)de  the  mighty  Nimrod  of  the  plains;  "  ^' 
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He  leads  the  ftaring  infant  thro'  the  hall } 
Points  oat  the  horny  fpoils  that  grace  the  wall ; 
Tells  how  this  ftag  thro*  three  whole  counties  flpdj 
What  rivers  fwam,  where  bay'd,  and  where  he  bled. 
Now  he  the  wonders  of  the  fox  repeats, 
Defcribes  the  defp'rate  chafe,  and  all  his  cheats  ; 
How,  in  one  day,  beneath  his  furious- fpeed. 
He  tir'd  feven  courfers  of  the  fleetcft  breed  ; 
How  high  the  pale  he  leap'4»  how  vwde  the  ditch^ 
When  the  hound  tore  the  haunches  of  the  w^ch  *,. 
Thefe  ilories,  which  defcend  fyon^  fon  tp  fon^ 
The  forward  boy  fhall  one  day  make  his  own. 

Ah !  too  fond  mother  !  think  the  time  draws  nigh 
That  calls  the  darling  from  thy  tender  eye ; 
How  fhall  his  fpirit  brook  the  rigid  rules. 
And  the  long  tyranny  of  grammar  fchools  ?, 
Let  younger  brothers  o'jer  dull  authors  plod, 
lofh'd  into  Latin  by  the  tingling  rod  : 
No,  let  him  never  fed  that  fmart  difgrace  ; 
Why  ihould  he  wifer  prove  than  all  his  race  ? 

When  rip'ning  youth  with  down  o'erlhades  hb  chin. 
And  ev'ry  female  eye  incites  to  iin. 
The  milk-maid  (thoughtlefs  of  her  future  ihame) 
With  fmacking  lip  fhall  raife  his  guilty  flame  ;, 
The  dairy,  baiai,  the  hay-loft,  and  the  grove. 
Shall  oft*  be  coofcious  of  their  flolen  lovc^. 
•   But  think,  Prifcilla,  on  that  dreadful  time^ 

When  pangs  and  wat'ry  qualms  QitiM. own  Ay  cnmcf 
How  wilt  tSiou  tremble,  when  thy  nipj[jc*s  prefi'd^; 
To  fee  the  white  drops  bathe  thy  (welling  breaft  I  ^^ 
Nine  moons  fhall  publicly  diyulge  thy  fhame,        .  ^ 
And  the  young  Squire  foreilal  a  father 'p  name.       ; 

When  twice  twelve  times  the  reaper's  fweeping  h^xfi 
With  levelTd  harvefls  has  bcArown  the  landC 

*  The  mofi  comaoa  accUkUit  to  fporiliitty  li^liibtt^^lJck  io  the  fttf 

Oi 
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On  fam'd  St.  Hubert's  feaft,  his  winding  horh 

$hall  cheslr  the  joyful  hound  and  wake. the ,0101*^.;     , 

This  memorable  day  his  eager  ipeed 

ghall  urge  with  bloody  heel  tjie  rifing  AaeA.  ,   _  . 

O  cJieck  the  foamy  bit !  nor  tempt^thy  fate  j 

Tbink  on  the  murders  of  a  five-bar  gate  1 

Yet,  prodigal  of  life,  the  leap  he  tries;  ,     J 

JjOW  in  the  duft  his  gror'ling  honour  lies : 

Headlong  he  falls^  and  on  the  rugged  Hone  ", 

Diftorts  Ills  neck,  and  q-acks  ,the  collar-boue. 

O,  vent'rous  youth !  thy  thirll  of  game  allay  j 

May'ft  thou  furvive  the  perils  of  this  day  I — 

lie  ihall  fip^ive  ;  and  in  late  .years  be  feat 

To  fnore  away  debates  in  Parliament. 

The  time  fhall  coQie  when  his  morei  iblid  fedfe. 
With  nod  important,  Ihall  the  laws  diipenfe  ^^ 
A  Juftice  with  grave  juftices  fhall  fit ; 
He  praife  their  wifdom,  tjiey  admire  his  wit. 
No  greyhound  fhall  attend  the  tenant's  pace. 
No  rufty  gun  the  £uiner's  chimney  grace  ; 
Salmons  fhall  leave  their  coverts  v<»d  of  fear. 
Nor  dread  the  thievifh  net  or  triple  fpear  ; 
Poachers  fhall  tremble  at  his  awful  name,  ^ 

Whom  vengeance  now  overtakes  for  murderM  gaiaOir^ 

Aflift  me,  Bacchus  !  and  ye  drunken  pow'rs  1      ^^ 
To  fing  his  friendfhips  and  his  midnight  hours* 

Why  dod  tJ\on  glory  in  thy  fh-ength  of  beer,       r 
Firm-corkM,  and  mellow'd  till  the  twentieth  year, , 
Brew'd  or  when  PJioebtis  warms  the  fli;pcy  ,fign. 
Or  when  liis  languid  rays  in  Scorpio  fhii^e  ^  .^ . 

Think  on  the  mifchiefs  which  fipm  fa^^ceJ^y^fprMng ! 
It  arms  with  curfes  dire  the  wirathfiri  tnngvfe j,  ^  ,.^ 
Foul  fcandal  to  the  lyHig  lip  affords,         .     •    *  r  \ 
And  prompts  the  memory  vmh  injiurioos  ^<)rd9<»  .^ 
O,  where  is  wifdom,  whe»  by  thii,o*<?rfOwerM|*^^r 
-The  fi^tffi  is^  ce^for'd;^  and  the  maid  defiower'd  ! 

'  "    '    '■  "''^'  '•''''"''■  *^---  --   •  And 
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And  wilt  thoo  ftill^  O  Sqairc  !  brew  ale  fo  ftroog? 
Hear  then  the  di^tes  of  prophetick  ibng, 

Methinks  I  fee  him  in  his  hall  appear. 
Where  the  long  table  floats  in  clammy  beer ; 
'Midft  mugs  and  glafles  fhatter'd  o'er  the  floor. 
Dead  drunk^^iis  fervile  crew  fnpinely  fnore; 
Triumphant,  o'er  the  proflrate  brutes  he  flands. 
The  mighty  bumper  trembles  in  his  hands ;  , 

Boldly  I  he  drinks  ;  and,  like  his  glorious  flresj 
(n  copious  gulps  of  potent  ale  expires ! 


THE    MOURNING    MUSE   OF   ALEXIS. 

A      PASTORAL, 

LAMENTING    THE    DEATH    OF    QUEEN    MAHY. 

waiTTX)r  IN  MDcxcrr. 

BY    MR.    CONGREVE. 

r.        ..     ■ 
Itt^uidnm  regina  jubes  renovare  dolorem*  Y'^'^^* 

MBNALCAS. 

BEHOLD,  Alexis !  fee  this  gloomy  (hade. 
Which  feems  alone  for  Sorrow's  ihelter  madty 
Where  no  glad  beams  of  light  can  ever  play. 
But  night,  fucceeding  nighty  excludes  the  dtay  ; 
Where  never  birds  with  harmony  re|>air. 
And  lightfome  notes,  to  chear  the  dufky  air. 
To  welcome  day,  or  bid  the  fun  iurewel,  '    -  ■ 

By  morning  lark  or  evening  Philomel. 

No  viole^here,  nor  daiiy,  e'er  was  feen,  • ' 

No  fweetly-budding  flower,  nor  fpringing  green ; 
For  fragrant  myrtle  and  the.  blufliing  rofe,  "^ 

Here  baleful  yew  with  deadly  cyprcfs  growt . 

Here, 
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Here,  then;,  extended  on  this  witherM  liiofs. 

We'll  lie,  and  thou  fhalt  fingof  Albion's  lofs; 

Of  Albion's  lofs,  and  of  Paftora's  death. 

Begin  thy  mournfal  fong,  and  rifoTe  thy  tunefal  breath. 

ALEXISi 

Ah,  woe  too  great !  ah,  theme  which  far  exceeds 
The  lowly  lays  of  humble  fliepherds  reeds ! 

O  coul(U  iing  in  verfe  of  equal  drain 
With  the  Sicilian  bard  or  Mantuan  fwain. 
Or  melting  words  and  moving  numbers  chufe. 
Sweet  as  the  Britifh  Colin's  Mourning  Muie; 
Could  I,  like  him,  in  tuneful  grief  excel. 
And  mourn  like  Stella  for  her  Aftrophel ; 
Then,  might  I  raife  my  voice,  (fecure  of  (kill) 
And  with  melodious  woe  the  vallies  fill ;    . 
The  lifl'ning  echo  on  my  (bug  fhould  wait. 
And  hollow  rocks  Faftora's  name  repeat; 
Each  whirling  wind  and  murm'ring  ilream  (hould  tell. 
How  lov'd  fhe  liv'd,  and  how  lamented  fell'. 

MENALCAS. 

Wert  thou  with  cv'ry  bay  and  laurel  crownM, 

And  high  as  Pan  himfelf  in  fong  renown'd. 

Yet  would  not  all  thy  art  avail  to  (how 

Verfe  worthy  of  her  name  or  of  pur  woe : 

But  fuch  true  paffion  in  thy  face  appears. 

In  thy  pale  lips,  thick  fighs,  and  gofliing  tears^ 

Such  tender  forrow.in  thy  heart  I  read. 

As  ihall  fupply  all  ikill,  if  not  exceed. 

Then  leave  this  common  form  of  dumb  didrefs. 

Each  vulgar  grief  can  fighs  and  tears  exprefs ; 

In  fweet  complaining  notes  thy  paffion  vent. 

And  not  in  ii^,  but  words  explaining  fighs,  lamevC 

.     ALBXIS* 

Wild  We  my  words,  Mcnalcai,  wild  my  thought, 
Artlefs  as  Nature's  nates  m  birds  nntaught : 

Bottndle& 
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Boundlefs  my  vcrfe,  and  roving  be  my  ftrainsi 

Various  as  fiow'rs  on  unfrequented  plains; 

And  thou,  Thalia  1  darling  of  my  brcaft. 

By  whom  xnfpir'd,  I  fung  at  Comus!  feail. 

While  in  a  ring  the  jolly  rural  throng 

Have  fate  and  fmil'd  to  hear  my  chearful  (bng« 

Be  gone,  with  all  thy  mirth  and  iprightly  lays  ! 

My  pipe  no  longer  now  thy  p&^W  obeys : 

Learn  to  lament,  my  Mufe  i  to  weep  and  momii^ 

Thy  fpringing  laurels  all  to  cyprefs  turn  ; 

Wound  with  thy  difmal  cries  the  tender  air^ 

And  beat  thy  fnowy  breaft  and  rtrid  thy  yellow  kair  i 

Far  hence,  in  utmod  wilds,  thy  dwelling  chiife  ; 

Be  gone,  Thalia !  Sorrow  is  my  mufe* 

*  I  mourn  Paflora  dead  ;  let  Albioh  mouhi^ 

'  And  fable  clouds  her  chalky  di^Ts  adorn.* 

No  more  thefe  woods  fiiall  with  her  fight  be  btefi'^* 
Nor  with  her  feet  thefe  flow'ry  plains  be  pr^d ; 
No  more  the  winds  fliall  with  her  treffes  play. 
And  from  her  balmy  breath  (leal  fweets  away ; 
No  more  thefe  rivers  chearfully  fhall  pais, 
Pleas'd  to  refled  the  beauties  of  her  face, 
.   While  on  their  banks  the  wond'ring  flocks  have  &ood^ 
Greedy  of  fight,  and  negligent  of  food. 

No  more  the  nymphs  fhall  with  foft  tales  delight 
Her  ears,  no  more  with  dances  pleafe  her  fight ; 
Nor  ever  more  (hall  fwain  make  fong  of  mirth,  . . 

To  blefs  the  joyous  day  that  gave  her  birth  i 
Loft  is  that  day>  which  had  from  her  it*s  lights 
For  ever  loft  with  her.  in  endleis  night ; 
In  endlefs  night,  and  arms  of  Death,  ihe^liesi 
Death  In  eternal  fiiad^s  has  fiiut  Paftora's  eytSf .. 

Lament,  ye  nymphs  I  and  mourn,  ye  wretched  fwains ! 
Stray,  all  ye  flocks!  anddcfartbe,  ye  plains  I       "  > 
Sigh,  ail^  ye  winds  I  and  weep,  ye  cryftal  floods ! 
Fade,  all  ye  flo\v*rs !  and  wither,  all  ye  woodr ! 

*  I  rnoom 
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*  I  mourn  Paftqra  dead ;  let  Albion  mourn, 

*  And  fable  clouds  her  challcy  cliFs  adorn.' 
Within  a  difmal  grot,  which  damps  furround. 

All  cold  ihe  lies  upon  th'  unwholefome  ground ; 
The  marble  weeps,  aUd  with  a  filent  pace 
It's  trickling  tears  diflil  Upon  her  face» 
Falfely  ye  weep,  ye  rocks  ^  and  falfely  mourn. 
For  never  will  you  let  the  riyniph  return ; 
.With  a  feign'd  grief  tjie  faithlefs  tomb  relents. 
And,  like  the  er6codiIev  it's  prey  laments. 

O  Ihe  was  heav'nly  fair  in  face  and  mind  ! 
Never  in  nature  were  iiich  beauties  joined  :  , 

Without  all  ihining,  and  withiA  all  white ; 
Pare  to  the  fenfe,  ;JMld  pleaiihg  to  the  fight ; 
Like  fome  rare  flow'r,  whole  leaves  all  colours  yield,: 
And  opening  i»  with  fweeteft  odouj^s  fiU'd. 
As  lofty  pines  o'ertop  the*  lowly  re6d. 
So  did  her  graceful  height  ^1  nymphs  exceed  i 
To  which  excelling  height  ihe  bore  a  mind. 
Humble  as  ofiers  bending  to  the  wind.  * 
Thus  excellent  ihe  was— — 
Ah,  wretched  fate  I  ihe  was,  but  is  no  more;. 
Help  me,  ye  hills  and  vallies,  to  deplore  1 
'^  I  mourn  Paftosi  dead ;  let  Albion  mourn, 

*  And  fable  clouds  hec  chalky  cliffs  adorns' 
From  that  blefs'd  earth  on  which  htfr  body  lies. 

May  blooding  fiow'rs  with' itagrant  fweets  arife  ! 
Let  n^yrrha.  Weeping  aipmatick  gum. 
And  ever-living  laurel,  fliadle  her  tomb  I 
Thither  let  all  th'  ioduftriotts  bees  repair,  '  - 
Unlade  their  thighii,  »id  lesbre  their  hoilry  tUre  ] 
Thither  let  fimes^^Hth  their  train  refort,'  '  . 
Nigiea  their  revds  and  tKdr  mi4ni8ht  fport ; 
There  in  tmufual  wafliugs  waftfc  the  night,  ' 

And  watclfher  by  the  fiery  ghw-worm^ji  Ughtl* 
-..  JC  There 


! 
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There  may  no  difmal  yew  nor  cyprefs  groir^ 
Nor  holly-buih,  nor  bitter  elder's  bough  ; 
Let  each  unlucky  bird  far  build  h»  neft. 
And  diftant  dens  receive  each  howling  beaft^ 
Let  wolves  be  gonej  be  ravens  put  to  flighty 
With  hooting  owls,  and  bats,  that  hate  the  light ! 

But  let  the  fighing  doves  their  forrows  brtng* 
And  nightingales  in  fweet  complainings  fing  i^ 
Let  fwans  from  their  foHkken  rivers  fly. 
And,  fick'ning  at  her  tcmib,  make  hafte  to  die,  * 
That  they  may  help  to  iing  her  elegy  t 
Let  Echo,  too,  in  mimick  moan  deplore. 
And  cry  with  me,  Paftora  is  no  more ! 
'  I  mourn  Paftora  dead  ;  let  Albion  mourn, 
'  And  fable  clouds  her  chalky  clLflft  adorn.* 

And  fee,  the  heav'ns  to  weep  in  dew  prepare. 
And  heavy  mifb  obfcure  the  burdened  air ; 
A  fiidden  damp  o'er  all  the  plsdn  is  fpread. 
Each  Hly  folds  it's  leaves,  and  hangs  it*s  htid  ; 
On  ev'ry  tree  the  blofibmt  turn  to  tears. 
And  ey^ry  bough  a  weeping  moifture  betrs ; 
Their  wings  the  fbathePd  airy  people  droop. 
And  flocks  beneath  their  dewy  fleeces  fbop*  ** 

The  rodb  are  cleft,  and  new*defcending  tilb 
Furrow  the  brows  of  all  th'  impending  hills ; 
The  water-godi  to  floods  their  riv'lets  tun,  "  * 

And  each  with  dreaming  eyes  fuppHes  his  wivdiif  Wu 

The  Fauns  forCike  the  woods,  the  Nymj^^  fiMt^ 
And  round  the  plain  in  £id  diilraffions  rove ; 
In  prickly  brakes  their  tender  limbs  they  tear. 
And  leave  on  ihoms'tlleir  locks  of  golden  liair. 
With  their  fliarp  nails  themfehres  the  Satyrs  woaal^  :- 
And  tug  their  ilttggy  beards,  and  bite  with  gzitf  tht  fsopad. 

Lo,  Pan  himfelf,  beneftth  h  blafted  oak 
Deje^ed  lies,  hls'jp^  in  pief^  broke :  :    :  ^  . . 

■^'   -•       ■-■.■.         Set 
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See  Pales  weejnog^  too>  in  wild  defpaif , 
And  tb'the  piercing  winds  ker  bofom  bare. 

And  fee  yon  fading  myrtle,  where  appears  0 

The  Qneen  of  Lonre>  all  bath'd  in  flowing  tears  ; 
See  how  ihe  wrings  her  hands,  and  beats  her  breaft. 
And  tears  her  ufele^s  gkdle  from  her  waift ! 
if  ear  the  fad  mttrmurs  of  her  iighing  doves ; 
For  grief  they  figh,  forgetful  of  their  loves ! 

Lo,  Love  himfelf,  with  heavy  woes  opprefsM  %, 
$ee  how  his  forrows  fweli  his  tender  breaft  1 
His  bow  he  bfea^s,  and  wide  his  arrows  flings. 
And  folds  his  little  arms,  and  hangs  his  drooping  wings  ; 
Then  lays  his  limbs  npon  the  dying  grafs. 
And  all  with  tears  bedews  his  beauteous  face : 
With  tears,  which  from  his  folded  lids  arife  ; 
And  even  Lovf  himfelf  has  weeping  eyes. 
AH  nature  mourns ;  the  floods  and  rocks  deplore. 
And  cry  with  me,  PaHora  is  no  more ! 
*  I  mourn  Pa^ra  dead;  let  Albion  mourns 
^  And  fable  clouds  her  chalky  clifls  adorn.' 

The  rocks  can  melt,  and  air  in  mifls  can  mourn. 
And  floods  can  weep,  and  winds  to  flghs  can  turn  ; 
The  birds  in  fongs  their  forrows  can  difdofe. 
And  nymphs  and  fwains  in  words  can  tell  their  woes ; 
But^  oh !  behold  that  deep  and  wild  defpair 
Which  neither  winds  can  fl^ow,  i^of  floods,  nor  air. 

See  the  great  Shepherd,  chief  of  all  the  fwains« 
Lord  of  thefe  woods  and  wide-extended  plains, 
Stretch'd  on  the  ^und,^  and  dpfe  to^arth  b^s  face,^ 
Scalding  with  tears  th'  already  faded  graCI ;       \        . 
To  the  cold  ^y  he  joins  )^is  throbbing  hreaft» 
No  moriB  widiin  Paftora^  arms  to  refl:  { 
^  No.sneire  i  for  thofe  once  ioft  and  ciidiAg  %m$ 
Themfelves  are  4ay>  and  cold  are  all  her  charms : 
Cold  are  thofe  lips, .  which  Jie  no  more  invft  kift. 
And  cold  that  ^om,  once  all  downy  blifs  i 

3  C  2  On 
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On  whofe  foft  pillows,  lull'd  in  fwcct  delights. 
He  usM  in  balmy  deep  to  lofe  the  nights. 

Ah  Uavhere  is  all  that  love  and  fondnefs  fled  I 
Ah  !  where  is  all  that  tender  fweetnefs  laid  ? 
To  duft  moil  all  that  heav'n  of  beau^  come  i 
And  mad  Paftora  moulder  in  the  tomb ! 
Ah,  Death !  more  fierce  and  unrelenting  hx 
Than  wildeft  wolves  or  favage  tigers  are  ; 
With  lambs,  and  fhecp  their  hangers  are  appeas'd> 
But  rav'nous  Death  the.  Shepherdefs  has  feizM.  ^ 
'  I  mourn  Paflora  dead  ;  let  Albion  mourn, 
«  And  fable  clouds  her  chalky  cliffs  adorn.' 

But  fee,  Menalqas,  where  a  fudden  light 
With  wonder  ftops  my  fong  and  ftrikes  my  fight  I 
And  where  Paftora  lies  it  fprcsads  arq^nd, 
Shewing  all  radiant  bright  the  facred  ground ; 
While  from  her  tomb  behold  a  flame  afcends 
Of  whiteft  fire,  whofe  flight  to  hcav'n  extends  \ 
On  flaky  wings  it  mounts,  and  quick  as  fight. 
Cuts  thro'  the  yielding  air  with  rays  of  light ; 
Till  the  blue  firmament  at  lafl  it  gains. 
And  fixing  there,  a  glorious  flar  remains : 

•  Faireft  it  fhines  of  all  that  light  the  flcies, 

•  As  once  on  earth  were  fcen  Paftora's  eyes.* 


A     FAIRY     TALE. 

IN     THE     ANCIENT     ENGLISH     STYLH. 
BY    DR.    PARKELL. 

N  Britain's  ifle,  and  Arthur's  days, 
.  When  midn'ght  fairies  daunc'd  the  maxc, 
Liv'd  iidwin  of  the  greeii ; 

£dwin> 
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Edwin,  ^I  wis,  a  gentle  youth, 

Endow'd  with  courage,  fenfe  and  truth,  ^jttt 

Though  badly  fhap'd  he'd  been,  ' 

His  mountain  back  mote  welll)e  faid» 
To  meafure  height  againll  his  head^ 

And  lift  itfelf  above ; 
Yet,  fpite  of  all  that  Nature  did 
To  make  his  uncouth  form  forbid. 

This  creature  dar'd  to  love. 

He  felt  the  charms  of  Edith's  eyes. 
Nor  wanted  hope  to  gain  the  prize. 

Could  ladies  look  within : 
But  one  Sir  Topaz  drefs'd  with  art 3 
'And  if  a  fhape  could  win  a  heart,  -' 

He  had  a  fliape  to  win. 

Edwin*  if  right  I  read  my  fcmg,  •    ' ' 

With  flighted  paffion  pac'd  along. 

All  in  the  moony  light ; 
'Twas  near  an  old  enchai^ted  court,  *       ' 

Where  fportive  fairies  made  refort 

To  revql  out  th^  night. 

His  heart  was  drear,  his  hope  was  crofs -d, 
*Twas  late,  'twas  far,  the  path  was  k)ft 

That  reach'd  the  neighbour-town; 
With  weary  fteps  he  quits  the  fhades, 
Refolv'd  the  darkling  dome  he  treads. 

And  drops  his  limbs  adown. 

«^ 
But  fcant  he  lays  him  on  the  floor. 

When  hollow  winds  remove  the  door. 

And  trembling  rocks  the  ground  : 

And 


i£dwd 
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wdl  I  vfttn,  to  count  ari^t, 

a  hundred  tapers  light 

On  all  the  walli  aiOttn4« 


N^  founding  tongues  a4^  his  ea^; 
Nofiif  founding  feet  approachen  ncar^ 

And  now  the  founds  incrcafe ; 
And  from  the  comer  where  he  lay, 
Kc  fees  a  train  profufely  gay 

Come  prankliag  o'er  the  place« 

K«t  (truft  me.  Gentles !)  never  yet 
Was  dight  a  mafquii\g  half  fb  neat^ 

Or  half  fo  rich  befere; 
The  coontry  lent  the  fweet  paffumes,. 
Tie  kz  the  pearl,  the  Hfj  the  plume^^ 

The  town  it's  filken  ftose, 

NbirwfaiTft  he  gaz'd,  a  gallant  diefs'd 
In  &Bnting  robes  above  the  reft» 
With  awful  accent  cry'd  | 
'  What  mortal  of  a  wretched  mind, 
«  Wbofe  fighs  infedt  the  balmy  wind, 

*  Has  here  prefum'd  to  hide  ?' 

At  this  the  fwain,  whofe  venturous  foul 
No  fears  of  magick  art  controul, 
Advanc'd  in  open  fight ; 

*  Nor  have  I  cauie  of  dreed,'  be  £ud| 

*  Who  view,  by  naprefumption  led^ 

*  Your  revels  of  the  night. 

*  n*was  grief,  fbr.fcora  of  faithful  love, 
'  Which  made  my  fteps  onweetmg  rove . 

*  Amid  the  nightly  dew.' 
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■      « 


'Tis  well,'  the  gallant  cries  again ; 
We  fairies  never  injure  nien 
<  Who  dare  to  teU  as  true. 


«  Exalt  thy  love-dejeaed  heart, 
^  Be  mine  the  talk,  of  ere  we 'part, 

*  To  make  thee  grief  refign  : 
'  Now  take  the  pleafnre  of  thy  chatuoe  ; 
*  Whilft  I  with  Mab,  my  partner,  d&dacej 

■*  Be  little  Mable  thsae«* 

He  fpoke,  and  all  a  fudden  thera 
light  mufick  floats'  in  wanton  air  i 

The  monarch  leads  the- queen: 
The  reft  thnr  fiuxy  partners^bubd  i  . 
And  Mable  trimly  tript  fke  gronmd- 

With  Edwin  of  the  Green. 

Hie  dauncing  paft,  the  board  was  l^d^ 
And  fiker  ibch  a  feaft  was  made. 

As  heart  and  lip  defirt» 
Withouten  hands  the  diihes  fly^ 
The  glafles  with  a  wifh  come  nigh. 

And  with  awifli  retire.   ' 

fiat  now,  to  pleafe  the  fairy  king. 
Pull  every  deal  diey  langh  and  fing. 

And  andck  featt  devife; 
Some  wind  and  tumble  like  an  ape, 
A^i  other  lome  tranfinnte  their  ftopt 

In  Edwin's  wondering  eyes» 

TiU  one  at  laft,  that  Robin  Ught, 
Uenown'd  for  pinching  maids  by  n^t^ 
Has  bent  him  npr  aloof ; 


AM 
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And  full  againft  the  beam  ht  flung» 
Where  by  the  back  the  youth  he  hang« 
Mjk    To  fpranl  uiineath  the  roof^ 

From  thence,  ♦  ReveHe  my  chanh/  he  cricii 
'  And  let  it  fairly  now  fdff ce 

*  The  gambol  has  been  fhowui* 
But  Oberon  anfwers  with  n  fmile> 

'  Content  thee,  Edwin,  for  a  while, 

*  The  'vantage  is  thine  own«* 

Here  ended  all  the  phantoih-p!ay  j 
They  fmelt  the  frefli  approach  of  day^ 

And  heard  a  cock  to  crow  : 
The  whirling  wind  that  boi^  die  erow^ 
Has  clapp'd  the  door,  and  wbilUed  loudi^    ■'  ' . 

To  warn  them  all  t»  go*  ^ 


Then  fcreaming  ^I  at  oace  they  fiy^ 
And  all  at  once  the  tapirs  die  $ 

Poor  Edwin  falls  tQ  floors 
Forlorn  his  ftatei  and  dar^  the  places 
Was  never  wight  in  fu^h  ft  uA 

Through  all  the  land  befrie« 


Biit  fooii  as  Dan  Apollp  M&i  •  •":.        .-:  ,-.  ,  :      ** 

Fall  jolly  creature  hoiae  he  goe^i  ■.'r•^^  ••  ■  T 

He  feels  his  back  ^  lc6  i     '.      '  :-.  ly^. 
His  honefl  tongue  and  fleady  mind  .r .     .  i     .  i'  « 

Had  rid  him  of  the^hunp  behind^  i?.-^  'i  -.  •   t?  ^  .*  *. 

Which  made  him  waat  facttfii     "'.,  i  .'  :l 

Vith  lufty  livclyhed  hctalbi      '       *    :  ,  >I :  -  -   -  •  .  T 
He  feems  a  daunci^as  hewiUfittf;  ■■'*'.'^-*:  7  \y  '.  v  ^I 

His  ftory  foon  tooklviill^  .-,         .   :f 


And 
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And  beauteous  Edith  fees  the  youth 
Endow'd  with  coura^,  fenfe  and  truths 

Without  a  bdnch  behind.  m 

^heftorytold.  Sir  Topaz  mov'd. 
The  youth  of  Edith  efft  approv'd. 

To  fee  the  revel  fcene: 
At  clofe  of  eve  he  leaves  his  home^ 
And  wends  to  find  the  ruin'd  dome 

All  oh,  the  gloomy  plain. 

As  there  he  bides,  it  fo  befel, 
The  wind  came  rufUing  4own  a  dell» 

A  fliaking  feiz'd  the  wall ; 
Up  fpring  the  tapers  as  before^ 
The  fairies  bragly  fodt  the  iioor> 

And  miifick  fills  the  hall. 

iBvLt  certes>  forely  funk  with  wocj 
{Sir  Topaz  fees  the  elfin  ihow. 
His  fpirits  in  him  die: 
When  Oberon  crys,  '  A  man  is  near ! 

*  A  mortal  paflion>  deeped  fear, 

'  Hangs  flagging  in  the  iky.' 

With  that  Sir  Topaz,  hapleis  youth ! 
In  accents  faultering,  ay  for  mth, 

Intreats  thete  pity  graimt ; 
For  als  he  been  a  mifter  wight, 
Betray'd  by  wandering  in  the  night 

To  tread  the  draicd  hanat* 

*  Ah,  Irfelvile  !'  at  once  they  roar ; 
«  AndUttleMl'dof  feiriebre; 

*  Thy  canfe  to  come  wc  know: 

3  D  '  N#^ 
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'  Now  has  thykeftrell  courage  fell; 
<  And  fairies,  fii^ce  a  lye  you  tell, 
^   *  Are  free  to  work  thee  woe.* 

Then  Will,  who  bears  the  wif^  fire 
To  trail  the  fwa'ins  among,  the  mire. 

The  caitiiF  upward  flung  ; 
There,  like  a  tortoife  in  a  fliop, 
Hc.dangled  from  the  chamber-top. 

Where  whilome  £4win  hufig# 

The  revel  now  proceeds  apace. 
Deftly  they  friflc  it  o'er  the  place. 

They  fit,  theyd^ink,  andeat;; 
The  time  witli  frolick  mirtji  biigttile. 
And  poor  Sir  Topaz  hangs  the  while 

Till  all  the  rout  r^tioHt.,  : 

By  this  the  ftars  began  to  wink; 

They  (hriek,  they  fly,  the  taper*  fisuk,  •  ^ 

And  down  ydrops  the  kmght : 
For  never  fpell  by  fairie  laid 
With  fbong  enchantment  bound  a  gUde  • 

Beyond  the  length  o£  x^ht.. 

Chill,  dark,  alone,,  adreed,  hebiy;, 

Till  up  the  welkin  rofe  thiB^y,  •     . 

Then  deem'd  the  4ji^  waa  o'er:^ 
But  wot  ye  well  his  harder  }ojt ! 
His  feely  back  the  bunch  ha4  gpt         . 

Which  Edwin  loft  a&re W.  ■•  ^ 

Tkis  talc  a  Sybil-nurfe  arcd:  / 
She  fofdy  ftroak'd  my  yoangUng  head» 
And  when  the  tal^  was*  d&ne, 

'  Tlwrn 
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/  Thus  fome  are  born,  my  fon,*  (he  cries, 

•  With  bafe  impediments  t6  rife^ 

'  And  fome  ^e  born  with  none^ 

'  But  virtue  can  iticlf  advance 

*  To  w^t  the  favourite  fooU  of  diancc 

*  By  fortune  feem  defign'd  ; 
-*  Virtue  can  gain  the  odds  of  fate, 

f  4a(^  ^J^om  jixfelf  /hake  off  the  weight 

*  Upon  th'  unworthy  mind.' 


THE    FABLE    OF    JOTHAM. 

TO    THE     BOaOWGIf-HUNT«aS« 
J5Y    RICHARD    QWEN    CAMBRIDGE,    'S.%^  , 

J^tham^s  fal^k  of  the  trees  \\  the  oldeft  that  Is  extant,  and  as  beautiful  af 
any  which  have  been  made  fince  that  time* 

ADDItOV* 
JUDGES,    CHi^P.  ;X. 

OL  IJ  Plnmb,  who  though  blefs'd  in  his  Kenti(h  ret^at. 
Still  thrives  by  his  oillhop  }n  Leadenhall  Street, 
With  a  Portugal  merchant,  a  knight  by  creation, 
From  a  borough  in  Cornwall  recc}v*d  invitation. 
Well  aflur'd  of  each  vote,  well  equip'd  from  the  AJley, 
In  qucft  of  eleftion-adventures  they  fally. 
Tho'  much  they  difcours'd,  the  long  way  to  beg(;ile. 
Of  the  earthquakes,  the  Jews,  and  the  change  of  the  flyle. 
Of  the  Irifh,  the  ftpcks,  and  the  lottery  committee. 
They  came  filent  and  tir'd  into  Exeter  city. 

*  Some  books,  pr^ythee,  landlord,  to  pafs  a  dqll  hour ! 
^  No  nonfenfe  of  parfons,  or  methodifts  ibur ; 
*  No  poetical  ftufF,  a  damn'd  jingle  of  rhymes* 
f  But  fome  pampl^let  that's  new,  and  a  toucl^  ok  the  times/ 

3  P  f  ^  O  Lord  ! 


396  BEAUTIES    OF    fOETJty, 

*  O  Loi-d !'  fays  mine  hoft,  '  you  may  hunt  tl^  to^n  xovsA, 

•  I  queition  if  any  fuch  thing  can  be  found  : 

•  I  never  was  aik'd  for  a  book  by  a  gueH  ; 

•  And  I'm  fore  I  have  all  the  great  folk  in  the  Weft. 

•  None  of  thefe,  to  my  knowledge,  e'er  called  for  a  book. 
«  But  {ee»  Sir«  the  woman  with  £ih,  and  the  cook  ! 

'  Here's  the  fatteft  of  carp  ;  ihall  we  dre&  you  a  brace  ? 
^  Would  you  have  any  foals,  or  a  mullet  ox  plaice  V 

*  A  flace,*  quoth  the  knight,  <  we  maft  have,  to  be  fiire» 
<  But  firil  let  us  fee  that  our  borough'^  fecuw. 

«  We'll  talk  of  Utit  place  when  we've  fettled  the  poll : 

•  .  hey  may  drefs  us  for  fupper  the  mullet  and  foal. 

•  But  do  you,  my  good  landlord,  look  over  your  ihelves, 

•  For  a  bpok  we  muft  have,  ^^'re  fo  tir'd  of  oui;s(e)vev* 

*  In  troth.  Sir,  I  ne'er  had  a  book  in  my  life, 

«  But  the  prayer-book  and  bible  I  bought  for  my  wife/ 

*  Well !  the  bible  muft  do :  but  why  don't  you  take  in 

•  Some  monthly  coUedion — the  new  Magazine  ?' 
The  bible  was  brought,  and  laid  out  on  the  table^ 

And  open'd  at  Jotha^i's  mofl  appoiite  fable. 

Sir  Freeport  began  with  this  verfe,  tho*  no  rhyme— 

•  The  trees  of  the  forcft  went  forth  on  a  time,* 
(To  what  purpofe  our  cai^didate^  fca^ce  could  expert 
For  it  was  not,  they  found,  to  tranfplant-7-l^ot  BLSpT  ;) 

•  To  the  olive  ai^d  fig-treq  their  deputies  came, 

•  But  by  both  were  refus'd,  and  their  anfwcr  the  fame  ; 

•  Quoth  the  oliv^,  '*  Shall  I  leave  my  fatness  and  oil 
•'  For  an  unthankful  office^  a  dignify'd  toil  ?** 

'*  Shall  I  leave,"  qupth  the  fig-tretc,  "  my  fweetneis  and  fr^% 
**  To  be  enyy'4  or  flf^v'd  i^^  fo  vain  a  pu^fi^it !" 

•  Thus  rebufF'd  and  furpriz'd  they  supply  to  the  vine  : 

'  He  anfwer'd,  '^  Shall  I  leave  my  grapes  and  my  wincu 
**  (Wine,  the  favereign  cordial  of  god  and  of  man  !) 
**  To  be  made  or  the  tool  or  the  head  of  a  clan  ?" 

•  At  laft,  as  it  always  falls  out  in  a  fcr amble, 

•  Th^  mob  gave  the  cry  for  "  A  bramble  I  a  b^ajible  ! 

"  A  brambk 
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•*  A  bramble  for  ever  !**  O  chance  uncxpefted  ! 

♦  But  bramble  prevailM,  and  was  duly  elcftcd.* 

^  O  !  ho  !*  quoth  the  knight,  with  a  look  moft  profound, 

•  Now  I  fee  there's  fome  good  in  jf  «m?  books  to  be  found. 

•  I  wiih  I  had  read  this  fame' bible  before  ; 

*  Of  long  miles,  at  the  leaft,  'twould  have  fav'd  us  fonrfcore. 
f  You,  Plumb,  with  your  olives  and  oil  might  have  ftaid, 

^  And  myfelf  might  have  tanyM  my  wines  to  unlade. 
f  What  have  merchants  to  do  from  their  buiineG  to  rambk ! 
f  Your  eledioneer-errant  fhould  (till  be  a  bramble.'* 
Thus  ended  at  once  the  wife  comment  on  Jotham, 
4"^  our  citizens  jaunt  to  the  borough  of  Gotham, 


THE  TRANSFORMATION  OF  LYCON 
AND  EUPHORMIUS. 

BY    WILLIAM    MELMOTH,    ESQ^ 

DEEM  not,  ye  pl^ntive  crew,  that  fuffer  wrong, - 
Ne  thou,  O  man !  who  deal'ft  the  tort,  mifwcen 
The  equal  gods,  who  Heaven's  fky-manfions  throng,. 
(Though  viewlefs  to  the  eyne  they  diibnt  iheen) 
Spedators  recklefi  of  our  adious  been. 
Turning  the  volumes  of  grave  fages  old. 

Where  auncient  faws  in  fable  may  be  feen. 
This  truth  I  fond  in  paynim  tale  enroll'd  5 
Which  for  enfample  drad,  my  mufe  ihall  here  unfold. 

What  time  Arcadia's  floweret  vallies  fam'd, 

Pelafgus,  iirft  of  monarchs  old,  pbey'd ; 
There  wonn'd  a  wight,  and  Lycon  was  he  nam^d, 

Unaw'd  by  confciencc,  of  no  gods  afraid, 

Ne 
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'  Ne  juftice  rul'd  his  heart,  ne  mercy  (way 'd. 
Some  held  him  kin  to  that  abhorred  race» 

.Which  heaven's  high  towers  with  mad  empHso  tSkfdi 
And  fomc  his  cruel  l)magc  did  ytrace 
Jfrom  fell  Erynnis  joi»'d  in  Pluto's  dire  embf-ace. 

Bin  he,  perdy,  far  othju*  tale  did  feign. 

And  claim'd  alUaunce  with  the  Sillers  ninf  $ 
And  deem'd  himfelf  (what  deems  not  pride  fo  yaan ') 

The  pecrlefs  paragon  of  wit  divine:         ._      .... 

Vaunting  that  every  foe  (hould  rue  it's  tine* 
Bight  dougnty  wight !  yet,  (both,  withoaten  filiart. 

All  powerlefs  fell  the  lofel's  ihafts  mal^ : 
*Tis  Virtue's  arm  to  wield  Wit's  heavenly  da|t. 
Point  it's  keen  barb  with  force,  and  fend  it  to  the  heart, 

One  only  impe  he  l^ui,  Paftora  high t, 

Whofe'fWect  amenaunce  pleasM^ach  fheph^d's  eye : 
Yet  pleas'd  fhe  not  bafe  Lyoon's  evil  fprite, 

Tho'  blame  in  her  not  Malice  moten  fpy. 

Clear,  without  fpot,  as  fummer's  cloudlefs  fky*  * 
Hence  poets  feign'd,  '  Lycean  Pan  array'd 

'  In  Lycon's  form,  enfiam'd  with  paffion  higher 
«  Deceiv'd  her  mother  in  the  covert  glade, 
^     '  And  from  the  ftol'n  embrace  yfprqng  the  heayenly  maid:' 

Thus  fabling  they.     Meanwhile,  the  damfel  fkif 

A  fhepherd  youth  remark'd,  as  o'er  the  plain 
She  defHy  pac'd  along  fo  debonair ; 

Secm'd  Ihe  as  one  of  Dian's  chofen  train. 

Full  many  a  fond  excufe  he  knew  to  feign. 
In  fweet  converfe  to  while  with  her  the  day. 

Till  love  unwares  his  heedlefs  heart  did  gai*i. 
Nor  dempt  he,  Ample  wight,  no  mortal  may 
^he  blinded  god,  once  harbour'd,  when  he  lift,  forcfay. 


Non 
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Now  much  he  me^tates  if  yet  to  fpeak. 

And  now  refolves  his  paffion  to  conceal : 
•  But  fore,*  quoch  he,  «  my  fe«ly  heart  will  break, 

•  If  aye  I  fmother  what  I  aye  muft  feel  !* 

At  length,  by  hope  emboMen'd  to  reveal. 
The  labouring  (ecret  dropped  from  his  tong. 

While*  frequent  iingults  checked  his  faltVing  tale. 
In  modeft  wife  her  head  Paftora  hong: 
t^or  never  maid  more  chs^t  infjnred  fhepherd*s  (bng. 

What  needs  me  to  recouot,  in  long  detail. 

The  tender  parley  which  thcfe  lemans  heldT? 
How  oft  he  vow'd  his  love  her  ne'er  flioiild  fail ; 

How  oft  the  ibeam  tixxm  £orth  her  eyne  outwell'd^ 

Doubtingifconftancy  yet  ever  dwell*4 
In  heart  of  youthful  wight.     Suffice  to  know. 

Each  <i£ng  doubt  he  in  her'boibm  quell'd. 
So  parted  they,  more  blithlbmcf  both,  I  trow  i 
For  rankling  love  coAceal^d,  -i^^  ftems,  is  deadly  Wo^. 

Eftfoons  to  Lfcon  M&  the  ycnith  did  £ire, 

(Lagged  ever  youth  when  Cupid  urg'd  hit  wayf)r 
And  ^«ight  his  gentle  porpoie  did^declare. 

And  foothike  mount'iiaQtice  of  his  herds  di^ky; 

Ne  Lycoa  meant  Itts  futten  to  fbrefiiy : 
'  Be  ^hine,  Paftora,'  quoth  the  mafker  fly, 

'  And  twice  two  thoufknd  ffaeep  her  dower  fhall  pay.' '  '^ 
Beat  then  the  lover's  heart  with  joyaunce  high ; 

Ne  dempt  diat  atight  his  bHfs  could  now  betray, ' 
Ne  guefs'd  thkt  feul  deceit  in  Lycon's  bofom^  Isy. 

So  forth  he  yode  to  feek-  his  reverend  fire ; 

(The  good  Buphormius,  fhepherds  him  did  call) 
How  fweet  Paflora  did  his  bo^me  fire ! 

Her  worth,  fier-promts^A  tochs>  hr  toldeit  $11% 

:    '  «  Ah! 
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*  Ah !  ncrc,  my  fon,  let  Lycon  thee-enthralU* 
Reply'd  the  fage,  in  wife  experience  old; 

*  Smooth  is  his  tongue^  but  full  of  guile  withati 
*  In  py mife  faithleG,  and  in  vaunting  bold : 

*  ]^e  ever  lamb  of  hk  will  bleat  within  thy  fbld«^ 

With  words  prophetick  thus  Euphormius  fpake : 
And  fad  confirm'd  what  wifdom  thus  foretold* 

Full  many  a  mean  devife  did  Lycon  make> 
The  hoped  day  of  fpoufal  to  with-hold. 
Framing  new  trains  when  nought  mote  ferve  his  old* 

Nath'lefs  he  vow'd,  Cyllene  cloud-^topt  hill 
Should  (boner  down  the  lowly  delve  be  roll'd^' 

Than  he  his  plighted  promife  nould  fulfil : 
But  when«  perdy^  or  where>  the  caitive  fayen  nill^ 

Whiles  thus  the  tedious  funs  had  journeyed  rounds 

'  Ne  ought  mote  now  the  lovers  hearts  divide^ 

Ne  truft^  was  there»  ne  truth  in  Lycon  found  ; 

The  maid  with  matron  Juno  for  her  guide. 

The  youth  by  Concord  led,  in  fecrct  hy*d 

To  Hymen^s  (acred  fane:  the  hoAefl  deed 

Each  god  approvM,  and  clofe  the  bands  were  ty'dj 
Certes^  till  happier  moments  (hould  fncceed» 
No  prying  eyne  they  ween^d  their  empiize  mote  areed. 

But  prying  eyne  of  Lycoq  'twas  in  vain 

(Right  pradick  in  difguife)  to  hope  beware* 

He  trac'd  their  covert  ftcps  to  Hymen's  fane. 
And  joy 'd  to  find  them  in  his  long-laid  fnare* 
Algates,  in  femblaunt  ire,  he  'gan  to  fwear. 

And  roaren  loud  as  in  difpleafaunce  high } 
Then  out  he  hurlen  forth  his  daughter  fair^ 

Forelore,  the  houfelefs  child  of  Mifery, 
Exposed  to  killing  cold,  and  pinching  penury; 

Ail 


I 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY.  4^k 

Ah !  whither  now  (hall  fad  Paftora  wend. 

To  want  abandoned  and  by  wrongs  oj^prefs'd  ? 
Who  fhall  the  wretched  out-caft's  teen  befriend  ? 

Lives  Mercy  then,  if  not  in  parent's  breail  ? 

Yes,  l^ercy  lives',  the  gentle  goddefs  blefs'd^ 
At  Jove*s  right-hand,  to  Jove  for  ever  dear ; 

Aye  at  his  feet  flie  pleads  the  caiife  diftrefsM, 
To  forrow's  plairtts  die  turns  his  equal  ear. 
And  wafts  to  heaven's  ftar-throhe  fair  Virttie*s  flfent  tear. 

'Twas  slit  that  badb  Suphormius  quell  each  thought. 

That  well  mote  rife  to  check  hfs  generous  aid  : 
Tho'  high  the  torts  which  Lycon  him  had  wrought, 

Tho'  few  the  flocks  his  humble  paftures  fed. 

When  as  he  learn'd  Paftora's  haplefs  fted. 
His  breaft  humane  with  wonted  pity  flows  ; 

He  6p*d  his  gates,  the  naked  exile  led 
Beneath  his  roof,  a  decei^t  drapet  throws 
O'er  her  cold  Kmbs^  and  foothies  her  0(ideferved  woes. 

Now  loiid-torigu'd  Rumor  bruited  round  the  tale  ; 

Th'  afbnied  fVirdhs  uneath  could  credence  give. 
That  in  Arcadia's  unambitioos  vale 

A  faytor  falfe  as  Lycon  e'er  did  live  t 

But  Jove  (who  in  high  heaven  does  mortals  prive. 
And  every  deed  in  golden  feallahce  weighs) 

To  earth  his  flatning  charret  baden  (frive. 

And  down  defcends,  enwrapt  in  peerlefs  blate. 

To  deal  forth  guel^on  meet  to  good  attd  evil  Ways. 

Where  Eurymahthus,  cirown'd  with  rtaily  a  wood. 
His  filver  ftream  through  daify'd  vales  does  lead, 

Stretch'd  on  the  flowery  marge,  in  recklefs  moodi 
Proud  Lycoft  fought  by  charm  of  jocuiid  reed 

3E  Ti 
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To  lull  the  dire  remorfe  of  tortious  deed ; 
Him  Jove  accofts,  in  reverend  femblaunce  dight 

Of  good  Euphormius,  and  'gau  mild  arpcd 
Of  compadt  oft  confirm'd,  of  fay  yplight. 
Of  nature's  tender  tye,  of  facred  rule  of  right. 

With  lofty  cyne,  half  loth  to  look  fo  low. 

Him  Lycon  view'dj  and  with  fwoPn  furquedry 
'Gan  ru^ly  treat  his  facred  eld  ;  when  now 

Forth  ftood  the  God  confefs'd  that  rules  the  fky, 
'  In  fudden  fheen  of  drad  divinity : 

And  '  Know,  falfe  mani'  the  lord  of  thunders  iaidj 
.  *  ,Not.  unobferv'd  by  Heaven's  all-perfent  eye 
•  Thy  cruel  deeds  ;  nor  ihall  be  unappay'd. 
*  Go !  be  in  form  that  beft  befeems  thy  thews,  array'd/ 

Whiles  yet  he  fpake  th'  afFrayed  trembling  wight 

Tranfmew'd  to  blatant  beafl,  with  hideous  howl 
Rufh'd  headlong  forth,  in  well-dcferved  plight, 

'Midft  dragons,  minotaurs,  and  fiends,  to  prowl ; 

A  wolf  in  form,  as  erft  a  wolf  in  foul ! 
To  Pholoc,  foreft  wild,  he  hy'd  away. 

The  horrid  haunt  of  favage  monfters  foul : 
There  helplefs  innocence  is  ftill  his  prey. 
Thief  of  the  bleating  fold,  and  fhepherd'^s  dire  difmay. 

Tho*  Jove  to  good  Euphormius*  cot  did  wend. 

Where  peaceful  dwelt  the  man  of  virtue  high. 
Each  ihepherd's  praife,  and  eke  each  fhepherd's  friend. 

In  every  adt  of  fweet  humanity  ; 

Him  Jove  approaching  in  mild  majefty. 
Greeted  aR  hail !  then  ^ade  him  join  the  throng 

Of  glitt'rand  lights  that  gild  the  glowing  flty  : 
There  fhepherd's  nightly  view  his  orb  yhong. 
Where  bright  he  fhines  eterne,  the  brightcft  flars  among. 


LOVE 
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LOVE         ELEGIES. 

BY    MR.     HAMMOND. 

ELEGY    I, 

FA R  E W E  L  that  liberty  oqr  fathers  gave ; 
In  vain  they  gave,  their  fons  receiy'd  in  vain  ! 
I  faw  Nesera;  and,  her  inllant  flave, 

Tho'  born  a  Briton^  hugg'd  the  fervile  chain, 

Her  ufage  well  repays  my  coward  heart ! 

Meanly  fhe  triumphs  in  her  lover's  fhame  j 
No  healing  joy  relieves  his  conftant  fmart. 

No  fmile  of  love  rewards  the  lofs  o£  fame. 

Oh!  that,  to  feel  thefe  killing  pangs  no  more. 

On  Scythian  hills  I  lay,  a  fenfelefs  ftone ! 
Was  fix'd  a  rock  amidfl  the  wat'ry  roar. 

And  in  the  vaft  Atlantick  ftood  alone  \ 

Adieu,  ye  Mufes— or  my  paffion  aid ; 
•     Why  Ihould  I  loiter' by  your  idle  fpringB 
My  humble  voice  would  move  one  only  maid. 
And  ihc  contemns  the  trifles  which  I  fing  I 

I  do  not  afk  the  lofty  Epick  ftrain. 

Nor  ftrive  to  paint  the  wonders  of  the  fphere : 

I  only  fmg  one  cruel  maid  to  gain — 
Adieu,  ye  Mufes,  if  (he  will  not  hearf 

No  more  in  ufelefs  innocence  PU  pine: 

Since  guilty  prefents  win  the  greedy  fair, 
1*11  tear  it's  honours  from  the  broken  (hrine  ; 

But.chiefly  thine,  O  Venus,  will  I  tear. 

3  E  2  Deceit 
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Dcceiv'd  by  thee,  I  lovM  a  beauteous  maid. 
Who  bends  on  fordid  gold  her  low  deiires : 

Nor  worth  nor  paiSon  can  her  heart  peHuade, 
But  love  muft  a6l  what  avarice  requires! 

Unwife,  who  firft  (the  charm  of  nature  loft) 
Wjxh  Tyrian  purple  foird  the  fnowy  (heep; 

Unwifer  ftill,  who  Teas  and  mountains  crofs'd,' 
To  dig  the  rock,  and  fearch  the  pearly  deep  t 

Thefe  coftly  toys  our  filly  fair  furprize; 

The  fhining  follies  cheat  their  feeble  fight : 
Their  hearts,  fecure  in  trifles,  love  defpife; 

'Tis  vain  to  court  them,  but  more  vain  to  write^ 

^J^y  did- the  god?  conceal  the  little  mind  ' 
And  earthly  thought  beneath  a  heav'nly  face  I 

Forget  the  worth  that  dignifies  mankind. 
Yet  fmooth  and  poliih  fo  each  outward  grace ! 

Hence  all  the  blame  that  L9ve  and  Venus  bear ; 

Hence  pleafure  ihort,  and  anguifh  ever  long : 
Hence  tears  and  fighs ;  and  hence  the  peevifh  fair^ 

The  /roward  lover — hence  this  angry  fong.   " 


ELEGY        n- 

A  I^  I E  U,  ye  walls,  that  guard  my  cruel  fair  I 
No  more  I'll  fit  in  rofy  fetters  bound  : 
My  limbs  have  learn'd  the  weight  of  arms  to  bcar^ 
My  rouzing  fpirits  feel  the  trumpet's  found. 

Few  are  the  maids  that  now  on  merit  fmile. 

On  fpoil  and  war  is  bent  this  iron  age  ; 
yet  pain  and  death  attend  on  war  and  fpoil, 

Unfated  vengeance  and  reiporfelcfs  rage. 


Tsi 


BEAUTIES    PF    POETRY.  ^f 

To  purchafe  fpoij,  e'en  Love  itfelf  is  fold  ; 

Her  lover's  heart  is  leaft  Neaera's  care  c 
^nd  I  thro'  war  muft  feck  dctefted  gold. 

Not  for  myfelf,  but  for  x^y  veiial  fair; 

!rjiat  while  (he  bends  beneath  the  weight  of  drcft. 

The  ftiiFerf^d  robe  may  fpoil  her  eafy  mien ; 
'^nd  art,  miftaken,  make  her  beauty  lefs. 

While  ftill  it  hides  fome  graces  better  feen ! 

But  if  fuch  toys  cah  win  her  lovely  fmile, 

tter's  be  the  wealth  of  Tagus'  golden  fand ; 
JIer!s  the  bright  gems  that  glow  in  India's  foil, 

Hcr's  the  black  fons  of  Africk's  fixltry  land! 

To  pleafe  her  eye,  let  every  looin  <»htend; 

For  her  be  rifled  Qcean's  pearly  bed  !-— 
But  where,  alas  I  would  idle  Fancy  tend. 

And  foothe  with  dreams  a  youthful  poet's  head  ^ 

J^et  others  buy  the  cold  unloving  maid. 

In  forc'd  embraces  adt  the  tyrant's  part; 
yHiile  t  their  felfiih  luxury  upbraid. 

And  fcom  the  pe]:fon,  where  I  doubt  the  heart! 

Thus  warm'd  by  Pride,  I  think  I  love  no  more. 
And  hide  in  threats  the  wcaknefs  of  my  jnind: 

Jn  vain — tho*  Reafon  fly  the  hated  door. 

Yet  Love,  the  coward  Love,  ftill  lags  behind. 


E  L  E  G  y     ra- 

QH  O  UL  D  Jove  defcend  in  floods  of  liquid  ore. 

And  goWen  torrents  ftream  from  every  part. 
That  craving  bofom  ftill  would  fieave  for  morej 
Not  all  the  god  could  fatisfy  thy  heart. 

But 
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But  may  thy  folly,  which  can  thus  difdain 
My  honeft  love,  "the  mighty  wrong  repay  j 

May  midnight  fire  involve  thy  fordid  gain. 
And  on  the  fhining  heaps  of  rapine  prey ! 

May  all  the  youths,  like  me,  by  love  deceived. 
Not  quench  the  ruin,  but  applaud  the  doom; 

And,  when  thou  dy'ft,  may  not  one  heart  be  gricv'd. 
May  not  one  tear  bedew  tliy  lonely  tomb ! 

But  the  deferving,  tender,  gerterous  mai4,. 

Whofe  only  care  is  her  poor  lover's  mind  ; 
Tho'  ruthlefs  age  may  bid  her  beauty  fade. 

In  every  friend  to  love,  a  friend  ihall  find^ 

And  when  the  lamp  of  life  will  bum  no  more. 
When  dead  fhe  feems  as  in  a  gentle  fleepj 

The  pitying  neighbour  ihall  her  lofs  deplore. 
And  roiii>d  the  bier  aflemWcd  lovers  weep! 

With  flow'ry  garlands,  each  revolving  year 

Shall  Ih-ew  the  grave  where  truth  and  foftnefs  reft; 

Then  home  returning  drop  the  pious  tear. 
And  bid  the  turf  He  eafy  on  her  breaft. 


E»  L  E  G  y        IV. 

•TTITHIL  E  calm  yon  fit  beneath  your  fecret  fha^e. 
And  lofe  in  pleafmg  thought  the  fummer  day; 
Or  tempt  the  wifh  of  fome  unpra6tis*d  maid, 
Whofe  heart  at  oncc.inclincs  and-fears  to  ftray : 

The  fprightly  vigour  of  my  youth  is  fled; 

Lonely  and  ficlc,  on  death  is  all  my  thought. 
Oh,  fpare,  Perfephone  *,  this  guiltlefs  head ! 

Loi-'c,  too  much  lovje,  is  all  thy  fuppliant's  faul^. 

»  Tlie  goddcft  of  Death. 
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No  virgin's  eafy  faith  I  e'er  betray'd,  ' 

My  tongue  ne'er  boafted  of  a  feign.'d  embrace  ; 

No  poifons  in  the  cup  have  I  oonvey'd. 
Nor  veiled  deftru£Uon  with  a  friendly  face. 

No  fecret  horrors  gnaw  this  quiet  breaft^ 

This  pious^kand  ne'er  robb'd  the  facred  fane; 

I  ne'er  difturb'd  the  God's  eternal  reft 

With  curfes  loudj^  but  oft  have  pray'd  in  vain. 

No  ftealth  of  time  has  thinn'd  my  flowing  hair. 

Nor  age  yet  bent  me  with  his  iron  hand  : 
Ah  !  why  fo  foon  the  tender  bloflbm  tear. 

Ere  Autumn  yet  the  ripen'd  fruit  demand! 

Yc  gods !  whoe'er,  in  gloomy  fhades  below. 

Now  flowly  tread 'your  melancholy  round, 
wNow  wand'ring,  view  the  baleful  rivers  flow. 

And  muflng,  hearken  to  their  folemn  found  : 

Oh,  let  me  fl:ill  enjoy  the  chcarful  day,  *  * 

Till  many  years  unheeded  o'er  me  roll'd. 
Pleas 'd  in  my  age,  I  trifle  life  away. 

And  tell  how  much  we  lov'd,  ere  I  grew  old! 

But  you,  who  now  with  feftive  garlands  crown'd. 

In  chace  of  plcafure  the  gay  moments  fpend; 
By  quick  enjoyment  heal  Love's  pleaiing  wound,  . 

And  grieve  for  nothing,  but  your  abfent  friend.  ,  * 


E  L  E  G  Y        V. 

TTTITH  wine,  more  wine,  deceive  thy  mailer's  care, 
^  ^     Till  creeping  flumber  foothe  his  troubled  brcaft; 
Let  not  a  whifper  flir  the  filent  air. 
If  haplefe  Love  a  while  confent  to  reft. 

Untoward 
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Untoward  guards  befet  my  Cynthia's  doors. 
And  cruel  locks  th'  imprifcm'd  fair  conceal : 

May  lightnings  blafl  whom  Lgve  in  rain  implores; 

And  Jove's  own  thunder  rive  uoie  bolts  of  fteel  l 

*•>  y 

Ah,  gentle  door,  attend  mjf^  humble  call. 

Nor  let  thy  founding  hinge  our  thefts  betray  ;      v 

So  all  my  curfes  far  from  thee  fhall  fall!*— 

We  angry- lovers  mean  not  half  we  fay. 

Remember  now  the  flow'ry  wreaths  I  gave. 
When  firft  I  told  ihee  of  my  bold  defires : 
Nor  thou,  O  Cynthia,  fear  the  watchful  (lave; 
•  Venus  will  favour  what  herfelf  iufpires* 

She  guides  the  youths  who  fee  not  where  they  tread  \ 
She  (hews  the  virgin  how  to  turn  the  door. 

Softly  to  ileal  from  off  her  filent  bed. 
And  not  a  ftep  betray  her  on  the  floors 

The  fearlcfs  lover  wants  no  beam  of  light. 

The  robb^  knows  him>  nor  obfbru£ts  his  way  $ 

iSacred  he  wanders  thro'  the  pathlefs  night, 
Selongs  to  Venus^  and  can  never  ftray. 

t  (corn  the  chilling  wind,  and  beating  rain> 
Nor  heed  cold  watchings  on  the  dewy  ?roandi 

ff  all  the  hardftips  I  for  Lov*  fufl^in, 

With  Love's  viftorious  joys  at  laft  be  crown'dj 

With  fudden  ftep  let  none  our  blifs  furpiize. 
Or  check  the  freedom  of  fecure  delight ! 

kafli  man  beware,  and  (hut  thy  curious  eyes; 
Le(t  angry  Venus  fnatch  their  guilty  fight  ! 


BEAUTIE.S    OF    VO^0lLY.  409 

But  ihould^ft  tkou  fee,  tk'  important  fecret  Udv, 
Tho'  queflion'd  by  the  powers  of  earth  afi(]^iav'n; 

The  prating  tongoe  (hall  Love's  revenge  lUde, 
Still  /ue  for  graocw  ^^^d,  never  be  forgiv'a* 

A  wizard  dame,  thj  ^tSf^^  tacient  friend. 

With  magick  charm  has  ^aTd  thy  litlband's  ear; 

At  her  command  I  faw  t^MBrAi^^^cehd, 
And  winged  lightnings  ^p  Iff  mid  career. 

I  faw  her  ftamp,  aad  cleave  the  folid  ground. 

While  ghaftly  fpeflrcs  round  hs  wildly  roam; 
I  faw  them  hearken  to  her  potent  found. 

Till  fcar'd  «t  day  they  fought  their  dreary  home. 

At  her  command  the  vigorous  fnmmer  pines. 
And  wint'ry  cloads  obfcttfl^dhe  hopefiil  year  ; 

At  her  ftrong  bidding,  gloomy  winter  fhines. 
And  vernal  roies  on  the  fnows  appear* 

She  giave  thefe  charms  which  I  on  thee  beftow; 

They  dim  the  eye,  and  dull  the  jealous  mind: 
For  me  they  make  an  hulband  nothing  know; 
.    For  me,  and  only  me,  they  make  him  blind*. 

But  what  did  moft  this  faithful  heart  furpAfe, 

She  boafted  that  her  ikill  could  fet  it  free  : 
This  faithful  heart  the  boafted  freedom  flies  ;  ^. 

How  could  it  venture  to  abandon  thee  J 
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np  HOUSANDS  would  feek  the  lafting  peace  of  Death,. 

And  in  that  harbour  fhun  the  ftorm  of  care  : 
Officious  Hope  ftill  holds  the  fleeting  breath ; 
She  tells  them  ftill — to-morrow  will  be  fair. 

3F  'She 


4r 
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She  tells  me,^elia,  I  (hall  thee  obtam: 

But  can  I  lll|^  to  her  fyren  fong. 
Who  fev'n  flow  mTOths  have  dragged  my  painful  chain. 

So  long  thy  lover,  and  defpis'd  igiongf 

By  all  the  joys  thy  d^fp^  Celia  ^v 

Let  not  her  once-lov*d  friend  jMpity'd  bum  : 
So  may  her  a(hes  find  a  peac^^|l|Pftve» 

And  flcep  uninjur'd  in  their  ^tered  am. 

To  her  I  firft  avow'd  my  tim'rpujt"flajpe,  • 

She  nurs'd  my  hopes,  and  taught ,|ri| 4v°f(  ^  fue; 

She  ftill  wou'd  pity  what  the  wife  might  blam^^ 
And  feel  for  weaknefs  which  iht  never  knew. 

t 

Ah,  do  not  grieve  the  dear  halted  fliade. 
That  hovVing  round  us  all  mjr  fuff'rings  hears  ; 

She  is  my  faint — to  her  my  pray'rs  are  made^ 
With  oft  repeated  gifts  of  flow'rs  and  tears. 

To  her  fad  tomb  at  midnight  I  retire. 

And  lonely  fitting  by  the  filent  Hone,  \ 

I  tell  it  all  thejp-iefs  my  wrongs  infpire; 

The  marblelmage  feems  to  hear  my  moan* 

Thy  friend'&.jD|^  ghol!  fhall  vex  thy  fleeplefs  bed. 

And  Hand  Swore  thee  all  in  virgin  white  \ 
That  ruthlefs  bofom  will  difturb  the  dead^^ 

And  call  forth  pity  from  eternal  night, 

*  Ceafe,  cruel  man,  the  mournful  theme  forbear, 
'  Tho'  much  thou  fulFer,  to  thyfelf  complain  j 

*  Ah!  to  recall  the  fad  remembrance  fpare, 

'  One  tear  from  her,  is  more  than  all  thy  pain  !*  J 

E  L  fi  G  Y^ 
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T^  O  W  Delia  breathes  jg  woods  the/ragratit  air, 
•*'^    Dull  are  the  hearts  ^iia|ill  in  town  remain; 


Venus  herielf  attends  on  A|j||y^  there^ 
And  Cupid  fpq||| amid  the  fylvan  train. 

Oh,  with  whlljqlf^iii^toelia  to  behold, 

I*d  prefs  flP  ipade,  or  wield  the  weighty  prong  ; 

<7uide  the  flow  plough-fhm  thro'  the  flubborn  mould. 
And  patient  goa^  the  joit'ring  ox  a]ong,~ 

■■••:»:■■ 

Th^fcorching  heats  I'd  carelefsly  defpife. 
Nor  heed  the  blifters  on  my  tender  hand : 

The  great  Apollo  wore  the  fame  difguife. 

Like  me  fubduM  to  Love's  fupreme  command. 

E*      No  healing  herbs  cou'd  fodthe  theit  mailer's  pain. 
The  art  of  phyiick  loft  and  ufelefs  lay ;    .iL 
To  Pencus*  ftream,  and  Tempe'5  (hady  piain,    ' 
He  drove  his  herds  beneath  the  noon-tide  ray. 

Oft  with  a  bleating  lamb  in  eiti^er  arm,  ^  "* 

His  blufhing  lifter*  faw  him  pace  along; 

Oft  wou'd  his  voice  the  iilent  villey  charm. 
Till  lowing  oxen  broke  the  tender  fong. 

Whercf  are  his  triumphs?  where  his  warlike  toil? 
Where  by  his  darts  the  creftcd  Python  flain  ? 
fti      Where  are  his  Delphi  ?  his  delightful  ifle  ? 

The  god  hi«fclf  is.  grown  a  cottage.fwain  ! 

^  »  The  Coddefs  Diana. 


fa  -^f    ^  O,  Ceres, 
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O,  Ceres,  ia  your  golden  fields  no  more. 

With  harveft's  chearfal  pomp  my  fair  detain!—     * 
Think  what  for  loft  Proferpina*  y^LhoVe, 

And  in  t  mother's  anguifh  feel  my  pain! 

."*        '     • 
Our  wifcr  fathers  left  their  Mis  nnfown  : 

Their  food  was  acorns,  loMMkfeir  fole  employe 
They  met,  they  lik'd,  they  fhfi4|btit  ti]||^e,    . 

And  in  each  valley  fnatch'd  me  Itfieft  Jby ! 

Ko  wakeful  guarf, .  0D  doors  to  ftop  defire!.  w 
TKrice  happy  times  !-^But,  <^!  I  fondly  rave : 

Lead  me  to  Defti;  all  her  eyes  infpire    '- 

I'll  do — PU  plough  or  dig  as  Delia's  flave.  ^ 
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AH#  wliat  avails  thy  lovet's  pious  care  I 
His  layUh  incenfe  clouds  the  fky  in  vainf 
Nor  wealth  nor  greatnefs  was  his  idle  pray'r; 
For  thee  alone  he  pray'd,  thee  ko(*dto  gaia  t 

With  thee  I  hop'd  to  wafte  the  pfeaTrng  day^ 
Till  in  thy  arms  an  age  of  joy  was  piril  j       .^ 

Then  old  with  love  infenfibly  decay. 
And  on  thy  bofomgently  breathe  my  M  !  j| 

f 

I  fcorn  the  Lydian  river's  golden  ware,    '  •  -  * 

And  all  the  vulgar  charms  of  iwrnan  life; 
I  only  afk  to  live  my  Delia's  flave,  ^ 

And  when  Uonl^kave  ferv'd  her>  call  her  wife  r 

•  The  dla^hter  of  Certs,*  taft^n  from  her  by  PlutOi^ 

-   « 


^ 
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I  only  afk,  of  het  I  love  pofTefsM, 

To  fink  o'^come  with  btifs^  in  fafe  repo^. 
To  ftrain  her  yielding  beauties  to  my  breaft. 

And  kiis  her  wearied  e3re4ids  till  they  doie. 

Attend,  O  Juno,  with  thy  fober  ear; 

Attend,  gay  Venus,  parent  pf  defire: 
This  oaie  fond  wifh  if  you  r^folr  to  hear. 

Oh,  let  me  with  tfti  fi^  of  love  expire! 


*  ELEGY       IX,    »    . 

TT  E  nDto  con'd  firft  two  gentle  hearts  unbiirf^ 
■^     jAnd  rob  a  lover  of  his  weeping  fair; 
Hard  was  the  man — ^but  harder,  in  my  mind, 
j^     The  lover  ftill,  who  dy'd  not  of  defpair* 

With  mean  difguife  let  others  nature  hide. 

And  mimick  virtue  with  the  paint  of  art;  * 

I  fcorn  the  cheat  of  reafim's  foQlifh  pride,  Wf 

And  boaft  the  graceQil  Maknefs  of  my  hearts'  4«»' 

The  more  I  think,  the  more  I  feel  my  pain. 

And  learn  the  more  each  heav'nly  charm  to  prize  ; 

While  fooU,  tofl^ light  for  paflion,  fafe  remain. 
And  ^uU  llkfation  keeps  the  ftupid  wife. 

?fcad  is  my  day„  aA J  fad  my  lingering  night, 
-When  wrif||t4|^  iifcnt  grief  I  weep  alone  ;    ' 

Delia  is  loft,  ancFall  my  paft  delight 

Is  now  the  fource  of  unavailing  moan  1    '^ 

Where  is  die  wit  that  heightened  beaut|y|^harms  ? 

Wherexs  the  face  that  fed  my  longing  cy^f 
W|ere  is  the  fhape  that  ^ght  have  blefs'd  my  arms? 

Where  all  tfa^ii;  hojpeMMeii|le(6  £^  ^es  f 


When, 
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When,  fpcnt  with  endlefs  grief,  I  die  at  laft, 
Delia  may  come,  and  fee  my  poor  remains — 

Oh,  Delia !  after  fach  an  abfence  paft, 

Canft  thou  ftill  love,  and  not  forget  my  pains  ? 

Wilt  thou  in  tears  thy  lover's  corfe  attend  ? 

With  eyes  averted  light  tl^iblemn  pyre ; 
Till  all  around  the  doleful  flanM4Ucend; 

Then,   flowly  finking,  bjfrSetmses  expire  ? 

To  (bothe  thApivVing  foul  be  thine  the  caflfc. 
With  plaintifC^^ies  to  lead  the  mournful  band; 

In  fable  we^jft  the  golden  vafe  to  bear. 

And  cull  Ay  afhes  with  thy  trembling  hand.      ^ 

Panchaia's  odours  be  their  coftly  feafi. 

And  all  the  pride  of  Afia's  fragrant  year; 
Give  them  the  treafures  of  the  fartheft  eaft, 
^;And,  what  is  ftill  more  precious,  give  thy  tear. 

Dy3%  for  thee,  there  is  in  death  z^fid^f 
^tXet  all  the  world  thy  haplefs-i||ver  know; 
No  filent  urn  the  noble  paiHon  hide. 
But  deeply  graven  thus  my  fuPrings' fhow : 

*  Here  lies  a  youth  borne  down  with  love  and  care, 

*  He  cou*d  not  long  his  Delia's  lofs  abides    '^ 

•  Joy  left  his  bofom  with  the  parting  faii% 

•  And  when  he  durftno  longer  hope-|  h4  djr'd.* 

7; 
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nn  HIS  day,  iiillch  faw  my  Delia's  beauty xifei.-  • 
"*"    Shall  mttre  than  all  our  iacred  days  be  bkfs'd;  "» 
The  world,  enamour'd  of  her  lofiely  eyes. 
Shall  grow  as  good  and  gentle%s  her  bread. 


I 
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\y  all  our  guarded  (ighs  and  hid  defires. 
Oh,  may  our  jguiltlefs  love  be  ftill  the  fame  1 
]     urn,  and  glory  in  the  pleafing  fires. 
If  Delia's  bofom  fhare  the  mutual  flame. 

Thou,  happy  genius  ©f  her  natal  hour. 

Accept  her  incenfe,  if  her  thoughts  be  kind  5 

Butrlet  her  court  in  vain  thy  angry  power. 
If  all  our  vows  are  blotted  fcoffiJier  mind : 

And  thou,  O  Venus,  hear  mjr  rignteoua  prayV, 
Or  bipd  the  fhepherdei4*fi!^lo6fe  the^wain ! 

Yet  rather  guard  them  both  with  equal  "care,  - 
And  Ut  them  die  toglfcier  in  thy  cham!     . 

hat  I  demand  perhaps  her  heart  defires. 
But  virgin  tears  her  nicer  tongue  refbain; 
The  fecrct  thought,  which  blulhing  love  infpires. 
The  confcious  eye  can  full  as  well  explain. 


^  E  L  E  G  y        XL 

npH  E  man,  who  fharpen'd  firfl  the  warlike  Heel, 

How  fell  and  deadly  was  his  iron  heart ! 
He  gave  the  wound  encountering  nations  feel. 
And  death  grew  ftronger  by  his  fatal  art. 

Yet  not  from  Acel  debate  and  battle  rofe, 

*Tis  gold  overturns  the  even  fcale  of  life  ; 
Naftre  is  free  to  all^  and  none  were  foes^ 
0  Till  partial  jjjfiby  began  the  ftrife. 

Let  fpoil  and  vitSlory  adorn  the  bold. 

While  I  inglorious  neither  hope  nor  fear ;  j^ 

Perifh  the  thirft  of  honour,  thirfl  of  gold,    ' - 

£re  form/  abfence  Delia  lofe  a  tear  I  "* 


Why 
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Why  (houM  the  lover  quit  hi^  pleafmg  home,  ^ 

In  fearch  of  danger, oa  fcfxne  fSareign  ground; 
Far  from  his  weeping  fair  ungrateful  roam* 

And  riik  in  ev'ry  ibroke  a  double  wound  I 

4 

AbT  Sitter  far,  beneath  the  fpreading  ibadc, 

Willi  chearful  friends  to  drain  the  fprightly  bowl; 

To  fing  the  beauties  of  my  darling  maid. 
And  on  the  fweet  idea  feaift  my  foul  I 

Then,  full  of  love,  to  aXikef^aiihns  retire. 
And  fold  her  blufh}«g  to  iiy'e%p  breaft  ; ' 

Till,  quite  o'crcom^JrTth  foftnefs,  with  deiire. 
Like  me  (he  pantsplhe  faints^  axklafinks  to  reft. 
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T^T  O  fecond  love  fhaTl  e'er  my  heart  furprise  ; 
•^       This  folemn  league  did  firft  our  paffion  biiitd  l 
Thotr,  only  thou,  canft  pleafe  thy  lover's  eyes. 
Thy  voice  alone  can  foothe  his  troubled  mind* 

Oh,  that  thy  charms  were  only  fair  to  me, 

Difpleafe  all  others,  and  fecure  my  reH; 
No  need  of  envy-^let  me  happy  be, 

I  little  care  that  others  know  me  blefs'd. 

With  thee  in  gloomy  defarts  let  me  dwell. 
Where  neverhuman  footftep  mark'd  the  gnmud  |  ■     ; 

Thou,  light  of  life,  all  darknefs  canft  expel,  . 
And  feem  a  world,  with  folitude  aro^BlLk 

I  fay  too  much— my  heedlefs  words  reftore'l 

My  tongue  undoes  me  in  this  Ipviug  hour: 
Thoo  know'ft  thy  ftrength,  and  thence  infulting  l9Qr«t» 

Wilt  make  me  feel  the  weight  of  all  thy  foyf%^    '  ^ 

'\.       \*     Vrtiate' 
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Virhatc*er  1  feel,  thy  flavc  I  will  rfmaia,     .  .  ^    ,  •  . 

Nor  fly  the  burden  I  am  iFprjjf'fl  to  bear:    ,  .,...; 
In  chains  Til  fit  jne  4own  ft.Ventt$'  faae ;  "^     :,  < :     *     * 

She  knows  my  wrongs,,  andr will  ^^S¥^  f^ Jff^^^fi 
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T   E  T  others  boaft  theii^Vi^^cf  ihining  goI44 
'^^  And  view  their  &e\^  \s^  waving  plenty  crown'd  ; 
Whom  neighboring  foes  in . conftant  terrpr*  hold, ,    f . , , 
And  trumpe'ts  br^jk  their  .flamb«|Q»— never  (bund* 

While,  calhtly  poor,  I  trifle  life  awa^; 

Enjoy  fwe^t  leifure  by  tAy  diearful  fife : 
No  wanton  hope  my  quiet  fhall  betray; 

But,  cheaply  blefe'd>  1*11  fcom  each  vain  diefirA. 

With  timely  care  1*11  fow  my  little  field; 

And  plant  my  orchard  Widi  it^s  mailer's  hand; 
Nor  blufli  to  fpread  the  hay^  the  hook  to  wield. 

Or  range  my  flieavei  ajong  the  foniiy  land. 

If  late  at  duik,  while  csbrelefsly.I  roam> 

I  meet  a  iirolling  kid,  or  bleating  lamb; 
Under  my  arm  I'll  bring  the  wand'rer  home« 

And  not  a  little  chide  it's  thottghtlefs  dani« 

What  joy  to  hear  the  tempefl  howl  in  vain. 

And  clafp  a  ftarful  miib-efs  to  my  breaf!! 
Or,  Inll'd  to4f  amber  by  th6  beating  rain, 

Secore  and  happy,  |nk  at  laft  to  reft  1 

Or  if  the  fun  in  flaming  Im  ride. 

By  Ihady  rivcrs.ind%ntiy  jftrtty j 
And  with  my  Delilt,  wall^^  fide  1^4^, 

Hear  how  they  murmt^^^^i^Jj^iLway! 

8.G  ^Tiat 
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What  joy  to  ynnd  along  th6  cool  retrtat; 

To  ftop  and  gkze'on  iTelta  as  I  go! 
To  mingle  fweet  difconrft  whh  Id^ts  fweet, 

Antf  tcacK  my  lovely  fciibbur  all  I  knt^ ! 

Thus  pleas'd  at  heart,  and  not  with  Fancy's  drcarar^ 

In  filent  happinefs  t  reft  tiiikiio^^; 
Content  with  what  I  arn^  not  what  I  feen^y 

I  live  far  Delia  and  nyRff  albhe^ 

Ah,  fooliih  man!  who  ftitts  of  lier  pofefs'd. 
Could  float  and  wan<lef  with'amhidon's  wiro^ 

And,  if  his  outward  trap|>ing»  ^ko  him  blefsM, 
Not  heed  the  ficknefs  of  his  confcious  mind. 

With  her  I  (com  the  idle  breath  of  praife. 
Nor  trail  to  happinefs  that's  not  our  own ; 

The  finile  of  fortune  might  fufpicion  raife^ 
But  here  I  know  that  I  aiki  lOv'd  alone. 

Stanhope,  tn  wiidom  as  in  wit  divine^ 

May  rife  and  plead  Britanma's  glorious  caufr; 

With  deady  rein  his  eager  wit  confine. 
While  manly  fenfe  the  4eep  attention  draws ! 

Let  Stanhope  fpeak  his  lift'niog  country's  wrongy 
My  humble  voice  (hall  pleafe  one  partial  maid  > 

For  her  alone  I  pen  my  tender  fong. 
Securely  fitting  in  his  friendly  fha3e. 

Stanhope  (hall  come,  aYid  grace  his  rural  frienc^  f 
Delia  fhall  wonder  at  her  noble  gueft ; . 

With  blaihlng  awe  the  riper  frijit  commend. 
And  for  her  hu(band-s  patron  culi.th^  beft. 


He 
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Hcr's  be  the  care  of  all  my  little  train^ 

While  I  with  tender  indolence  am  blefs'd,  . 

The  fav'rite  fubjeft  of  her  gentle  reign> 

By  love  alone  difUDguiih'd  from  the  reft* 

For  her  Til  yoke  my  pxen  to  the  plow^  '.     ' 

In  gloomy  fore&s  tend  my.lonc;ly  flock ; 
For  her,  a  goat-herd,  climb  the  mountain's  hrow,   ' 

And  ileep  extended  on  the  naked  jrock  {     , 

Ah  !  what  avails  to  prefs  the  ftately  bed. 

And  far  from  her  midft  taftelefs  grandeur  weep ; 

By  marble  fountains  lay  the  penfive  head. 

And,  while  they  murmur,  ftrive  in  vain  to  fleep! 

Delia  alone  can  pleafe,  and  never  tire,  \      '      . 

Exceed  the  paint  of  thought  in  true  delist ; 
With  her,  enjoyment  wakens  new  defire. 

And  equal  rapture  glows  thro*  ev'ry  night  V 

Beauty  and  worth  in  her  alike  contend^ 

To  charm  the  fancy  and  to  fix  the  mind  :  - 
In  her,  my  wife,  my  miftrefs,  and  my  friend, 

I  tafte  the  joys  of  fenfe  and  reaibn  join'd. 

On  her  I'll  gaze  when  odiers*  loves  are  o'er. 

And  dying,  prefs  her  with  ihy  clay-cold  hand  !-• 

Thou  weep^ft  already,  as  I  y/ere  no  more  ; 

Nor  can  that  gentle  breaft  the  thought  withftaudf 

Oh,  when  I  die,  my  lateft  moments  ipare. 

Nor  let  thy  grief  with  fharper  torments  kill ! 
Wound  not  thy  cheeks,  nor  hurt  that  flowing  hair  f 

Tho'  I  am  dead,  my  foul  ifeall  Iqvc  thee  fi^-l 

J  9*  OK 
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Oh>  quit  the  room  I  oh,  qttit  the  deathfal  bed  ! 

Or  thou  wilt  (lie— &  tender  is  thy  heart ! 
O  leave  me,  Delia,  ere  thou  fee  me  dead ; 

Thefe  weeping  fKends  will  do  thy  moumftil  part  J. 

Let  them,  extended  on  the  decent  bier. 
Convey  the  corfe  in  melancholy  flate;      .^ 

Thro'  all  the.vHlage  fpread  the  tender.tear. 
While  pitying  maids  our  wond'nous  loves  iielate  { 
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\Ji7  H  A  T'  fccnei  of  tiiifs  myTaptur'd  fancy  fifai|i'4t.  i. 

In  fome  lone  ijpot  with  Peace  and  thee  retir'd! 
Tho'  Reafon  then  my  fanguine  fondnefs  blam'd, 
I  ftill  believ'd  what  flattering  Love  infpir'd ! 

Qut  now  my  wrongs  have  taught  my  humbled  i^ind^ 
To  dangerous  blifs  no  longer  to  pretend: 

In  books,  a  calm  but  fix'd  content  to  find- 
Safe  joys,  that  on  ourfelves  alone  depend. 

With  them,  the  gently  mQm<?nts  I  begijfilc 

In  learned  eafe  and  elegant  delight ; 
Compare  the  beauties  of  each  diiFerent  ftyle,  ^ .  ^ 

Each  varimis  ray  of  wit's  difFufive  light: 

Now  mark  th^  (Irength  of  Milton's  fecred  lines^  .  '  ^^_ 

Senfe  raised  by  genius,  fancy  rul'd  by  art; 

Where  all  the  glory  of  the  Godhead  ihines. 

And  earlie^  innbcence'inchants  the  heart.  " 

Now,  fir'd  by  Pope  and  virtue,  leave  the  age 

In  low  purfult  of  felf^rihdblng  Wfongj      '  '  ■•=  -^ 

And  trace  the  author  diro*  his  moral  pa|;c, 
'  •  Whofe  blamclels  life  IfiU  aiftwicrf  to  hVforfg.    '         "'*  ^ 


If 
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Jf  time  and  books  my  lingering  pain  can  heal. 

And  reaibn  fix  it*s  empire  o'er  my  lieart ; 
^y  patriot  breaft  a  nobler  warmth  fliall  feel^ 

And  glow  with  love  where  weaknefs  has  no  paitv 

Thy  heart,  O  Lyttelton,  ihall  be  my  guide; 

It's  fire  ihall  warm  me,  and  it's  worth  improve  : 
Thy  heart j  above  all  envy,  and  all  pride. 

Firm  as  man's  fenfe,  and  foft  as  woman's  lovr* 

And  you,  OWeft!  with  her  your  partner  dear. 
Whom  focial  mirth  and  ufeful  ibnfe  commend; 

With  learning's  feaft  my  drooping  mind  (hall  chear^ 

Clad -to  efcape  from  Iiove  to  fuch  a  friend.  '  i*  ^ 

put  why  fo  long  my  weaker  heart  deceive ! 

Ah,  ftill  I  love  in  Pride  and  Reafon's  fpite  T 
No  books,  alas !  my  painful  thoughts  relieve ; 

And  while  X  threat^  this  Elegy  I  write. 


ELEGY        XV; 

/^  H,  form'd  alike  to  ferve  us  and  to  pleafe ; 
^^    Polite  with  honefty,  and  leam'd  with  cafe  ; 
With  heart  to  ^6t,  with  genius  to  retire ; 
Ppen,  yet  wife;  tho'  gentle,  full  of  fire : 
With  thee  I  fcorn  the  low  conftraint  of  art, 
Nor  fear  to  truft  the  follies  of  my  heart ! 
Hear  then  from  what  my  long  defpair  arofe. 
The  faithful  ftory  of  a  lover's  woes. 
When,  in  a  fober  melancholy  hour, 
Reduc'd  by  Sicknefs  under  Reafon's  pow'r,      ^ 
I  view'd  my  ftate,  too  little  wcigh'd  before, 
^nd  Loy«  hii{ifclf  cguld  flatter  me  iio  morcj 


My 
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My  Delia's  hopes  I  would  no  more  deceive, 

Sut  whom  my  paffion  hurt,  thro'  friendfhip  leave  : 

I  chofe  the  coldeft  words  my  heart  to  hide. 

And  cure  her  fex's  weaknefs  thro'  it's  pride. 

The  prudence  which  I  taught,  I  ill  purfu'd; 

The  charm  my  reafon  broke,  my  heart  renewed*  ^ 

Again,  fubmifiive  to  her  feet  I  came  ; 

And  prov'd,  too  well,  my  paffion,  by  my  iliame ; . 

While  fhe,  fecure  in  coldnefs,  or  difdain. 

Forgot  my  love,  or  triumph'd  in  it's  pain; 

Began  with  higher  views  her  thoughts  to  raife, 

And'fcom'd  the  humble  poet  of  her  praiie  ! 

She  let  esus^  little  lye  o'.cr  truth  prevail. 

And  fbengthen'^j  by  her  faith,  each  groundlds  ^le  ; 

Believ'd  the  grofleft  arts  that  malice  try'd  ; 

Nor  once,  in  thought,  was  on  her  lover',s -fide* 

Oh,  where  were  then  my  fceues  of  fancy'4  Ufe  ! 

Oh,  where  the  friend,  the  mifireis^  and. the  wifej 

Her  years  of  promis'd  love  were  quickly  paft;  ;^    ;  ' 

Not  too  revolving  moons  could  fee  them  laft  ! 

To  Stow's  delightful  fcenes  I  now  repair. 

In  Cobham's  fmile  to  lofe  the  gloom  of  care ! 

Nor  fear  that  he  my  weaknefs  fliould  de/pife. 

In  nature  learned,  and  humanely  wife. 

There  Pit,  in  manners  foft,  in  friendfhip  warm. 

With  mild  advice  my  lift'ning  grief  flxall  charm: 

With  fenfe  to  counfel,  and  with  wit  to  pleale ; 

A  Roman's  virtue,  with  a  courtier's  eafe ! . 

Nor  you,  my  friend,  whofe  heart  is  ftill  at  reft. 

Contemn  the  human  weaknefs  of  my  breaft  : 

Reafon  may  chide  the  faults  (he  cannot  cure. 

And  pains,  which  long  we  fcorn'd,  we  oft  endure, 

Tho*  wifer  cares  employ  your  ftndious  mind; 

form'd  with  a  foul  fo  elegantly  kind. 

Your  breaft  may  Ibfe  the  calm  it  long  has  kaowtt«  '• " 

And  learn  my  woeS  to  pity,  by  it's  owm"     -  •"- 


Tf 
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THE    MOUSFs    PETITION*. 

3UND     IN     THE     TRAP     WHERE     HE     HAD     BEEN     COKFINZO 
'     ALL    NI^HT. 

BV    MISS    ^IKINf.     . 
Parcere  fubje^s>  &  debellare  fuperbos.  Vimom 

OH!  hear  a  pcnfive  prifettcr's  prayer. 
For  liberty  that  fighs  J 
And  never  let  thxbe  heart  be  ihot 
Againft  the  wretches  cries. 

For  here  forlorn  and  fid  I  lit. 

Within  the  wiry  grate  j 
And  tremble  at  th'  approaching  mom. 

Which  brings  impending  fate. 

if  e'er  thy  breaft  with  Freedom  glowM, 

And  fpurnM  a  tyrattt*is  chain. 
Let  not  thy  ftrong  oppreffivc'forc? 

A  free-bom  monfe  detain. 

Oh !  do  not  ftain  with  gailtleft  blood, 

Thy  hofpitable  hearth ;    ' 
Nor  triumph  that  thy  wiles  betray *d 

A  prize  fo  little  worth. 

•  To.  boaor  Ptieftley« 

the  author  li  concerned  to  find>  that  what  uras  rnteikded  as  the  petition  of 
Tcy  againft  Juftice,  has  bcenoonftrued  as  the  plea  of  Huiqaoity  againlt  Craeity. 
:  is  certain  that  cruelty  could  never  be  apprehended  frora  the  gentleman  to 
om  this  is  addrefled ;  and  the  poor  animal  would  have'  fuffered  mort  as  (he 
Um  of  domeftick  oscottomy>  than  of  philofophical  curiofity. 

t  Now  Mrt.  Barkold. 

The 
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The  fcatterM  gleanings  of  a  feaft 

My  frngal  meals  fupply : 
But  if  thine  u^relenung  heart  , .  : 

That  (lender  boon  deny^ 

The  chearfiil  light,  the  vital  sir. 

Are  bleffings  widely  given  ; 
Let  nature's  commoners  enjoy     ' 

The  common  gifts  of  Heaven. 

The  well-taugkt  philofbphic^  mind 

To  all  compaffion  gives  ^  .  ^     > 

Cafts  round  the  world  an  eqoal  ^9 

And  feels  for  all  that  lives*  m^    .   ■   j    ■ 

H  ' 

If  mind,  as  andentG^sttaghtf. 

A  never-dying  flame. 
Still  ihifts  thro'  matter's  varying  forms^ 

In  every  form  the  fame: 

Beware,  left,  in  the  worm  you  cmfh, 
A  brother's  (bul  you  find;  .        «    . 

And  tremble,  left  thy  luckleis  hand 
Diflodge  a  kindred  ndnd.' 

Or,  if  this  tranfient  gleam  of  day  j;             -  v 

Be  all  of  life  we  fhare  5  ;   -    ^    O 

Let  Pity  plead  within  thy  breafi> 

That  little  all  to  fpare.  <  ^  ^ 

So  may  thy  hofpitable  board 
With  health  and  peace  be  crown'd  ; 

And  every  charm  of  heart-felt  eafe,  :  ..>« 

Beneath  thy  roof  be  found.  .       n*.  ^ 
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So,  when  defliuflapA  hooks  mfeen,  ^M 

Which  men  like  mice  may  ihare ; 
May  fome  kind  angel  clear  thy  path»    '  ^  " ' 

And  break  the  hidden  fnare. 


an-  . 

THE    INDIAN    fHlLOSOPHEH. 

■  -^i-  •  ■     ■  -  - 

bV  dr.  watts.  ■. 

V  V    '  Whipai^  hymen's  fUken  d|ain  s 
I  .Ajfl^lB^-of  iron  prove  f, 
*  Good  Goc^i  ^  ^^VPg<r»  ^  ^»ui  that  binds 
'«  Millions  of  ha^idsj^  Aumld  leave  their  mindf 
'  At  fuck  a  looie  ^x>m  love  I' 

III  vain  I  fought  ikM^ond^rovs  canfe  ;\ 
Search'd  the  wide  fields  of  natare'ti^anys. 

And  tkyg'd  th^  fchools  infpin : 
Till  deep  in  thought j  ^wit^n  ^y-bre^ 
My  foul  mir'd^  and  fipmber  drefsM 

A  bright  iiiiftmdive  icept . 

O'er  the  wi|e  Ux^^  ^idfjapG  tW  tide, 
'On  Fancy's  airy  wing  I  nde  ; 

Svm^  ;rapCiiE|i  of  tjthe  siind<! r' 
Till  on  the  banks  of  Gangee'  flood. 
In  a  tall  andexit  g|pvje  I  Aood,        ^y 

For  facrkl  tt(e4efigi^'d»  ^■.  ..- 

Hard  by,  a  y«n^ab)» priift^  -  =4*?"'^-   - 

Ris^  with  his  god,  the  -bn,  -frooL  tei^:  ;1}>  ?~   rj 
Began  ]^\X9%rniAg  ^^ : 

3H  Thrice 
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l%Ue  he  conjur'd  the nmrmMiig  fiream; 
The  btrth  of  fouls  was  ail  his  ^lemoi 
.  'And  half  divine  his  tongue* 

He  fang  th*  eternal  rolling  flame ; 

That  yi$t4  °^^«  ^^'^  ^^  ^^  ^^^^> 

Does  all  oar  minds  compoie: 
-  Wl)^n^e  ih»p*d  in  twice  teh'tkoufand  frames. 

Whence  differing  foi^K^f  di^rent  names 
And  different  paffions  rofe. 

^  The  mighty  PowV  that  form'd  the  mind, 

'  One  mould  for  ev'ry  two  de%liM ;  . 

«  Then  blefs'd  thelMkr-bm  pair  i 

"  This  be  a  match  for  tkiK»''  ^  ttU ; 

'  Then  dowii  he  fent  theTOuls  he  made^. 

•  To  fttk  thein  bodies  here. 

^' 

*  But  partiiig  from  their  w^MKkbode's,  j[ 

*  They  kiMfeif  fellows  on  the  roads, 

•  •  4iMl  iicref  joift'd  their  hands:  ^    ,. 

'  O  cruel  diancr,  and  crofiing  fateis  ! 
'  Our  Eaftem  fouls  have  loft  their  niates 

'  On  Earope's  barbarous  lands  I'         ^  ;; 

Thus  (ang  the  wbnd'108  Indian  bar^ 
My  Uftening  ear  attentive  heanjft  .•  . 

Whim  Ganges  ceai*d  to  tiofWi 

*  Sure,  then/  faid  I,  '  cbuld  I  but  fee 
'  ' -^  Thfe  gewlrnymph'  that  twiajd  with  mc, 

f. il  iiig^t  be  happy-tbo J.* 

Some  eidKeous  angel  tellime  where; 
What  difbOHPtaitdd  tktr  unknown  {auv   ' 
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Swift  as  the  wheel  of  nature  rolls,  .^,  ,       ' 

d    I'd  fly  to  meet  and  mingle  fouls,  •  ^nrf 

And  wear  the  joyful  chain*     .J. 


THE    FORCE    OF    RELW^ION; 
OR,    VANQUISHED    LOVE./ 

IN      TWO      BOOKS. 

BY      DR.    YOUNG. 
Gnitior  et  jM^ro  veniens  in  corpore  virh} y.  v  i  r  g^ 

hk   >*B<i^QK     I, 

I'  Ad coelum  v^atia lumii;!^  tpUeos, 
Lumina  |  nam  teneras  arcebant  vincola  palmas.  tf  la. 

FROM  lofty  themes^  &om  thoughts  tliat  foar'd  on  high^ 
And  open'd  WQii^^^us  fcenes  above  the  &y, 
MyMufe,  defcend!  indulgemyfbnd'4feiiei 
With  fofter  thoughts  my  melting  fouMfeipirc, 
And  fmooth  my  numbers  to  a  female's  praife : 
A  partial  world  will  liften  to  my  lays. 
While  Anna  reigns>  iind  fets  a  female  name 
Unrivall'd  in  the  glorious  lifU  of  Fame. 

Hear,  ye  £sar  daughters  el^Miis  happy  land !       ' 
Whofe  radiant  eyes  the  yanquiih'd  world  commwcl  ? 
Virtue  is  beauty ;  but  when  d^ins  of  n^ind 
With  elegance  of  outward  form  are  joijii'^  i[         . 
When  youth  makes  <och  bright  obje^^s^l^  IP9^-  b^gK^ 
And  Fortune  fets  them  in  the  ftrongeft  light;» 
•fis  aH  of  heav'n  that  we  below  may  vicw^ 
And  all  but  adorieitiou  is  your  due.«  :uo' 

Fam'^d  female  virtue  did  this  ifle  adora  ,I>  .  .. ,. 
J^ic  Ormonde  or  her  glorious  queei^;  wa$  born : 

3Hi  When 
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When  now  Maria's  pow*rftil  ttms  prcviH'd,  ^ 

And  haughty  Dudley's  bold  amintion  MPd,  -  !' 

The  beauteous  ^filter  of  groat  SnfFblk's  raccy  m 

In  blooming  youths  adorn'd  with  cv'ry  grace« 
Who  gain'd  a  crown  by  treafon  not  her  own. 
And  innocently  fill'd  another's  throne, 
Hurl'd  from  thtf  Himmit  of  imperial  ftate^ 
With  equal  mind  faftaiu'd  the  ftroke  of  Fate.  - 

But  how  will  Guilford,  her  far  dearer  part. 
With  manly  reafoa  fordfy  his*  heart  t  " 
At  once  ihe  longs,  and  is  afraid  to  know  ; 
Now  fwift  ihe  moves,  and  how  advances  flew. 
To  find  her  lord ;  and,  finding,  pafTe^^by,  .♦  .- 

Silent  with  fear,  nor  dare  fhe  meet  his  eye,  ^ 

Left  that,  unafk'd,  in  fpecchlefi  |;rief  difclofe  K*b    . 

The  mournful  fecret  of  his  inward  ^woes. 
Thus,  after  ficknefs,  doubtful  of  her  face. 
The  melancholy  virgin  fhun's  the  glafs.  j 

At  length,  with  troubled  thought,*  but  look  ftfeftti,  [- 

And  forrow  ibften'd  by  her  heavenly  mien> 
She  claips  her  lord,  brave,  beautiful,  and  young. 
While  tender  accents  melt  upon  her  tongue  ;  •  •>  -^" 

Gentle  and  fweet  as  vernal  Zephyr  blows,  ,..-..::? 

Fanning  the  lily  or  the  blooming  rofe.  .-    v^ 

•  Grieve  not,  my  Lord  ;  a  crown  indeed  is  loft  I  .  -  m 

'  What  far  outfhines  a  crown  we  ftill  may  boaft ; 

*  A  mind  composed,  a  mind  that  can  diidain  ■    '' 

*  A  fruitlefs  forrow  for  a  lofs  fb  y^'J*  ■'■.'. 

*  Nothing  is  lofs,  that  virtuMfean  iiprdve  '  >i/l' 
'  To  wealth  eternal,  and  return  id#ve  ; 

*  Above,  where  no  diftindiaon  fhaU'be  known  ?     .    .\ 

*  'Twixt  him  whom  ftohns  have  fhaken  from  a  thrbnje-,  - 

*  And  him  who,  balking  in  the  fmiles  of  Fate,  "'  ' '  • 

*  Shone  forth  in  all  thfl.fplendour  of  the  great:  •  -  =  ''•'■ 

*  Nor  can  I  find  the  difkencc  here  befow  ;        *fa 

*  I  lately  was  a  (Jueen — I  ftiUjLm  fb,  •*—';•  L" 

'  «Whik 


'  Wlulc  Guilfoid's  wife :  thee  mther  I"dbey;    ■         '■   ""■  "' 

*  Than  o'er  mankind  extend.-im^Hal  fwiay;  •    ^i  '     - -'^ 

*  When  we  lie  down  in  fomc-iobfcut^'rullnUi^ 

*  Incens'd  Maria  may  her  rage  for^t;       '* 

*  And  I  to  death  my  duty  will  imprcnTy  " 

*  And  what  you  raifs  in  emj)ire  tfdd  in  love  ^— 

'  Your  godlike  foul  is  opened' in  ydar  look;  * 

'  And  I  have  £iintly  your  great  meaning  fpokc.  "  * . 

^  For  this  alone  I'm  plcas'd  I  wore  thtf  crown, 
^  To  find  with  what  conteht  we  lay  it  do#li. 

*  Heroes  may  win,  but  'tis  aitek^'nly'race 

*  Can  quit  a  throne  with  a  becoming  grace.* 

Thus  fpoke  the  faireil  of  her  fex,  and  chear'd  ' 

Her  drooping  lord>  whofe  boding  boibm  fear'd  "^ 

A  iaxker  cloud  of  ills  would  burft,  and  ihed 
Severer  vengeance  on  her  guiltlefs  head. 
Too  jiift,  alas  !  the  terrors  which  he  felt ; 
For,  lo  !  a  guard  ! — forgive  him  if  h*  hkelt-— 
How  fharp  her  pangs,  when  fever'd  from  his  fide  I 
Thie  moft  fincerely  k>v'd  and  loving  bride  - 

In  fpace  confin'd,  the  Mufe  forbears  to  tell  ;  • " 

Deep  was  her  anguiih,  but  fhe  bore  it  i^Il :  ^ 

His  pain  was  equal,  but  his  virtue  lefs ;  .^i 

He  thought  in  grief  there  could  be  no  exccfs.  ..' 

iPenfive  he  fat,  o'ercaft  with  gloomy  care. 
And  often  fondly  ckfp'd  his  abfent  ikir  ; 
Now,  filent,  wandcr'd  thra'  his  rooms  bf  ftate,    ;     i^^  ^* 
And  iicken'd  at  the  pomp^  and  tax'd  his  fate,  ■  ■  •    -  ' 

W&ich  thus  adorn'd,  in  a&iier  iUiiins  ^bore,      <         t;  •      ' 
A  fplendid  wretch,  magni^feently  poor. 
Now  on  the  bridal-bed  hiaf^^s  were  caft^  \  •  » =;  \   * 

And  angniih  fed  on  his  enjoyments  paft ;        '  .    '  ^ 

Each  recollefted  pleafure  made  him  {mzrtfit.  .    r-  u.  ^    - 

And  ev'ry  tranfport  flabb'd  him  to.  the  Jneart, 

That  happ^  moon  which  funuBOb'd  t»  delight. 
That  moon  which  fhone  on  his  dear  nuptial  night ! 
•      '  '  Which 
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Which  law  him  foMlicr  jrct  tirittfbd  diarmt,  •         '  ^    -'^ 
(DeliyM  to  princes)  in  his  longing  arms ;  ";  ^    vO  * 

Now  fees  the  tn^lBM^tS&ng  fket  away,  .r.  nl  ' 

Empire  and  love,  tke  vifiMH  of  a  day  I  i    /.  ^ 

Thus,  in  theBritiih  eiitaie^  afimnicr-ftonn         ..^^   :  :  * 
Will  oft  the  fmiling  &ce of. hcaT^n. deform;  .  •/. 

The  winds  with  violence  at  once  defcend,      . '  c  r .  ■ ;:  r  : 
Sweep  flow'rs  and  fruits,  and  make  the  foreft  bend  4^  I  ;:\ 
A  fudden  winter^  while  the  fun  is  near, 
OVrcomes  the  feafon^  and  inverts  the  year.  ^  '- 

But  whither  is  the  a^dve  borne  awty,  ;    .    i 

The  beauteous  captive  I  from  the  chearful  dayf 
The  fcene  is  thang'd,  indeed  !  before  her  eyes   .    ,:"     :*i  ^ 
Ill-boding  looks  and  unknown  horrors  rife  i  ■    .  -  i.   ^ 

For  pomp  and  iplendour,  for  her  guard  toid  crbwn>    .  Xil  ^ 
A  gloomy  dungeon,  and  a  keeper's  frown  : 
Black  thoughts,  each  mom,  invade  thelovbr's,brea&$ 
Each  night  a  rnfllah  locks  the  q^een  to  reft.    * :    :     "^     v 

Ah,  mournfnl  change,  if  jadg'd  by  vulgar  mindiri^  '^ 
But  Suffolk's  daughter  it's  advantage  finds:.*  *       *        -  /•  r.-    j 
Religion's  force  divine  is  baft  di^hiyM  .:/: 

In  deep  defertion  of  all  human  aid  :  .  7  ,^ 

To  fuccour  in  extremes  is  her  delight,  '     •    ,  .       -.n  i 

And  chear  the  heart  wlien  terror  ftrikes  the  %htk  r  >  •  iH 
We,  difbelieving  our  own'fenfcs,  gaze^  . .  i-:  ;,-  ?  •  ^h  t 
And  wonder  what  a  mortil's  heart  can  raife  m.,  .< j  ->.u  i^2 
To  trismph  o'er  misfortunes,  fhiile  in  pief^,  :: .  .>  tA  i 
And  comfort  thoie  who  come  to  bring, ip|fte£>.:  :,  ,  .  ;j  ^  jj^n> 
We  gave;  and,  as  we  gaascyiaveiM^  ilmn^decay^.  .^^ 
And  all  the  world's  vam  glories  ^i|k  aw^yl-^    :.::.;   T^ci* 

Againft  her  care»  fhe  rais'd  a  dMittlefs  mindb;  .....a  ^i^/ 
And  with  an  ardent  heart,  but  moft  refign'd«  .  .,  l,  .^-r.^l^ 
Deep  in  the  dreadfcl  gk>om,  with  pious  heat;^  ,.j  -  .  -.c.t 
Amid  the  filence  oTjridr -dark  retreat,  "i^  •'*^':  ;;  ^rj-^ 
Addrefs'd  her  God— ?  "Alflligiity  Pow'r  Diyin^lb^.  /i  iiu^' 
«  'Tis  thine  t6'raiie,'ted^to^epre^'is  thiner  r-^.i.'^.i-j  vg 

«  With 
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*  With  honour  to  ligj^  ^Kthe  .n%me  JumJqjMpwn,  .  .,^  ^ 

*  Or  to  put  out  the  luilre  pf  fi..  throne.     ;  ^ 

*  In  my  ihort  fpan^.both  ferliuiif «  X  hfivi  flpi^'d;  . 

*  And  tho'  with  ill  frail  nature  will  be  ii(ov'd«     ..  r 
«  I'll  bear  it  well  r  (O  ftrengthen  |yie  to  begr.i) 

*  And  if  my  piety  may  olaim  thy  caie.;  ^,, 

*  If  I  remember'd,  in  youth's  giddy>he«t>  - 
«  And  tnindA  of  a  t»nrt^  «  future  iUte^ 

*  O  favour,  when  thy.  mercy  I  implore^  \ 

*  Forone  whonever^guiky  fceptrefaor&I  ..      .,     ..,, 

*  'Twas  I  received  the  crown;  my  ?lord  is  free: 

*  If  it  muftlai^  let  vengeance  fall  on  me;  .^  r 

*  Let  him  funriye,  his  country's  name  to/aife»        : : 

*  And  in  a  guilty  land  to  fpeak  thy  praife  !     . 

*  Qmay  di'4ndiilgence  of  a  father's,  love,  ,      .... 

*  Pour'd  forth  on  me,  be  doubled  from  above  !  .  ..  ,  r. 
'  If  diefe  are  fale^  I'll  think  my  pray'rs  fucceed^  > 
^  And*  blefs  thy  tender  mercies  whilil  I  bleed.'  y 

'Twas  now  the  mournful  eve  before  that  day  ^ 

In  which  the  queen  to  her  full  wrath  gave  way  ; 
Thro' rigid  juftice  ruih'd  into  offence^  .  r   , 

And  drank,  in  zeal,  the  blood  of  innocence. 
.The  fun  went  down  in  clouds,  and  icem'd  to  mourn 
The  fad  neceffity  of  his  return ;  / 

The  hollow  wind,  and  melancholy,  rain. 
Or  did,  or  was  imagin'd  to  eompMt ; 
The  tapers  cifft  an  ifian^kious  light ;  n^  ,; 

Surs  there  wert-lNfke^  and  doubly  dark  the  nighci-  j      ...  : 

ISweet  Innocence  in  cftdns^fl^p  take,  her  re&;^     ,x^  .^  . 
Soft  flumber  gently  crefl|MJItg.thro'  her  breaft^:.^^.  .^  ^ ;  .. 
She  iinks ;  and  in  her  Smp  is  xe-enthron'd,       ^  ■  •f  ^-/,  *' 
Mock'd  by  a  gaudy  dream,  iu\d  v^ly  crown'd.-   ;    .        % 
She  views  her  fleets  and.  armies^  ieas  an4i}an4,   ..  y 

And  ftretches  wide  her  ihadQw  of  cogynand :  t   .  i 

Withroyalpurpleisher  viii((^  hung;  >^  - 

By  phantom  hofts  are  ihouts  oft.oonque/1  rung ;  ;     , 
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Low  at  her  feet  theihpj&nt  livfcl^lfes^-^  *•'  •''*■■■'  -"^-^ 
Our  prisoner  moaraa-iierfite;  tnd^ids  her 'rifer *-'--'  •'^*-** 

Now  level  beuns'^poii  the  waters -play'di  •*.•••"-:  ::.\M 
Glanc'd  on  the  hiHs;  and  weftwii^  caft  Ae  Aid??  '^  **"^ 
The  bufy  tradaa hk  city litdbegto  '    - '  --- ''^  - ^^ 

To  found,  and  fpcak  the  pmM  Hfe^  maif.  ■=* -  •*••  ■  ^  ■  ^' 
In  tyrants  brcalU»the  thoughts  of  tfertgeance  i^Wtoi'^'^"  -^^ 
And  the  fond  bridogrodm  t4ln(k'1i}iii  t6'hM'Q>6ttft?i'-^-**^*'  '^ 
At  this  firft  birth  of  light;  whltfe  mondnj^  %fi«ak^  '*= -"  *'"' 
Oar  fpoufelefs  bride,  oqr  widcn/d  Wift  alr4k*s  f  ■  "'  '''  -  * 
Awakes  and  failes;  nor  night's^mpoAfife  blanfe^i-'''*'  •  '  ^' 
Her  real  pomps  were  fittieiBA^  tfcfti 'dreuns !  -Ji:"-  •:-'- 
A  (hort-liv'd  blaxe,  a Hghtning' quickly  o'el^;' •  »•  ■  - ^*i -'  " 
That  dy'd  in  birth,  that  ihone,  and  were^onoHCl'.-'-^  tir  ^ 
She  tum«-her  fide,  and  loon  refume^  a  ilate  •      ^    *  - 

Of  mind  well  faited  to  her  ahcr*d  fete ;      '  .,  r;  ?;.  *•" 

Serene,  tho'ferious;  when  dread. tidings  ti6me«..1^     '>'«-'^ 
(Ah,  wretched  Guilford  1)  of  her  inifaBit<ddo»4''  :»•••  "^'.^ 
Sun,  hide  thy  beams  !  in  clouds  as  Mack  as  liigilt'^'*  ^'    A 
Thy  face  involve  ;be  guiltlefe  of  the  fight-l    ;*    .  -:  :     rr 
Or  hafte  more  fwiftly  to  the  weftem  mainv  •  '    -•  •  — '  '^ 

Nor  let  her  blood  the  confcions  day-light  ftaiii!  - !       -  ''l^  ** 

Oh,  how  fevere  I  to  fall  fo  new  a  bride,-  .  •*/  ■  .  iA 

Yet  bluihing  from  the  prieii:,  in  yloiithful  pride^    .  ->:  ;  ^rT 
When  Time  had  juft  matur'deach perfeft ^graoei  '  ••*"  ^">' 
And  open'd  all  the  wortltrs  of  her  face  I      '^        .  v^*-:   j'V 
To  leave  her  Guilford  dead  to  all  rdief,  -    ^••'    ••         v~^ 
Fond  of  his  woe,  and  obftinate  in  griefef  r  • :  -    -    ■  -  .- -■  i'  ■ 
Unhappy  fair !  whatever  fartcy  driw,  :--..'  -^n^ 

(Vain  pK)misM  bleffiiigs  !)vaiHfli"from  her  new"*  •  '^^ 
No  train  of  chearful  days,  ^ndeariSl|g  xilgHts'j  *  .""  ■-'"": 
No  fweet  domeftick  joy's,  aind  chaiUi  delights  j*  '-  '^•"T^ 

Pleafures  tha^  bloflbm  e^en  from  doiihts  ^dfcilrs/. 
And  blifs  and  rapture  rifing  out  of  cares : 
No  little  Guilford,  Wick  pateriial  grace^      '     *'**" 
Lttll'd  on  her  kner^.  or-  fmaing  in  her  fade  j        , .     ,    .i4 1 
irll  Who, 


•■.;,  A 
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VHio,  when  her  dearefi  father  OaU  rettmi;^ 

from  pooriog'tears  on  her  untimely  «ra^    •  :  <<  - 

Might  comfort -to  his  filler  hairs  impolt^  >  •  ■ 

And  fill  her  place  in  his  iminlgent  hearts 

As  where  fruits  fall  quick-riimg  hMbms  iinib. 

And  the  bleis'd  Indian  of  his  cares  beguile.     .         :  ': 

In  vain  tkHit  various  reafens  jointly  prefs 
To  blacken  death,  •  and  heightett  her  diftiefs  t 
^he  thro*  th'  endrdkig  terrors  darts  her  'fight  < 

To  the  ble^s'd  regions  of  eternal  light,    ;    •    •. 
And  fills  her  ibul  with  peace :  to  weeping  friends- 
Her  &ther  and  her  lord  (hue  reoommendr, 
Unmov'd  hei*lf.    Her  foes  her  air  furvejr,    ' .  .    < 

And  rage  to  fee  their,  malice  thrown  away.' 
She  (oars  !  now  notlght  on  earth  detaini  her  care-*- 
But  Guilford^  who  (Hll  ftruggles  for  his  ihare : 
Still  will  his  form  importunately  rife. 
Clog  and  retard  her  tranfpbrt  to  the  Huts. 
As  tremUittg  fiames  now  take  a  feeble  Bight, 
Now  catch  the  brand  with  a  returning  light ; 
Thus  her  foul  onward,  from  the  feats  above 
Falls  fondly  back,  and  kindles  into  love. 
At  length  ihe  conquers  in  the  doubtful  field ; 
That  Heav'nfhe  feeks  will  be  her  Guilford's  ihield. 
Now  Death  it  welcome  I  his  approach  is  flow ;  '^ 

'Tis  tedious  longer  to  exped  the  Hi^. 

Oh,  mortals  1  (hort  of  fight,  who  think  the  paft  ^ 

O'erblown  misfortune  ftiill  fhall  prove  the  lafl ;  -'  - 

Alas !  misfortunes  travel  in  a  train,      ' 
And  oft  in  life  form  one  perpetual  chain  } 
Fear  buries  fear,  a^  ilb.on  ills  attend,         -*■'  '    .  -  r      . 
Till  life  and  forrow  meet  one  comxniott  end.  *  ,:    -  - 

She  thinks  that  flie  has  nought  but  death  to' fear,'     '  -  ~  ^- 

And  death  is  conquered;    W^fe  than  death  is  near  t       '  ^- 

Her  rigid  trials  are  notyet  compleat ;         * '  --    •  -•  *  *  ^  - 

The  i^cws  arrives  of  her^MiifatlietVfafiitf^'     ■  *  •-  -  *-  - 

i'nw  3  I  She 
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She  fees  his  hoaiy  head,  all' While  wkh^ge, 
A  vidim  to  th'  oftndcd  monarch's,  rage. 
How  great  the  mercy,  had  file  breath'dher  laft 
Ere  the  dire  fentencc  on  her  father  p$(fs*d  !    • 

A  fonder  par^t  ifiatar^  n^verknevr,  : .  ..•;,'■ 

And  OS  his  age  increased  his  fbndttcfs'^grew. 
A  parent's  love  ne'et  better  Vi^ats  belbw'd  ?     •.  -<*'  .  ■'"•' 

The  pious  daughter  irf  her  he2ft*d*tfrfo!iv'd..  ••■-  •  •' 

And  can  fhe  front  aUweakne£(  ftiiljefrain,    ' 
And  fHll  the  firmnefs  of  hef'ftul  maidtai»?  :.'  -r^  ^ 

Impoffible!  arfigh*  WHl' force  it^s  way';"  /-  !  -■    - 

One  patient  tear  her  mbrtai:  birth  bel^ : !  .    . . : 

She  fighs  and  weepf !  but  fo  ihe  wee^-raid  fighsi:    ■  .    -  .  ^ 
As  filent  dews  defcend,  and  vstpovars  rife.  •    ■■■  ■  ^*  ■ 

Celeflial  PaticBGe!  how  doftthon- defeat  -»    . 

The  foe's  proud  mcflace,  ahd  cdtide:  hi*  hate ! 
While  Paffion  takes  his  party  betrays  onr  p^ace,    '   :  ?       .  % 
To  death  and  tortureiwelis  each  (H^t  (fi%raee';.  •.  .     .  - 
By  not  oppofing  th6ir  doft  tlfs  defthiy,  .".••• 

And  wear  thy  conqdcr'd  fdrrows  intd  joy;        :,•'., 

Now  (he  revolver  Within  her  anxious  mind 
What  woe  ftill  lingers  in  refervc  behiiid : 
Griefs  rife  on  gricK,  add  fhe  can  fee  Jio  bound. 
While  nature  I'afts,  aid  cata  receive  a  wound. 
"  V  The  fword  isr  drailKrn';  Ae  qneen  to 'rage,  india'di^- . 

•  By  mercy,. nor  by  piety  Cbnfin'd:  .      ,   ,. 

•  What  mercy  can  flic  zealot's  hieart  aifuagie,  )  i 

•  Whofe  piety  itfelf  converts  to  ragb^* 

She  thought,  and  figh'd  ;  and  now  the  blood  began. 
To  leave  her  beaut«K«'s  cTieek  aH  coid  and  wan : 
New  forrow  dimm'd  tHe  lufh-e  of  her  cyie. 
And  on  her  cheek  tlttJ^  fiiding  rofcs  die;.-  .,, 

'  Alas !  (hottid  Gnilibrd  too — '   Whe6  nbw  (he's  brought 
To  that  dire  vieswi,i  thiat  precipice  bf  thought ; 
While  there  (he  trembling  (lands,  npr  dares  look  iawu^  .o 
Npr  can  recede,  tiH  HeavV$  decreet  ^cknown,      '       '^\ 
•"*:  Care 


^EAUTllES.  vOF  jPtOEJTJl.Y^  ^ 

Cure  of  all  ills,  till  npw,  i^r^iof^  ^UWf^  «  v»     ^  ■ 

But  not  to  chear  l^errhe^t,  ai^  ^iH^)Ps^  •  ^ 

Not  now,  as  nfual,  ilftke  ijkt  |i^.49|^j 

To  chafe  the  fhadpwsi^Ad  ^^  ^Q^ps  f^wj^r;       .    ,       . .  .    ,  ^ 

But,  like  a  gloomy  ftoyaa,  4|t  (^HiPttP.iWf^P 

And  pluhge  her  to  thetbottoipiiOf  ^^4iM^« 

Black  were  kis  rpbes^  d<U0^^^^^.4i^» 
His  voice  was  frozen  tyjbi^dicoki^^iwf 
Slow,  like  a  ghoft,  Jic.mor'il.vKith  iblenm  pace^  ;^ 

A  dying  palenefsiat  upon  his  £ice. 
Back  (he recoiPd,  ike  fneuote  hec  lovelyfareal^. 
Her  eyes  the  angutfkgf  her  heart  con&fs'd; 
Struck  to  the  &nl,  fiie  ft^ggger/d  wi|h.the.w<miuU 
And  funk,  a  breatklefi.imagej  ix>.the  groi^uL 
Thus  the  fair  lily,  when  the 'iky's.  0.'erqafl» 
At  firil  but  fhiadslers  in  tkeifcaeble  blaft; . 
But  when  the^wiads  and  .weigjity  j-^ins  d/efcetidv 
The  fair  and  upright  ^m  is-forc'd  tO'bend, 
Till  broke,  at  length,  it*&  fnowy  leaves  arc  fhcd. 
And  ilrew  v(ith  dying  fwe^ts. their  native  bed» 


B  o  o  K    n. 

Hie  fkUtM  koBOs  ?  fie  1108  in  fc^ptra  reponW  T|ft  o. 

TTER  Guilford  claf|^s  her,  beautiful  in  deaths 

*•■  **•  And  witji  a  tifs.  recalls  her  fleeting  breath. 

To  taper>  ^us,  which  by  a  Waft  expire, 

A  lighted  taper,  t.puch'd,  reftores  the.  6rc, 

She  rear'd  her  fwimming  eye,  and  faw  the  light; 

And  Guilford,  tpo,  -or  Ae  had  loath'd  the  fight. 

Hct  father's  4?ath  (he  bore,  deipis'd  her  own. 

But  now  llie  muft, .  ihe  will  have  leave  tte  groan. 

*  Ah,  Guilford!'  flie  began,  and  would  have  fpoke, 

Btti  fobs  ruih'd  in,  and  evVy  accent  broke : 

3  I  2  '     Reafoa 
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Reafon  itfclf,  as  gofts  of  piflba  blar;    ^  .  ^  -  .z   ?o  tnr^o  : 

Was  ruffled  mih6tmfi9Stg  and  withdrew".  -           '^--^i^n  I 

So  the  youth  loft  his« image  in  fiie well^*       ■:  .■^■■. i>n\ 

When  tears  upoA  tfaie  yieldii^  iot&ce  fell  t  ■*     v   -  *.*•  *     AO 

The  fcatter'd  featu3feb  did  isto  decxy^  -  =     v   i  rrM  il 
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And  fpreading  circles  dro^  hisi  face  away. 

'to  touch  the  foft  affefdbns,  and  contmot    '  •  •     ^  >  ^tH 

The  manly  temper  of  the  bi^reft^U                '  ^    -"-'-  * 

What  with  afflided beavty  can  compaie,  .i*i\ 

.  And  drops  of  love  diftiiling  from  the  fair  f  •     r  '•.  V 

It  melts  us  dowa;  our  pains  delight  beftow,'           '  -Ai-L-^iv^J 

And  we  with  fondnefs  languifii  o'er^our  woe.  ^  *  -•  - :  ^ 
This  Guilford  pitsir'd ;  and,  with  excefs  of  jrm^  "  .  1 1  - 1 

And  pleafure  «D0>  did  «cy  hi^  bofom  ftrain  >'>    );:.:.'•' 

The  weeping  fair;  funk  defep  in  foft  defire>  ^  :-  •  \^' 

lndttlg*d  his  love,  and  nursM  the  raging  lire :  •  ^  '  : '.  :  r^ 

Then  tore  hiraielf  away;  and/ ftandingwide^',*,  ;  t   // 
As  fearing  a  relapfe  6f  fbiidnds,  cry'd. 
With  ill-diffbmbled  grief,  •  My  life,  fbrbeari 

*  You  wound  your  Gtiilford  with^each  cru^  tearr  ^  : 
'  Did  you  not  chide  my  grief?  reprefs  your  own,  - 

*  Nor  want  compaiHon  for  yourfelf  alone.  ■  .  -..-(x 

*  Have  you  beheld  how,  from  the  diftant  main,  *  :.  A 

*  The  thronging  waves  roll  on,  a  numerous  train^  .»  .'- 

*  Anti  foam,  and  bdilow,  till  they  reach  the  fhor^-  .  )^  >^ 
*"  There  burft  their  noify  pride,  and  are  no  more?  '  ^  *  i. 

*  Thus  the  fuccetfVe  flows  of  human  race,  t  -'.r.  j 

*  Chac*d  by  the  coihiAjg;,  the  preceding  chace;  . .     >/ 

*  They  found  and  fwellv  their  haughty  heads  XhJ^yi^s^   .r   A 
'  Then  fall  and  flatten,  break  and  difappear. 

*  Life  is  a  forfeit  we  muft  ftiortly  pay,                      >  .  ! 

«  And  where*s  the  mighty  lucre  of  a  day  ?  =    ". 

*  Why  fhould  you  mourn  my  fate  ?  'tismbSuiikind^  '^  ". 

*  Your  own  you  bore  with  an  unfhaken  mtiid :  a 
«  And  which,  can  you  imagine,  was  tfic  ^^t 

«  That  drank  mofl  bldod^,  funk  d^ptft  in^m^  tar»t*      ■ 
""-  '  •  I  car*. 


*  I  cannot  live  withoatyoi»r8a^:a7dDota^  -t    •'  •       '     i 

*  I  meet  with  joy^  to  ikore one  oomixleA  lOfiiWr^       .-.  -  ,.  .y 

*  And  are,  again>  your  tears^profoMfrpiltfl.  :  - 

*  Oh!  then  my  kindnefeblackeits  td'nysMIt^.  v 
'  It  foils  itfelf  if  it  recall  yoirf  paiii':^^     -     -r                     .  T 

*  Life  of  my  life !  I  beg  you  to.refrain !    ^  ^. 
'  The  load  which  Fate  impoies  you  incitafi^ 

*  And  help  Maria  to  deili^y  my  pe^ce!^' 

But,  oh  !  againft  himfelf  his  labour  tum'd;;:  '  i  ^  - 

The  more  he  comforted,  the  more  ihe  mourned* 
Compaifion  fwells  our  grief ;  words  ibft  and  kind 
^ut  foothe  our  w^knefs,  and  diifolve  the  mind«  .  .\ 

Her  forrow  €dw*d  in  ftreams  :  nor  her*8  alone  ^    -      ' 
While  that  he  blam'd,  he  yielded  to  his  own.  \ 

Where  are  the  fmiles  ihe  wdre  when  ihe,  lb  lat6,     ' 
Hail'd  him  great  pawner  of  the  rtfgal  ftate ;  ... 

When  orient  gem*  around  her  temples  blai'd^ 

And  bending  nations  on  the  glory  ga£'d  ? 

*Tis  now  the  queen's  command  they  both  retteat. 
To  weep  with  digiiity,  and  mourn  in  ftate : 
She  forms  the  decent  mifery  with  joy> 

And  loads  with  pomp  the  wretch  fhe  would  deftroy^  >> 

A  fpacious  hall  is  htttig  with  black  ;  all  light 
Shut  out,  and  noon-day  darkened  into  night :  , 

From  the  midkroof  a  lamp  depends  on  high. 
Like  a  dim  cjefcent  in  a  clouded  Iky ;  ^ 

It  fheds  a  quiv'ring,  melancholy  gloom  j 
Which  only  Ihews  the  darknefs  of  the  toomi 
A  ihining  «xtf  is  On  the  table  laid» 
A  dreadful  fight!  aild  glitters  thro*  the  ifhadtf* 

In  this  fad  fc<iiie  thfe  lovers  arc  ccmfinMi-  - 

A  fcene  of  terrors  to  a  giiilty  mind !  . 
A  fcene  tJiat  would  have  damp'd  with  rifing  (iaresi  / 

And  quite  extinguifh'd  every  love  but  theirs. 
What  can  they  do?  they  fix  their  mournful  ey^s-**   ... 
Then  Guilftrd  lhtt$>  ^broptlyc  *  I  defpifip 

•An 


«  An  empire  lold;  If&ogfmf^y  }tifi,qm>l9mi      r'  7i'>r.  ;:'.\ 

*  Number&JbMMr*}Wil''dllRlibrigbt4«lil6«»  dow*  ft  •  .  •  r  u:  ;f 
«  But  Where's  tkeiCl^arle^f  or  J^ipcle^iAnwii^li^     ':•      mI/ 

*  Could  quiX'fcke  blocmkigy  wed4ed,  "weej^i^  6iith      :    jb( 

*  Oh!  to  dwell  ever ,911  tjiy  lip^l  t^oilaad  h':Y\  A 

*  In  full  podeillon  of  thy  i90wy.]\aQidl  '^.r  r\ 
«  And,  thro*  th*  unclouded  cryiUl  of  thy  cyij*  .  ;  A. 
«  The  heav'nly  trenfureg.pf  thy  mind  to  fp^i  .  .  r  u 
'  Till  rapture  jreaiba- happily  decoys,  :   .  V 

*  And  my  foql  wanders  thro'  iminortaLjoys.! . 

'  Give  me  the  {vvorl4>  and  a(k.mejwlieFe's  n^ybUf^l*  :  ^  : .  i 
«  I  clafp  thee  to  my  breaft,  and  anfwer,  "  TJiig,"    ;  .;    , ' : 

*  And  ihall  the  grave^^'  He  gix>ans,  and  can  aa.moMrj  i-^'j 
But  all  her  charms  idiijence  Uaces  o'^r  :  .    Y  * 
Her  lip,  hqrt.^eejc,  and  .eye,*  to  wonder  wroi^t>t  s' 
And,  wond'ring,  fees,  in>fad  prefagingthoug^^  • 

From  that  fair  neck,  tli^t  w^r^  ofbea^uty^  £[iU,  ..     «;  : 

And  roll  along  the  daft,  a  gha^ly^all! 

Oh  I  Jet: tiiWc  tremble  who  .are  greatly  We&M  J  <. 
For  who  but  Guilford  Qould.be  thus  diftreii'd^       .-  .  :  ;^ 
Come  hither,  all  you  happy,  all  you  great !  ml    .^Y 

From  flaw'ry  meadows,  4nd  from  rooms  of  ftalo^  .  ti  1  -  >  • 
Nor  think  I  call  your  pleafuves  to  deftroy>  ;  ;:  JiV 

But  to  refine,  iuid  to  exalt,  your,  jay  :  :i..    )  in-'' 

Weep  not ;  but,  finiling,  /fix  your  ardent  cave  s 

On  nobler  titles  than  the  brave  or  fair.  :  ■  ■.  i  -  .•  '\\t 

Was  ever  fuch  a  mournful,  mioving  %ht !  .      .  :     ^      .  r 
See,  if  you  can,  by  that  dim,  •  trembling  Ught«  .    i  /   .     !'  \ 
Now  they  embrace  ;  and,  .mix'd.with  bitter  ivqe;^       ..  ;r  . »'/ 
Like  Ifis  and  her  Thames,  one  ftream  they  flow ;      ,  «»  ■ 
Now  they  Hart  wide;  fix'd  in  b«nttmbii;tg  car^,  /  l:  : 

They  ftiffen  into  ibtoes  of  defpair.  ■.  .     -.-.r^ ' 

Now,  tenderly  feverc,  an.d  fiercely  kind,  -.    iV 

They  rufli  at  o;j€e ;  they  flijog  their  cares  behiad,  ,  -  a  < 

And  clafp,  as  if  to  death ;  iiew  vows  r^>eat,     -  -   :  :  .   ..','1 
And,  quite  wrapp'dwp in  love,.  <Wgct;Ai?ir^4iie,3..  ..:  i  ;f.i 
../.  r  Alhor' 
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A  fliort  deluiion !  f<M*  the  raging  pud  S'  ; 

Returns^  and  their  poor  htfarts  mufl  bleed  aga»y 

Mean  time  the  queen  new  cruelty  decreed  y  -       : 
But  ill  content  that  they  fhould  only  bleed. 
A  prieft  is  fent,  who,  with  infidiotts  ^rtj 
Inftills  his  poifon  into  Suffc^'&Jteart ; 
And  Guilford  di'ank.  it -.—hanging  on  "the  breaft. 
He  from  his  childhood  was  with  ^ome  peffeis^d^ 
When  now  the  miniilers  of  D^ath-draw  nigh,.     .      . 
And  in  her  deareft  lord  (he  iirfl;  muft  die,- 
The  fubtle  prieft,  who  long  had  watch'd-  to  find 
The  moft  unguarded  paflbs  of  her  mind^  - .       :  . 

Befpoke  her  thus  :•  *  Grieve  not^  'tia  in  yourpow'r  , 
«  Your  lopd  to  refcue  from  dvis  fata^hour.'      ..,••, 
Her  bofbm  pants ;  flie  draws  hep  breath  witlvp^$      , 
A  fudden  horrqr  thrills  thro'  ey'ry  vein :  .      . .  ,  • .    . 
Life  feems  fufpended,  on  his-wo^ds  intentj  •    •..;:. 
And  her  foul  trembles  for  thcr  gr«at  eveivt.      ,  .   . .      . 

The  prieft  proceeds  :  *  Embrace  the  f»th  of  Ronie, 
*  And  ward  your  own,  your  lord's,  and  father'*  doom** 
Ye  bleffed  fpirits !  now  your  charge  faftain ;  t  . 

The  paft  was  eafe;  now  firft  ihc  fuffers  pain.  . 

Muft  (he  pronounce  her  father's  death  ?  muft  ihe 
Bid  Guilford  bleed  ? — It  muft  not,  cannot  be  i 
It  cannot  be  !  but  'tis  the  Ghriftian's  praife. 
Above  impoflibilities  to  raife 
The  weaknefs  of.  our  nature,,  and  deride 
Of  vain  philofophy  the  boafted  pride. 
What  tho'  ojir  feeble  finews  (carce  impart 
A  moment's  fwiftnefs  to  the  fcather'd  dart ;    • 
Tho'  tainted  air  pur.  vig'rous  youth*  can  break,. 
And  a  chill  blaft  the  hardy  warrior  fltafoe  ; 
Yet  are  we  ftrong.     Hear  the  loud.tempeft  roar- 
From  eaft  tQweft,  ^nd  call  us  weak  no  more  ;:-,.-. 
The  lightning's  unrcfifted  force  proclaims 
Oat,  mighty  toad'  thunder raife  our  humble  names : 

Tis 
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*Tis  our  Jehorah  fills  the  heav*ns ;  as  long 
As  he  (hall  reig;n  Almighty  we  are  ftrong. 
We,  by  devotion,  borrow  from  hb  throne. 
And  almoft  make  Omnipotence  oar  own : 
We  force  the  gates  of  hcav*n  by  fervent  pray'r. 
And  call  forth  triumph  oat  of  man's  deipair. 

Oar  lovely  mourner,  kneeling,  lifb  her  eyes^ 
And  bleeding  heart,  in  fllence,  to  the  0des  ; 
Devoutly  fad— then,  brightening,  like  the  day. 
When  fudden  winds  fweep  fcatter^d  clouds  away« 
Shining  in  majefty,  till  now  unknown. 
And  breathing  life  and  fpirit  fcarce  her  own. 
She,  rifmg,  fpeaks :  •  If  thefe  the  terms—' 

Here  Guilford,  cruel  Guilford !  (barbarous  man  I 
Is  this  thy  love !)  as  fwift  as  lightning  ran, 
0*erwhelmM  her,  with  tempeftuous  forrow  fraught^ 
And  ftifled  in  it's  birth^  the  mighty  thought. 
Then,  burfting  freih  into  a  flood  of  tears. 
Fierce,  refolute,  delirious  with  his  fears. 
His  fears  for  her  alone,  he  beat  his  breaft. 
And  thus  the  fervour  of  his  foul  exprefs'd : 
'  Oh  !  let  thy  thought  o*cr  our  paft  conveHc  rove, 
'  And  (hew  one  moment  uninflam'd  with  love ! 
'  Oh !  if  thy  kindnefs  can  no  longer  laft, 
<  In  pity  to  thyfelf  forget  the  paft ! 
'  Elfe  wilt  thou  never,  void  of  fhame  and  fear, 

*  Pronounce  his  doom  whom  thou  haft  held  fo  dear* 

*  Thou,  who  haft  took  me  to  thy  arms,  and  fwore 
f  Empires  were  vile,  and  Fate  could  give  no  more  ; 
«  That  to  continue  was  it's  utmoft  pow'r, 

*  And  makehe    future  like  the  prefent  hour : 

*  Now  call  a  ruffian,  bid  his  truel  fword 

*  Lay  wide  the  bofom  of  thy  worthlefs  lord  ; 

«  Transfix  his. heart  (fince  you  it's  love  difclaim) 
*■  And  ftain  his  honour  with  a  traitor's  name. 

f  T 
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*  This  might  perhaps  be  borne  without  rtmorfc^  . 
«  But  fure  a  father's  pangs  will  have  their  force ! 

*  Shall  his  good  age,  fo  near  it*s  journey's  end, 

*  Thro*  cruel  torment  to  the  gr'ave  defcend? 
<  His  Hiallow  blood  all  ifiue  at  a  wound, 

*  Wafti  a  flave's  feet,  and  fmoke  upon  the  ground  ? 
^  But  he  to  you  has  ever  been  feyere ; 

*  Then  take  your  vengeance-—'     Suffblk  now  drew  near. 
Bending  beneath  the  burden  of  his  care. 

His  robes  negleded,  and  his  head  was  bare. 

Decrepit  Winter,  in  the  yearly  ring. 

Thus  flowly  creeps  to  meet  the  blooming  Spring : 

Pownward  he  cz&  a  melancholy  look. 

Thrice  tum'd  to  hide  his  grief,  then  faintly  fpoke,. 

*  Now  deep  in  years,  and  forward  in  decay, 

*  That  axe  can  only  rob  me  of  a  day : 

*  For  thee,  my  foul's  defire  I  I  can't  refrain  ; 

^  And  fhall  my  tears,  my  laft  tears,  flow  in  vain  ? 

*  When  you  fhall  know  a  mother's  tender  name, 

*  My  heart's  diflrefs  no  longer  will  yon  blame!  ■ 
At  this,  afar  his  burfting  groans  were  heard  ; 
The  tears  ran  trickling  down  his  filver  beard : 

He  ihatch'd  her  hand,  which  to  his  lips  he  prefs'd, 
And  bid  her  plant  a  dagger  in  his  bread  ; 
Then,  finking,  call'd  her  piety  unjuft. 
And  foil'd  his  hoary  temples  in  the  dud. 

Hard-hearted  men  !  will  you  no  mercy  know  ? 
Has  the  queen  brib'd  you  to  diflrefs  her  foe  ? 
O,  weak  defcrters  to  Misfortune's  part. 
By  falfe  affedlion  thus  to  pierce  her  heart ! 
When  Ihe  had  foar'd,  to  let  your  arrows  fly. 
And  fetch  her  bleeding  from  the  jpiiddle  fky. 
And  can  her  virtue,  fpringing  from  tHc  ground. 
Her  flight  recover,  and  difdain  the  wound ; 
When  cleaving  love,  and  human  int'reft,  bind 
The  broken  force  of  her  afpiring  mind  ? 

3K  As 
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Then,  turning  to  the  mihiflers  of  Fatej 
She,  fmiling,  fays,  *  My  vidtery's  compleat ; 

*  And  tell  your  queen  I  thank  her  for  th^  biow> 
^  And  grieve,  my  gratitodi^  I  cannot  ihow. 

«  A  poor  return  I  leave  in  England's  crown, 
^  For  cVertafting  pTfcafflre  and  rfenowh  : 

*  Her  gttilt  alone  allays  this  happy  hour ; 

^  Her  guilt — the  only  vengeance  in  her  pow'r  !* 

Not  Rome,  untouch'd  with  forrow,  heard  her  fate; 
And  fierce  Maria  pity'd  her  too  late; 


EFFUSIONS     OF     AlELANCHOLY. 

BY    »iISS    ROBERTS. 

THE  filent  tear,  that  deals  ad«wn  the  cheek ; 
The  hiart-felt  figh,  that  heaVes  and  is  fiipprefs'd : 
^hefe  figns  the  an'guifh  of  the  mind  befpeak. 
And  fhew  the  forrow  iab'^ing  in  niy  bteaft. 

At  times^  i>efi>re  iny  fad  deluded  eye 

Some  dancing  gleams  of  flatt'ring  hope  apjpear ; 

Bat  ibon  the  ^uy  viiions  diftant  fly, 

Thbfe  tranfient  phantdxn's,  chac'd  by  black  Defpalr !  ^ 

That  gloomy  tyrant  now  refumes  his  feat, 

0*er  my  fad  foul  extends  his  racking  fway ; 
Obedient  to  his  will  my  piilfes  beat. 

And  mtet  with  rifing  gHef  each  liew-born  day. 

^iffitioQs  fmiles,  that  dimple  o'er  my  face, 
(Light  covering  of  a  heart  with  woe  replete !) 

How  oft  the  ftartihg  tears  yom  charms  deface  ! 
And  fighs^  half  fmother'd,  tell  the  vain  deceit 

3Ks  Oh! 
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Oh!  could  my  feeling  foul,  frofln  earth  reiiit*dy 
Reach  the  bright  maniions  of  etenial  reft ; 

To  Heaven  each  fublonary  wifli  rcfign'd ; 

No  more  fliould  paffions  fwell  this  beating  breaftl     •    '» 

Thefe  eyes,  from  whence  the  briny  fbvafns  have  fow*d^  " 

Oft  for  my  own,  and  oft  for  others  ill  9 
Their  ftock  cxhauftcd,  fpcnt  their  wat'ry  load, 

Cr ambled  in  4uft>  no  more ftould  temrs  diftiUI   _ 


R  OS  LINE        CASTLE. 

AN       ELEGY. 

BY    J.    JOHNSTONE,    tSQ^^ 

AT  dead  of  nights  the  hour  when  coorts 
In  gay  fantaftick  pleafures  move  ; 
And  haply  Mira  joins  their  fports. 
And  hears  fome  newer,  richer  love : 

To  Rofline's  ruins  I  repair, 

A  folitary  wretch  forlorn;; 
To  mourn,  uninterrupted,  there,  '  .... 

My  haplefs  love,  her  haplefs  fcom« 

No  found  of  joy  difturbs  my  ftrain. 

No  hind  is  whittling  on  the  hill ; 
No  hunter  winding  o'er  the  plain. 

No  maiden  iinging  at  the  rill. 

£fk,  murm'ring  thro'  the  dufky  pines, 
Refle6b  the  moon's  mifb-mantled  beam  ; 

And  Fancy  chills,  where'er  it  ihines. 
To  fee  pale  ghofts  obfcurely  gleam. 


A 
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'Not  fo  the  nights  that  in  thy  halls> 

Once«  Roiline^  danc'd  in  joy  along : 
Where  owls  now  fcream  along  thy  walls, 

Refonnded  ndrth-yifpiring  ibng. 

Where  bats  now  reft  their  footy  wing$> 

Th'  impitfprd  feaft  was  wont  to  flow; 
And  beauty  danc'd  in  graceful  ringis^ 

And  princes  iat^  where  nettles  grow* 

What  now  av^s,  how  great!?  how  gay? 

How  fair,  how  fine^  their  matchlefs  dames? 
Here  fleeps  their. imdiftinguifh'd  clay;  * 

And  e'en  the  ftones  have  loft  their  names. 

And  yon  gay  crouds  mnft  foon  eitpir^ 

Unknown,  unprab'd,  each  fair-on^'s  name! 
Not  fo  the  charms  that  bards  inQnre; 

Increaftng  years  increafe  their  £une. 

Oh,  Mira!  what  is  ftate  or  we^ldi  ? 

The  great  can  nerer  love  like  me ! 
Wealth  adds  not  days,  nor  quickens  health. 

Then,  vAkt  thou,  come  happy  be ! 

Come,  and  be  mine!  in  this  fwect  fpot. 

Where  Eflt  rolls  clear  his  little  wave. 
We'll  live,  and  Eflc  (hall,  in  a  cot. 

See  joys  that  Roflinc  never  gave« 


HidHAMt 
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A      PASTORAL.' 

BY    |4R.    NICHOJLLS. 

ON  HigKam  Hill,  when  prolpe^b  fkir 
Salute  the  wahd'Hng  fight, 
I  love  to  breathe  the  morning  air> 

And  fleep  the  fummer  night : 
There,  how  charming  'tis  to  wake 

WheA  filver  Cynthia  reigns !  • 
Whilft  Philomeli  fioiA  flow 'ry  brakes 
Poors  forth  her  love-lorn  ftrainsi  . 

Then,  oh  !  then,  I  love  to  rife. 

And  trace  the  brpom-clad  hill ; 
Whilft  thro*  the  fdUnf  fsr  foftly  flies 

The  whifpers  of  tKc  rill ; 
:^or  elie  is  heard  to  interpofe. 

From  dingle,  bAih^.or  dale,     

Save  Thames,  foft  kiffing,  as  ho  goes,   / 

The  ruih-cmbroider'd  vale. 

As  down  the  flope  I  traverfe  then« 

I  fcan  with  curious  eye         •     ^ 
The  wonders  Heav'n  prefents  to  men> 

And  wi(h  the  atheift  by  : 
His  mind,  howe'er  impervious  grown 

To  theologick  lore. 
With  me,  I  think,  would  quickly  own 

A  fupematural  Pow'r! 

;  When  buflnefs  dulls  the  mental  pow'rs^ 

To  Higham  Hill  I  iWi 
And  with  the  breath  of  op'ning  flowVs 
There  hail  the  jifing  fuR4 


Then  how  my  foul  revives  agun! 

My  fancy  takes  her  flight ; 
The  mufe  refumcA  her  wonted  ibain^         ' 

And  fings  with  new  delight  { 

Let  the  proud  thing  of  human  race^  - 

Who,  like  a  fummer  fly, 
^cuds  to-day  from  place  to  place^  *  ~* 

And  muft  to-morrow  die''; 
l^et  him  to  greatnefs  bend  the  knee. 

Or  heap  up  fordid  wealth ; 
The  top  of  Higham  Hill  for  me. 

That  feat  of  Peace  and  Health ! 

Peace  and  Health !  Q,  facred  theme. 

With  all  that's  blifsful  fraught  J 
The  reft  is  but  an  empty  dream. 

Not  worth  a  poet's  thought : 
May  he,  who  ftrives  for  more  than  this. 

Still  turn  a  barren  foil. 
Nor  erer  meet  a  ray  of  blifs 

To  mitigate  his  toil  I  i.      ■ 

Bear  me- from  hence,  fome  rural  god. 

To  Higham  Hill  again; 
The  choicefl  bloom  that  decks  the  fod 

I'll  fcatter  round  thy  fane  : 
For,  0 1  I  long,  at  fervid  noon. 

To  breathe  the  blue-bell's  fweet  j 
To  fit  and  hear  ^hc  throftle's  tune. 

Where  fpreading  hazels  meet; 

Or  ftray  by  ha\ythorn  h^dge,  or  rove 

Adown  the  pathlefs  way. 
When  ev'ry  fong-bird  chears  his  love 

Beneath  the  bloom  of  May; 

.._.-;  ..;-.;-^..  -^    --^    TiU 
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Till  fhcep  are  pent  in  iq|d,    i.^  .  .,  *  v 

Till  Phoel^iairn^tlicriidclfiwefc  .<  ^-^^^^  l  -e^ 


..'rr 


With  tints  of  bfrmfty  goW !  - . 

If,  when  I  (bay. to  Higham  HiU»    • 
I  meet  the  ruflick  throng, 

^  And  note  me  for  my  fong : 
f  ttrooit  at  May,,  m^ural  fport,    > 

I  fpend  wiUi  them  the  day. 
And  make  the  vices  of  a  court 

The  burden  oft  my  by. 


And  oft  I've  fang  the  ten<ler  ftrain. 

The  while  the  village  maid      «  »^  .. 

Was  leaning  on  her  fiiv'iite  fwaiii*  j^ 

And  all  her  heart  Jbetray'd.         ^ , 
The  lofty  theme  I  ne'er  e&y'd, 

(Let  Laureats  fuch  rehearfe  !) 
But  wherefoe'er  my  fancy  ftray'd,  -♦ 

A  moral  mark'd  my  verfe*  ;^   ...  .i 

Their  loves  to  me  the  ihepherds  tell,  , 

What  fwains  have  faithleii  prpv'd ;         , ,?     •  *  ;> 
What  maids  for  beauty  bear  the  belle»  .      , 

And  who  are  lead  belov'd :  ^  ^ 

The  virgins  come  in  modcft  guifc, 

I  love  their  plaints  to  hear  ; 
'Tis  joy  to  foothe  their  artlefs  ftgbs,  . 

And  ftoip  the  flardng  tear. 

No  thorns  cbftrnft  their  path  of  life. 
With  health  their  farms  abound  i       ■     .     ; 

And,  foes  to  law  ,and  lawlefs  ftrife,  ^. 

They  live  the  zodiaurjt. round...  .    .  ^^  .  ., 
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To  me  their  tranquil  ftate  iktyowt;  '  %  • 

They  all  confcfs  it  ftiU;  ' 

And  grateful  jpraij^,  where'er  they  go. 
The  bard  of  Higham  HUl. 


ALEXANDER'S    FEAST; 
OR,     THE    POWER    OF    MUSIC  K. 

AN       Ot>E, 
2N    koKOVR   or    9T.   eXCXLXA*8   >AY« 

BY     MR.    DRYDEN. 

•npWAS  at  the  royal  feaft,  for  Perfia  won 
X  By  Philip's  wsrlike  fon  ; 

Aloft  in  awful  ftate 
The  godlike  hero  fate 
On  his  imperial  throne : 
Hit  valiant  peers  were  plac'd  around. 
Their  brows  with  rofes  and  with  myrtles  bound  ; 
(So  (honld  defert  in  arms  be  crown'd.) 
The  lovely  Thais  by  his  fide. 
Sit  like  a  blooming  Eallern  bride. 
In  flow'r  of  youth  and  beauty's  pride. 
Happy,  happy,  happy  pair ! 
None  but  the  brave, 
None  but  the  brave. 
None  but  the  brave  deferves  the  fair. 

Timotheus,  plac'd  oi\  high. 

Amid  the  tuneful  quire. 

With  flying  fingers  toudh'd  the  lyre  ; 
The  tfembling  nQtes  afcend  the  iky. 

And  kisaVdnly  joysioipire. 

3  I-  Tht^ 


The  fong  began  firom  Jove, 

Who  left  his  blifsful  feats  aboViT;  '        '  '-*"      / 

(S«ch  is  the  pow*r  of  ihlghty  l<iire !)  -     *  '^^  *  " 

A  dragon's  fiery  form  bety'd  die  god|  '  -    > 

Snblime  on  radiant  Qiires  he  rode^  ' 

tVhen  he  to  fair  Olympia  preft'd,' 
And  wlule  he  fonght  her  fnowy  breaft; 
Then  roynid  hu  fletidert  wfift'he'du-lM;' '  ^ 

And  ftamp'd  an  ima^  of  himfelf,  a  fov'reign  of  t&e  world. 
The  tift*ning  crowd  admire  flie  lofty  found : 

*  A  prefent  deity  !*  they  fiipqt  around  ; 

*  A  prefent  deity  !'  the  vaulted  roofs  rebound^ 

Witt  ravifh'd  ears 
The  ihonarch  hears  ;  ' 

AfTumes  the  god. 

Affects  to  nod,  ,., 

And  feem^  to  (hake  the  fp&tret; 

The  prjuife  of  Baccjius  then  the  fweet  mufician  farfg  j 
Of  Bacchus,  6Ver  fair  and  ever  yonng, 

'  The  jolly  god  ill  triumph  coniejj ; 

«  Sound  the  trataipets,  beat  the  drams  : 
^  Flulh'd  with  a  purple  grace, 

•  He  fliews  his  honeft  face,— 

*  Now  give  the  hautboys  breath.— He  comes !  lie  comesj^ 

•  Bacchus,  ever  fair  and  young,  '  ^ 

*  Drinking  joys  did  firil  ordain  i 
»  Bacchus'  bleiE^ngs  arfe  a  treafure  ; 

*  Drinking  is  the  folditr's  pleafure  i 
*  Rich  the  treafure, 
*'  Sweet  the  pleafure  ; 

*  Sweet  is  pleafure  after  pain!'  •  . 

Sooth 'd  with  the  fcuftd,.  dit  fting  gItW  vaiii  i  '' 
'    Fought  all  his  battles  o'er  again*;  ';^      • 

Aad  thrice  he  routed  ill  his  foes/ and %'nc^ke^^^  (hi  tfain. 
'''■'-'  Tbr 
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The  mailer  (ki/it  the  msidiiefs  rife,  .  '  r- 

His  glovAig  chceksj^  hk  arjd«iit  e7«?  -  ..:■, 

And  while  he  hcay^M  and  e|«th  defy *d»  :  .    - 

Chang'd  his  hand,  and  check'd  hi»  pridcp 

He  chofc  a  mournful  Mufe,  *     ,     ,* 

Soft  Pity  to  xAfttfiB  i  ; 

He  fung,  *  Darius,  gj^m  9B^i  gjbod  |        /  ^ 

'  By  too  fevere  a  fatt,  ^  ■  ■•  onh 

"«  Fallen,  fallen,. fallen,  fidkn, 

*  Fallen  from  his  high  eilatc,  , 

*  And  welt'ring  in  his  blood/t 

^  Deferted  at  his  ntmoft  need,  '"'..' 

'  By  thofe  his  former  bomity  fed; 
-  *  On  the  bare  earth  exposed  he  lies, 

*  With  not  a  friend  to  clofe  his  eyes.*  . 
With  downcaft  looks  the  joyleft  vlAot  fatei 

Revolving  in  his  alter'd  foul 

The  various  turtas  of  chance  below  5 
And  now  and  th^  a  figh  he  ftole. 

And  tears  began  to  flow. 

THc  aighty  mafter  fmil'd  to  fee 
That  Love  was  in  the  next  degree  $ 
'Twas  but  a  kindred  found  to  move, 
^  For  Pity  melts  the  mind  to  Love, 
poftly  fweet,  in  Lydiah  meafures. 
Soon  he  footh'd  his  foul  to  pleafures^ 
^  War,*  he  fung,  '  is  toil  and  tronble, 

*  Honour,  but  an  empty  bubble  ; 

*  Never  ending,  ftill  beginning, 

«  Fighting  ftill,  and  ftill  deftroying  t 
'  If  the  world  be  worth  thy  wini\ing, 

'  Think,  O  think  it  worth  enjoyiag  I  ^ 

*  Lovely  Thais  fits  befide  thee ; 

f  ^fal^s^j^d^g^t  provide  fl!jeft^ 
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The  many  rend  the  ikies  with  loud  appbnile :     '''»* 
So  Love  was  crown'd,  bnt  Mufick  won  the  cavfe^  '•{ 
The  prince,  unable  to  conceal  his  fanij^:  '-«^ 

Gaz'd  on  tht;  fair 

Who  caos'd  his  care,  \*.  ^  *        i 

And  figh'd  and  lookM,  ilgh'd  and  hbk^d,  .  '    - 

Sigh*d  and  look'd,  and  figh'd  again^      <'^       '    ^  i 

At  length,  with  Love  and  Wine  ^t  once  oppre&'d^       ' 
The  vanqniih'd  vi^or  fynk  upon  her  breaft.  ' 

*  Now  fhike  the  golden  1/re  again  t '      *        ,  ..  .  . 
'  A  loader  yet,  and  yet  a  loader  ibtun.  ^ 

*  Break  his  bands  of  ^fleep  aciunder,  •         '•'  -^     ' 
'  And  roaze  him,  like  a  rattling  peal  of  thnndefv 

*  Hark,  hark!  the  horrid  found  •      '    ' 

'  Has  rasa'd  op  his  heads  -  j;      - 

^  As  awak'd  from  the  dead, 

*  And,  amaz'd,  he  ftares  aroand.V  ^   .    .    .     .  ..*  ' 

'  Revenge,  revenge  1'  Timbtheus  cries ;  .  r     \. 

*  See  the  Furies  arife  !  '  -  .  .  .    . 

*  Sec  the  fnakes  that  they  rear, 

*  How  they  hifs  in  their  hair  ? 

*  And  the  fparklcs  that  flafli  from  their  eyes  ! 

*  Behold  a  gha%  band,  --        ^ 

*  Each  a  torch  in  his. hand  ! 

'  Thofe  are  Grecian  ghofts,  that  in  battle  were  /lain^ 

*  And  unbury'd  remain, 

*  Inglorious,  on  the  plain.  -  ^^ 
'  (Give  the  vengeance  due                                         -;    1 

*  To  the  valiant  crew : 

*  Behold  how  they  tofs  their  torches  on.  high, 

*  How  they  point  to  the  Periian  abodes, 

*  And  glitt'ring  fempfes  of  their  hoMlc  gods  I*  .      . 

The  princes  applaud  with  a  furious^joy,.  ,    .    .  ^--  ^ 

And  the  king  feiz'da  ftunbeavi,.i!Kvj.th  jieal  tadcftrojc^.^    ,     v   : 
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Thai's  led  the  way,    ' .    i.       ;'<.  ;     '     .. 
To  light  Un  ^o  his  pi^cy;       - 
^i,  like  Another  H^len^  Arfd  iQiorher^Tro^, 

Thus,  lo»g  igo. 
Ere  heaving  bellows  l^ani?d  to  blow>  ' 
While  organs  yet  were  mate, 
Timotheus,- to  his  breathing  flute 
And  founding  lyre, 
ould  fwell  the  foul  to  rage,  or  kindle  ibft  deiire* 
At  laft,  divine  Cecilia  cam^^:  ... 
Inventrefs  of  the  vocal  f^ame^  : 
The  fweet  cnthufiaft,  from  her  facred  Aore^      :  -   r 
Enlarg'd  the  former  narrow  bouad«> 
And  added  length  to  folemn  .fouqd^»  .: 
^th  Nature's  mother  wit,  and  arts  pnknown  befofCu 
Let  old  Timothejis  yield  the  prue» 

Or  both  divide  the  crown  j 
He  rais'd  a  mortal  to  the  ikies, 
$he  drew  an  angel  dow9. 


3AUCIS     AND     PHILEMON.- 

WRITTEN    ABOUT    THE    T£A»    M  1>CC  Vlll. 

BY    DEAN     SWIFT. 

IN  ancient  limes,  as  (lory  tells. 
The  faints  would  often  leave  their  cclU, 
And  ftroU  about,  but  hide  their  quality. 
To  try  good  people's  hofpitality. 
It  happen'd  on  a  winter  night. 
As  authors  of  the  legend  write. 

Two  brother  hermits,  faints  by  trade,  \    ^ 

Taking  their  tdiir  m  mafquerade;         '-'  *  ''  ^'    -  '  '  '  *'  ^'''  * 
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Difguis'd  in  tatter'd  habit8> 
To  a  fmall  village  down  in  Kent ; 
Where^  in  the  ilroilers  canting  StnM, 
They  begg*d  from  door  to  door.in  vain  | 
Try'd  ev'ry  tone  might  pity  win. 
But  not  a  foul  woold  let  them  in* 

Our  wand'ring  faints^  in  woefol  ftate^ 
Treated  at  this  ungodly  rate. 
Having  thro'  all  the  village  paA*d^ 
To  a  fmall  cottage  came  at  laft  ; 
Where  dwelt  a  good  old  honeft  ye'man, 
CalPd  in  the  neighbourhood  Philemon^ 
Who  kindly  did  theie  faints  invite,  ' 
In  his  poor  hut  to  pafs  the  night  | 
And  then  the  hofpitable  fire 
Bid  Xyoody  Baucis  mend  the  fire. 
While  he  from  out  the  chimney  tcole 
A  flitch  of  bacon  off  the  hook. 
And  freely  from  the  fatteft  iide 
Cut  out  large  ilices  to  be  hy'd  ; 
Then  ftepp'd  afide  to  fetch  'em  drink, 
Fill'd  a  large  jug  up  to  the  brink. 
And  faw  it  fairly  twice  go  round : 
Yet  (what  is  wonderful !)  they  fouiKl 
'Twas  ftill  replenifli'd  to  the  top. 
As  if  they  had  not  touch'd  a  drop. 
The  good  old  couple  were  amaz'd. 
And  often  on  each  other  gaz'd  5 
For  both  were  frighten'd  to  the  heart. 
And  juft  began  to  cry,  '  What  art  1' 
Then  foftly  turn'd  afide,  to.  view 
Whethei"  the  lights  \irere  burning  blue. 
The  gentle  pilgrima,  foon  aware  on't, . 
Told  them  their  calling  and  their  errant* 
^  Good  folks !  yon  neied  not  .be  a^fraidj, 
h-.-.u     t  We  are  but  faints :'  the  hermits  faid. 
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»  Ko  hurt  (hall  come  to  you  or  yours ; 

•  But  for  that  pack  of  cSurltlh  boors, 

♦  Not  fit  to  live  on  CKrifK'an  ground, 

*  They  and  their  houfes  fhall  be  drowiiM, 
«  Whilil  you  Ihall  fee  your  cottagie  dfe, 

'  And  grow  a  church  before  your  eyes.' 

They  fcarce  had  fpoke,  when  (fair  and  fbftj 
The  roof  be'^an  to  mount  aloft : 
Aloft  rofe  ev*ry  beam  and  riafter ; 
The  heavy  wall  climbM  flowly  after.  ' 

The  chimney,  widened  and  greW  high'r^ 
Became  a  lleeple  with  a  fpire. 

The  kettle  to  the  top  vfks  hoift. 
And  there  flood  faftenM  to  a  joill. 
But  with  the  upfide  down,  to  Ihow 
it's  inclination  for  below ; 
In  vain,  for  a  fuperior  force, 
Apply*d  at  bottom,  flops  it's  courfe : 
iDoom'd  ever  in  fufpenfe  to  dwell, 
'Tis  now  ho  kettle,  but  a  bell. 

A  wooden  jack,  which  had  almofi 
Loft,  by  difufe,  the  art  to  roaft, 
A  fudden  alteration  feels. 
Increased  by  new  inteftine  wheels } 
And,  what  exalts  the  wonder  more. 
The  number  made  the  motion  flow'r. 
The  flier,  tho'  it  had  leaden  feet, 
Tum'd  round  fo  quick  you  fcarce  could  fee'C  | 
But,  ^ackenM  by  fome  fecret  pow*ri 
Now  hardly  moves  an  inch  an  hour. 
The  jack  and  chimney,  near  ally'd. 
Had  never  left  each  other's  fide : 
The  chimney  to  a  fleeple  grown. 
The  jack  would  not  be  left  alone ; 
But,  up  againft  the  fleeple  rcar'd. 
Became  a  clocks*  and  flill  adhered* 

'  Ani 


^erfT 


A 


Ht 


h. 


45C  BBAUTIBS^   OP    WrfE^Jt* 

And  ftill  it's  We  16  hbaOtold  eakts*      N '  "^  ^^  ^ 
By  a  (hrill  veSoe^  at'uMft  aecUi^y 
Warning  the  cook^^naid  not  to  bom  ' 
That  roaft-meat  which  it  eannot  tohu         '     ^ 

The  groaning-diaif  began  to  cnviA'i  '^     '  **- 
Like  a  hage  fnail,  along  the  ivialli  ^  ^ 

There  ftuck  aloft  in  publick  Tiew^ 
Andj  with  fmoll  change^  a  polpit  giwor^* 

The  porringei-s,  .th«%  in  a  irow^ 
Hung  high»  and  made  a  gUttMng  dbsmj^         -  - 
To  a  lefs  ooble-fobftance  chaagfd^ 
Were  now  bat  leathern  bnekets  fong'd.  -    . 

The  ballads  paftcd  on  die  walla 
Of  Joan  of  Franco  and  Engliih  Moll  s 
Fair  Rofiunond  and  Robin  Hood» 
The  Little  Children  in  the  Wood; 
Now  fcem'd  to  look  abundance  better. 
Improved  in  pidnre»  €zt»  and  lettet ; 
And,  high  in  order  plac'd,  defcribe*'' 
The  heraldry  of  ev'ry  tribe. 

A  bedftcad  of  the  antiqne  mode^-      •''    - 
Compadr^  timber  numy  a  load^       . 
Such  as  our  anceftors  did  ufe^  Ai. ' 

Was  metamorpho^'d  ioto  pews  % 
Which  (till  their  ancient  nature  keepb'         ^     W 
By  lodging  folks  difpos'd  to  florp.         ,      .       :' 

The  cottage,  by  foch  feats  as.thcfc';  <>  .      «. 
Grown  to  a  church  by  jnft  degrees*.    -    '-      -  I ' 

The  hermits  then  defir'd  their  hoft  r * 

To  afk  for  what  he  fancy 'd  mofl*  ...».: 

Philemon,  having  paus'd  a  while,    ^.if^^ 

Keturn'd  them  thanks  in  homely  ftyle^     •     .    '' 
'i'hen  faid,' «  My  houfe  is  grown  fo  fine,         » 

*  Methinks  I  fiill  would  call  it  mine :  ■  '     " 
<  I'm  old,  and  iain  would  live  at  eafie  9  ^'' 

•  Make  me  the  parionj  if  you  pleafe.' .        -^   '^ 


He  fpoke]|  tfMl  ftffclidy  kf  l#«Js  *:   h-*  h/*- 
His  gr^icr's  ooat^f^II  '4«Mi  Kb  hetis-^  ]<-  -S'  .      ' 
Ha  fees,  yet  hjurjWy  can  Wieve,        .;,..,;'  7 
About  eacK am a.pu4difig-fleeve :«  *■  ■:>-■■ 
Hii  waiftc9atto.a  c^flbck  grew— *  *  .' 
And  both  aAum^d  a  fable  luie ; 
But,  being  oI4^  K:t>nttna'd  juft     v.      •;  ,.      . ,  ( 
As  threaAare,  and ^aa full  of  daft.  ."''■■ 
His  talk  was  now: -of  tytfatt«nd  dues  9    • 
He  fmolL'd  his  pipe,  and  read  the  news9 
Knew  how  to  pf«ei(ck  old  isnactts  nesti  :"  •- 
Vamp'd  ht  the  pre&ce  and  the  text :        . 
At  chrift'nings  well  could  ad  hb  part,    • 
And  had  the  faricie  all  by  heart*    :  . 

Wiih'd  women  might  hsvt^childjren  faft^>  >      ^ 
And  thought  wi^dfrfow  had  iarrcw'd  kft«  ' 
Againft  Diflentefs.wpjitd  repiac. 
And  ftood  mf  firm  4br  ri^t  divine* 
Found  his  head  lUl'd  with  many  a  fyftem  $ 
But  claffick  authors— 4e  ne'er  mifs'd  'enu 

Thus  having  f ur^iik'd  «p  4L  paribn» 
Dame  Bauob  next  they  f^ay'd  their  hret  on.* 
Inftead  of  home-fpnn  coifs,  were  feen 
Good  pinners  edg*d  with  Colbeiteen ; 
Her  petticoat^  transformed  apace. 
Became  black  fsmlfe  flottnc'd  with^Uce.     ^ 
Plain  Goody  wonld  no  longer  down  ; 
'Twas  Madam,  m  her  grogram  gown. 
Philemon  was  in  great  forpnze. 
And  hardly  could  believe  his  eyes, 
Amaz*d  to  fee  her  look  lb  prinij 
And  ihe  admir'd  as  much  at  him. 

Thus  happy  in  their  change  of  life,     *  ', 

Were  feVral  years  this  man  and  wife  :  i        • 
When,  on  nday,  whidiprov'd  their  laft; 
Difcouriing  o'er  old.Aories  paft,  1.^. 

^  M  They 
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They  went  by  chance,  amidft  their  talk. 

To  the  church-yard, 'to  take  a  walk,  *" 

When  Baucis  haftily  cry'd  out, "  "^      ' 

*  My  dear,  I  fee  your  forehead  fprout!* 

*  Sprout!*  quoth  the  man  ;  '  what's  this' you  tell  lis? 

*  I  hope  you  don't  believe  me  jealous! 

*  But  yet,  methinks,  I  foel  it  true  * ' 

*  And,  really,  yours  is  biidding  too!       >■ 

*  Nay — ^now  J  cannot  flir  myffoot ; 

'  It  feels  as  if  'twere  taking  rootl'        .     .     '     ' 

Defcription  would  but  tire  my  Mufe : 
In  Ihort,  they  both  were  turnM  to  yews.        - 

Old  Goodman  Dobfoii  of  the  Green, 
Remembers  he  the  trees  has  feeA ; 
He'll  tall^'of  dicm  from  noibn  till  flight. 
And  goes  with  folks  to  flicw  the  fight. 
On  Sundays  after  ev'nirig  pray'r,  .     '   - 

He  gathers  :ili  the  pariih  thef ft;  f 

Points  o*itthe  place  of  either  ycjw-r-    '        : .   ■ 
'  HereBaucliL,  tliere Pliileition,  grew: 
'  Till  once  aparfonof  ottf.town,-\        t'    :      ' 
^  To  me^d-hiii-.bam,  cut  Baucis,  downj  ,    .  •       r 

*  At  which  'tis  hard  .to  be  believ?d  •  -*}. 

^  Ho'.v  much  the  other  Tree  was  gricv'd,        •      •. 

'  Grew  fcrubby,  dy'd  a-^p,*  was  Hunted,    .-■ 

'•  So  the  next  parfon  ftal>b*d  <n4?*urnt  it.'  ^  -  ■<' 


T  H  li      C  H  O.  I  C  £. 

BY    THE    aEV.    Vil.  '  pdMFkET^ 
■  J.       . 

JF  Hcav*u  the  grateful  libei^t^'^  woald'give. 
That  I  mi:»Ut  chufe  my  method  how  to  live,  " 
And  all  thofe  hburs  propitious  Fate  ihould  iend. 
In  blifsful  cafe  and  fatisfaftion:  fp^d-*- 
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Near  (bme  fair  town  I'd  Ijiave  a  private  feat^  ,,j ,     '    . 

Built  uniform;  not  Utile,,  nor  too  gieat:        ,    * 

Better  if  on  a  rifing  gi;Ottnd  it  Hood;    ...  ., ! 

On  this  fide  fields,  on  that  a  neighl^'riflg  wood... ., 

It  jfhould  within  no  otk^j^lungs  contain  , 

But  what  are  ufeful^  n^oeflar^r,  plain: 

Methinks  'tis  ii^feou^;^  and  I'd  ne'er  endtuie       <     .^ 

The  needlefs  pomp  of  gaudy  furniture.    ;  / 

A  little  garden,  grateiul  to  the  eye^- .    •  v.        v  .  i 

And  a  cool  rivulet  ru^  mqrni'ring  by., . ,  .;^,_..  _.    ^ 

,On  whofc  delicious  iianl^*  a  ilately  i1)w     .7     ',..  ' 

Of  Ihady  limes  or  fycamores  flxould  grow.;    .•     •  r :  • 

At  th*  end  of  which  a  filent  ftudy  pl^c'd,  /        :  .:,  . 

Should  be  with  all  the  Jiobleft authors ^rac!d  : 

Horace  and  Virgil,  in  whofe-^inighty  lines    .. 

Immortal  wit  and  folid: learning  fhines; 

Sharp  Juvenal,  and  am 'ro us  Ovid  too. 

Who  all  the  turns  ofiiovc's  foft  paffion  kuesv;  . 

He  that  with  judgment  reads  his'>^charming  lines,.,-.  ' 

In  which  ftrong  art  with- -ftronget  nature  join's,.; 

Muft  grant  his  fancy^does  the  beft  excel,  v 

His  thoughts  fo  tender,  and  exprefs'd  ibwcll*;.'.., 

With  all  thofe  moderns,  men  of-fteady  ieti^> 

Eftcem'd  for  leamiiig'  and  for  eloquence. 

In  fome  of  theie,  as  Fancy  (hould  adviib,  * 

I'd  always  take  my  morning  exercife ; 

.For  fure  no  minutes  bring  us  more  content, 

"  Than  thofe  in  pleafmg  ufeful  ftudies  fpentl 
I'd  have  a  clear  and  competent  eftatc,*  -     ^ 
That  I  migjit  Ixvq  genteelly,  but  not  great ; 
As  much  a*  I  could  moderately  fpeiid-— 
A  little  more,  femctimes  t*  oblige  a  friead«      .  ;  |  '  •  >, 

Nor  Ihould  tlie  fonk- of  Roverty  repine..  .  -  ..^  .  .-  3' 
Too  much  at  Fortune,  tlite^  tfiooki  taftc  of  ^  mine ; »  ?  -^ . . 
And  all  that  objefts  Of,  titie  pity  vrtre^  •  . .  \  ,\  r 

.-^ Should  be  relieved  with  what  my  wants  could  ipare ; 

3  M  a  For 
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For  that  our  MtkArhfts<too. largely  giv'n,    .  .    .^'Li:  -■  l 

Should  be  rsturn'd  in  gratitude  to  Heaven. "^^j  v  -' 

A  frugal  plenty  fhovld  my  table  fyre$dr  •  •  ■* ''^'' 

With  healthy^  tior^tfxorioQSy  diiket  fed  )  '  ^^' '  0 

Enourrh  to  fatisfy — and  febiething  inoit»  '?•>      ^''>:'» ' 

To  feed  the  ftranger  and  the  Beigljib*rittg  poer.  '  t  ■'' 

Stronj^  meat  indulges  Vice,  and  pamp*fillg  fJod  -  ■  -* 

Creates  difeafes,  and  inflames*  the  blood :  '^ 

But  what's  fufficif  nt  to  make  feature  fthmg. 
And  the  bright  lamp  of  1^  contiAoe  long, 
I*d  freely  take;  and,  is  I  did  p^t(9. 
The  bonnteoDs  Author  of  my  plenty  bkft. 

rd  have  a  little  yault,  but  alwtfys  Aor*d 
With  the  beft  wines  each  vintage  could  a4brd. 
Wine  whets  the  wit,  improves  it's  motive  forc»» 
And  gives  a  pleafanc  flavour  to  diicoiirfe  ; 
By  making  all  our  fpirits  debonair. 
Throws  off  the  lees»  the  iediment  of  care: 
But  as  the  greateft  bloffing  Heaven  lends* 
May  be  debauch*d»  and  fervt  ignoUa  endai 
So,  but  too  oft,  the  grape's  refrefiiii^  joke 
Does  many  mifchievons  ejflfe&  prodnce* 
My  houfe  fhould  a»  fuch  rode  diibrden  know^ 
As  from  high  drinking  confeq.iiently  flow; 
Nor  would  I  ufe  what  was  foldadly  giyn     -..]..' 
To  the  diihonour  of  indulgent  Heav'n»    • 
If  any  neighbour  came,  Jie  iliot*ld  be  free; 
Us'd  with  reipedl;  and  not  mneaiy  be. 
In  my  retreat,  or  to  himfelf  or  me. 
What  freedom,  pridence,  and  right  rt^fimy:ghtt»    '    brx ' 
All  men  may  with  impunity  reeeive :  .  .,    ;  ^c   -•  .lo 

But  the  leafl  fwcrving  from  theirfule's  toe*-m«clir>''  •  '*»"* 
For  what's  forbidden  us,  !tis  death. to.' toocli.\:-        y-'  '»"    "•».■; 

That  life  may  be  more  oamftrtnUe  yety     ^     \-A  u  j:  voJ 
And  all  my  joys  refin'd,-  faccfti  m\pt9^  ■  '  'luili  r^  .L;"' 


1 


I'd 


Vd  chufe  two  fricndUy  wbofecompttiiy  w0tt)d'^  ■ ..  ^  -  "^ 
A  great  advance  to  my  fWidty :        •  .  :  v        .      !  •      ^ 

Well  born,  of  humours  fuited  to  my  own; 
Difcreet,  and  men  as  Well  as  books  h^v^knowiw 
Brave,  gen'rous,  witty^  ^od  exa&ly  free       >  -  .   -    .     ,  .7 
From  loofe  behayioaryor  feroiaUcy.  • 
Airy  and  prudent ;  merry, .  bat- not  light :-  •  ^-    — 

Quick  in  difceming,  and  in  judging^  ri^ht.  rvr  I'- 

Secret  they  fhould  be,  faithful  tatfeeif,tfuft;v-  ^  ...j 

In  reasoning  cool,  ,ftrong>  temperate,  an^.juift*:.  1  '  -  ^  -f^ 
Obliging,  open;  without  luifiing,  brave:  >  «v  .  ./  .,  . 
Brifk  in  gay  talking^  and  in  fober  grave«  ,       ;       ^  .-•v 

Clofe  in  difputc,  but  not  tenacious;  try'd  ^  , 

By  folid  reafon,  nifld  let  ^atAdocide.  :  ,  ^  .      <•   .; 

Not  prone  to  }9ft^  revenge^  or.envioufihate;  r    v 

Nor  bufy  meddlers  with  intrigues  of  flate.  :.?.:.'- 
Strangers  to  (lander,  and  fwomr^s  to  f}nt^;.  .^ .  .^..>,  ,11 

Not  quarrelfome,  bm  ftout  eaongh  to  iight,  .  :^  .  ...t 
Loyal  and  pious,  friends  to Caeikr :  true,  '  ':--•:  -'.♦  .- .  .^  v 
As  dying  martyrs/  to  their. Maker,  too.     .'  .  '    '/ 

In  their  fociety  I  could  not  mifs  .      ..  ,      x. 

A  permanent,  fincere,  fabftantial  blif&r-       -•  .-     -  -      -    ; 
Would  bounteous  Heav'n  once  more  indulge,  I'd  chule    ^ 
(For  who  would  fo  mucli  fktisfai6tion  lofe 
As  witty  nymphs  in  oonverfation  give?)    - 
Near  fome  obliging,  modeift  fair,  to  live  5  -         :r     *' 

.^  For  there's  that  fweettte£»  ih-a  female  miBd,v      -  -  M     . 

^  Which  in  a  man's  we  cannot  hope  to  find;  -.      ^.  >rT 

(  That,  byafecret,  but  a  pow*rfuKaHi  ' . »;  ..  • 
Winds  up  the  fpri^gpf  li&i  and  does-impArt .,: 
Freih  vital  heat  to  the  tranfpc^rted.  headfU    'j*  .  t 

Vd hav« h«9ife«6)n.aU lier. paffion  fwfi)is       ;  yi.     m?'  *  ••' 
Eafy  in  company^  in, pnratf^gay;      'i  ,. .'        .«     -..-v  v* 
Coy  to  a  fop,  to  the  dtUnvmgftoeiu  .    «.i  yj,,    -•     •  .i  v 
Still  conftant  to }taMf^4$gid  jvAt^  tAt^        ■'<  ^'        *'•  'miA 
/  A  foul 
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A  fiml  (he  fhould  have  for  ^grefttafUposfil^    .  .  . «.    .  i 

Prudence  and  wifdom  to  dircd  lier  ^it :. .  ^r./, 

Courage  to  look  bold  Danger.in  the  face;.   ..  .,'..  /, 

No  fear,  but  only  to  be  proud  or  bafe,        ........   ..  .r.     | 

Quick  to  advife,  by  an  esacrgeoce  prefs'd;  .«  >  ^t,  .7 

To  give  good  counfel,  or  to  take  the  beft.,  .  .  .; ..  ,«. ; 

Vd  have  th'  exprefHoii  of  her  thoughts  b^  fuch,  ,..■....,}£ 

She  might  not  feem  referv'd,  nbr  talk  too. much:  ,  y^ 

That  fhesvs  a  want  of  judgment  and  of  fenfe ;  .  „*; 

More  than  enough^  is  but  impertinence^  < .,  >> 

Her  conduct  regular  ;  her  mirth  refin'd  ;  ,  .:  .,^; . ,. 

Civil  to  ftrangers,  to  her  neighbours  kind  :  ..:? 

Avcrfe  to  vanity,  revenge,  and  pfide;  .  *>  ;: 

Tn  all  the  methods  of  deceit  wttjy'd*  1 

So  faithful  to  her  friend^  and  good  to  all,  .1 

Nocenfure  might  upon  her  adions  (all.  •  i 

Then  iwould  e'en  Envy  be  con^U'd  to  fay,  r; 

'  She  goes  the  leaft  of  woman^kind  a(tray«*  ^ 

To  this  fair  creature  I'd  ibmetimes  retire;  -.  v^ 

Her  converfation  would* new  joys  infpire»    .  ■■• .  i 
Give  life  an  edge  £>  keen,  noi  furly  care 
Would  venture  to  aflimlt  my  foul,  or  dare. 
Near  my  retreat,  to  hide  onq  fccrct  fnare. 
But  fo  divine,  fo  noble  a  repail, 
I'd  feldom,  and  with  moderation,  tafte ; 
For  highefb  cordials  all  their  vii-tuc  lofe. 
By  a  too  frequent  and  too  bold  a  ufe ; 

And  what  would  chear  the  fpirits  in  difireft,  .  » .    ,  r  ^  -w 

Ruins  Gtir  health  when  taken  to  cxceis,.      ,.     .  ,        f"  / 

I'd  be  concern 'd  in.no  litigious  jar;       .     ^^p 

Belov'd  by  all,  not  v^jy  popular*                  ;  ,...,.    r^^T 

Whate'er  afiifcance  I  had  pow'r  to  bring,  ^^:  ..  .    ^.  - ^ '  a 

T' oblige  my  countjy,  or  tQ  ferye  my  king*-    .  ,  *••;'.',' 

Wlicne'er  they  call'd,  I'd  rc^adily  afford  ;  .      •  :    .  *  4  vi  -  .s> 
My  tongue,  my  pen,  »y  coaqfeU-pr  ^nyiWotdv  ,•     .: -«f. 
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Law-fuits  I'd  ihun>  with  as  much  ihidioas  care 

As  I  would  dens  where  hungry  Udns  are ;' 

And  rather  put  up  injuries,  than  be 

A  plague  to  him  wlio'd  be  aplagoeto  me. 

I  value  quictat  a  price  too  great. 

To  give  for  niy  rerenge  fo  dear  a  raite  ; 

For  what  do  we  by  all  our  buftle  gain. 

But  counterfeit  delight  for  real  pain  ? 

If  Heav'fljC  date: of  many  years  would  give. 
Thus  Pd  in  pleafure,  eafe,  and  plenty,  live^ 
And  as  I  near  approach'd  the  verge  of  life. 
Some  kind  relation  (for  Vd  have  no  wife) 
Should  take  upon  him  all  my  worldly  care» 
Whilft  I  did  for  a  better  ftate  prepare. 
Then  I'd  not  be  with  any  trouble  vcxM, 
Nor  have  theev'ning  of  my  days  perplex'd  ; 
But,  by  a  fdent.aad  a  peaceful  death. 
Without  a  iigh  refign  my  aged  breath : 
And  when  committed  to  the  daft,  Pd  have 
Few  tears,  but  friendly,  dropp'd  into  my  grave. 
Then  would  my  exit  fo  propitious  be. 
All  men  would  wiih,  to  live  and  die  like  me, 


TH^'    BOWLING-GREEN. 

B^Y    MR.    SOMEkVILLE. 

WHERE  fair  Sabrina's  wand'ring  currents  flow,      ' 
A  large  fmooth  plain  extends  it's  vei^dant  brow  i' 
Here,  ev'ry  morn,  while  fruitful  vapours  feed 
The  fwelling  blade,  and  blefs  the  fmoking  mead, 
A  cruel  tyrant  reigns — like  Time,  the  fwain 
Whets  his  unrighteous  fcythe,  and  Ihaves  the  pl£n  ? 
Beneath  each  ftroke  the  peeping  flow'rs  decay,  '      '^ 

And  all  th'  unripen'd  crop  is  fwept  away.  ''' 

The 


The  heavy  roUcfiftOCt ke tags  dtn^  -*■  -f^  U  i  .•)':'ioi:^l 
^liiffs  his  fliort  pip«i<<M'  rtaft  a  rv^  imif  %\  ;  u  :<#:.^  ;i>U 
With  carious  eye  then  tke  yrdt'4  t»rf  hcviewst  »-:  :>i'^  i-MrM 
And  ev'ry  lifing  pMMBiiieiict  fiibdiKs.  "  •  :v  m  wl-  iV 
Now,  when  each  craving tft(muichwaft-«fdl4tor*^'3ff  '-^^ 
And  Church  and  King  \md  trAvcUMtotnd  tllBihtetdlV'^'i  ^"^ 
Hither,  at  Fortttoe'i  ilmftfc  ito  pay  llheir<xm]t»  -'  vn^v/ ^H 
With  eager  hopca  the  siotlQy  tribe  re&rt^  •»  •*;  / .;  rt  i  y(\\ 
Attomies  rpruce>  lA  thtir  platc•kblltton'd^;frockll|  n\r  i--  .  '•> 
And  rofy  parfonsy  fat  and Ofthodcx :  ■«  .    =    t  vc 

Of  ev'ry  fed,  whigs^  papifb>  and  higli-ijars  |  -  -  '  ''^r/t 
Cornuted  aldermen,  aaid  hcn-pdck'd  iqnir^v;  •*  ^.^^a 

Fot-huntcrs,  quacks,  icribblera  in  verie  and  pirefe;  ""*i^' 
And  half-pay  captains,  and  half-witted  fodtua*  •  -rJ  (i  r? 

On  the  green  cirque  the  ready  rttcers  ftand,  ■  •  '-,».'/, 
Difpos'd  in  paks,  and  tempt  the  bowler's  hand  i  --  .  -'-H 
Each  poli(h'd  fphere  doefl  hit  rovftd  brother  g«niv ^  -  -  ,  'R 
The  twins  diflinguifh'd  by  their  marks  are  ki»(rti.    :-.*:,  tiVT 

'  As  the  flrong  rein  gaidee  the  well-managed  Yubfit,    «  •>*.     :>>.* 
Here  weighty  lead.iiifiis*ddif«ids^eir-e&wfe'}''^  «  '«'! 

The.fe  in  the  ready  road -drive  on  with- ipeedv  -  '•••  •*  *^*  ^li 
But  thofe  in  crooked  paths  nM)re  artMfy^^cceeda  \  ^'^i^^^^ 
So  the  tell  ihip,  tliat  makes  fome  dang'rous  bay,  -  "-^■ 
With  a  fide-wiud  obliquely  flopes  her  way. 

Lol  there  the  Silver  Tumbler  fix'd  on  higk,  "  -^^ 
The  vidor's  prize,  inviting  ev>)r  cyef  "  '  ^<- 

The  champions  or  confent  or  xJiance  dfivid«f  >  '  -  •  '  -j 

While  each  man  thinks  his  own  the  furer  fide,  *     ^-  V 

And  the  Jack  leads,  the  Mt^\  bowler's  .gttid**.  '^'-1  T^  ) 

Bendo  ftripp'd  firft*-^-*^from  foreign  ^XKftfb  he  6n>oghe  ^  '- 
A  chaos  of  receipts,  &nd  anarchy  <3(f  thought ;  *  '  "^  «•"  »'* 
Where  the  tumultoous  whims,  to  ftftioii  pKMte; "•*      •  i^^fii'^'-' 

S  Still  juftled  monafch  R^fon  from  herthrontf^        •  -.j  vj-.*  x*. 

I  More  dangerous  than  the  porcupine's  his  qtiiHy  •  -  *''^*^ 

Inur'd  to  flaughter,  and"fcctirfe  to  kilk  '  -•   "  V^'*'q  «iiii 

•  •' ■•      ■    •  "■■-^;:.'.      .  ■   -i  -  ^^4jet 


Letloofe,  jaft  Heav'n!  eadtviciiteiiiidiftaft;  .''^  v  ''^fl  -riJ 

Bat  favc  us  from  ikeft  ttiiirder«>»a«  thcfeli :  =*=    I:*"'. 

Might  Bendo  Kvc-bat  half  a  patri«diVAge^        'j'"    •    "-  '- 

Th'  unpeopled  world  woo  Wink  boiiMetk  kis  tagei '    -  : 
'    Nor  need»  t^appeafe:  thet^olbOreator'sii^i 

A  fecond  deluge,  or  oon^ining  five:  ..  >  -'  >        -<.    ' 

He  winks  one  eye^  andknks  las  brow  fe\rcre> 

Then  from  his  hand  latinckes  the  ftptkg  fpheM^  *  '   " 

Out  of  the  green  the  gmklefi woodke bift-Pd^ 

.Swift  as  his  patients  from  thisi  netheri^^or Id : 

Then  grinn'd  maHgnaftt;  bnt  the  jocund  crowd 

Deride  his  fenfelefs  rtge^  iirfd  ihofit  aloud. 

Next,  TModk,  'tis  diy  mm, 'imperious  prieft! 

Still  late  at  chnrdi,  but  early  at  =a  fcaft. 

No  turkey-cock  appears  wit^  better  grace  s 

His  garments  blatk«  Termili^n  paints  his  face  z 

ffis  wattles  hang  upon  hir^ff^n'd  band. 

His  platter  feet  upon  the  trigger  Ihind, 

He  gra^  the  bowl  in  his  rough  brawny  hand :  ' 

Then  fquatting  down,  with  bis  grey  goggle  eyes. 

He  takes  his  aim>.  and  nt  the  mark  it  flies. 

Zadock  piirfoes,'  and  wabbles  o'er  the  plain  ; 

But  (hakes  kis  ftmttiifg  paunchy  and  ambles  cm  in  vain : 

Por,  oh !  wide  erring^  to  the  left  it  gHdei  ; 

The  inmate  load  the  iighfter  wood  mifguides*  ^         * 

He  fharp  reproofs  with  kind  "entreaties  joinft» 

Then  on  the  couqteritde  wiftb  pain,  cedincs^ 
)  As  if  he  meant  loregniate  it's  courfe,;. 
{.  By  pow'r  attrafi&ve  4nd  4ij^etick  ibroe. 

Now,  almoftio  dt^ur^  kemFes,  he  AcArms; 

Writhes  his  'unwieldy  trttak  m  yaiioms  forms* 

Unh^py  Proteos  i  ftiltiii  Tiiii  he  tiie» 

A  tkonfand  fhapea ;  the  bo«i4  ciitMieoiM  ffies,    - 

Deaf  to  his  prayVs,  regayjleft  of  his  cries  2 

His  puffing  cheeks  with  fifing  rage  Inflame^ 
.  -.  And  aH  his  fparkling  rubies  glow  with  fliame. 

3  N  Bcndo's 
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Bendo's  proud  heart,  proof  againft  Fortunc'^s  frown^ 

Refolves  once  more  to  tiake  the  prize iiisjown  :  -..;T 

Cautious  he  plods,  furveying  ail  thegsecn,'  ^  :    {,  ^^p^ 

And  meafdres  with  his  eye  the  fpece  between.     :  :  v  - :  .  .  L 

But  as  on  him  'twas -a  peculiar  cuxfe  . 

To  fall  from  one  extreme  Into  a  worfe  j  ;    o 

Confcious  of  too-nudi  vigour,  now  for  fear        .  »    -  -r.  •    O 

He  fhould  exceed,  at  hand  he  checks  the  fphere.    .         r  -T 

Soon  as  he  found  it's  langntd  force  decay. 

And  the  too  weak  impreilion  die  away,  '  y 

Qttidc  after  it  he  feuds ;  urges  behind,  =   .i 

Step  after  Hep  ;  and  now,  with  anxicns  mind,  .i 

Hangs  o'er  the  bov^l,  How-creepiag  on  the  plain. 

And  chides  ic'b  faint  efforts,  and  bawls  amain  :  i\ 

Then  on  the  guiltlefs  green  the  blame  to  lay, 

Curft-s  the  mountains  that  obftrult  hit  way  ;  :    i ' 

'Brazens  it  out  with  an  audacious  face,  '  ...       a 

His  infolence  improving  by  difgrace.  ;;i  > ' 

Zadock,  who  now  with  three,  black  mugs  had  cheac'd-  "; 

His  drooping  heart,  and  his  funL  fpirits  rear'd,  -H 

Advances  to  the  trigg  with  folemn  pace,'  ?     jn 

And  ruddy  hope  fits  blooming  on  his  face.  -    i    /i^ 

The  bowl  he  pois'd  ;  with  pain  his  hamfs  he  bend9(  d  j^  /; 

O  a  wclUchofj  ground  unto  thf^  mark  it  tendf:  .  i :;  «^ 

Each  adverfe  heart  pants  with -unufual  fear,   ..      :     -  rirA 

With  j oy  h e  fol lows  the  ^propitious  fphere.    •         r    '-..Htft  -i 

Alas !  how  frail  13  et'ry  mortal  fcheme  I       '•         .    ',  *  rv/. 

Wc  build  on  (and,  our liappinefs  adrean*;.;,,'  ,  .•  ^   .  ip     jT 

Bendo's  ihort  bowl  ftopS'the  prond  vi<Slor'$LC#tirt5i       '\;i{.,f 

Purloins  his  fam^,  and <i«adc»s  all  it*^force»      .     ..  vof^ 

At  Benio  from  each  iorner  of -his  ty^s  ;  ..•..  ,  ,„^f.| 

He  darts  malignant  rays;  then  miic|*rifSg  (jies     -  ,,.  y 

Into  the  bo wV;  theK,i.paniii|g  w^dth^lf.  dPftd^   .  ^-,-^  , -, /. 

In  thickinundunguaclfliud&hciiides  hish;ea4i  -     ■  .  .  -.j^ 

rjufe  1  raifs  thy  voice  -,-  to  win-rlhe  gjofiouspri:!^. ,  .^f,  ;^ 

Bid  ail  tlie  fury  of:thcljatrkxite.  .^  ,   ••.•',      .,  :•    ^.^,1/1^ 
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'-'"■    '       ■      ■• •■•'.-^i  :.-  ■■      :ooM 

Thefe  but  the  light-arm'd  championft  of  the  fieW  j       ,     .  - 

See  Griper  there,  a  veteriti  well  (kiU'd  1  ..,..; 

This  able  pilot  knows  to  fteer  a  caufe  ,-  -^^  \ 

Thro*  all  the  rocks  and  fhailows  of  the  laws  ; 

Or  if  'tis  wreck'd,  his  trembling  client  fay^s-.  r ,   ^  .  r 

On  the  next  plank,  and  difappoints  the  waves.  - 

tn  this,  at  leafti  all  hiftories  agree^ 

That  tho'  he  loft  his  cauf? — he  i^M^iX  his  fee.  .  , .     j 

When  the  fat  client  looks  in  jovial' plight,  ,.     ,,^ ,  .  .. 

How  complaifant  the  man  I  each  point  how  right  !.<.  . ..;  .  . 

But  if  th*  abandon'd  cophan  puts  his  cafe,.  <■  .         .  . 

And  poverty  fits  ihrinking  on  his  face-—      .         .         o  ' .  • 

How  like  a  curkc  fnaiisy  when  at  the  door     •  k  , », 

For  broken  fcraps  he  qtiarrels  with  the  poor  I 

The  farmer's  oracle^  when  renc-day't  near. 

And  landlords,  by  forbearance,  are  fevere; 

When  huntfmen  trefpafs,  «r  his  neighbour's^  fwiae  y 

Orta«t«r'd  Crape  rxtortsi  by  right  divine. 

Him  all  the  ridi  their  contributions  pay. 

Him  all  the  poor  with  aching  hearts  obey  !  ... 

>     He  in  his  fwan-fkin  doublet  fb'uts  aiong;    • 
Now  begs,=  and  now  rebukes  the  prelTing  throng.' 
A  paflage  clear'd,  he  takes  his  aim  with  care,        ; 
And  gently  from  his  hand  lets  loofe  the  fphei*cf: 
Smooth  as  a  fwallow  o'er  the  plain  it  flies,  •- 1  j 

While  he  purfues  it'fl  track  with  eager  eyes  ^  ,  ^ ; ; 
It's  hopeful  courfe  approv'd,  he  fhoiiis  ak7,u4«  •  •.  ;  r,v. 
Claps  both  his  hands,  atid  jufllesLthix>Ugh  the  crowd^.^,,  .: 
Hov'ring  a  whil6>  fooii  at  the  nurkiit  &.<>ei^i  \  ■ :}  :r::  .:::""' 
•  Hung  o'er  inclin'd,  and  fondly  kife'd  the  w»od.  ol  t-  ^  ; /. 
Loud  is  th'  applaufe  of  ev'ry  betting  fntaid^i  :•!  y.xs^h  -^IT 
And  peals  of  dam'rous  joy  the  concave  rend  t  -:  r'r  (.-/.^ 
But  in  each  hoftile  face  a  difma!  gloom.  i.\;i:  r 

Appears,  the  fad  prefage  of  lofs  to  come;   -      .      i^;;, 
•Mong  thefe  Trebellius,  with  a  moumftti  air  .    »!   \'<x.  Vi^. 

Uii  \q^  I'yj^  Ylmc^  jttft  dying  with  defpair, 

3  N  2  Shufflei 
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ShufRes  about,  fcvews  his  ckop-Udlen  face,  ./^  ■  r  H 

And  no  whipp'd  gig  ib  often  ihifti  liis  place  ;         .     .  ;  .  l  .- 
Then  gives  his  fage  advice  with  wondrous  ikiXL,  ;.  ..  i     '- 

Which  lio  man  ever  hcedsy  or  ever  will :  .         -  •  ^ 

Yet  he  perfifis,  inftru&ing  to  confiNUid, 
And  with  his  cane  points  ont  the  dubioas  ground*  -  ■':  > 

Strong  Nimrod  now,  freih  as  the  rifmg  dawnjt  i 

Appears;  his  finewy  limbs  and  folid  brawn 
The  gazing  crowd  admires*     He  nor  in  courts 
Delights,  nor  pompous  bails  ;  but  rural  fports 
Are  his  foul's  joy.     At  the  horn's  brifk  alarms  ^  ' 

He  ihakes  th'  unwilling  Phillis  from  his  arms ; 
Mounts  with  the  fun,  begins  his  bold  career. 
To  chafe  the  wily  fox  or  rambling  deer. 
So  Hercules,  by  Juno's  dread  command. 
From  favage  beafts  and  monfters  freed  the  land. 
•  Hark  !  from  the  covert  of  yon  gloomy  brake 
Harmonious  tliuixder  rolls,  the  Ibrei^  Jhake  1  ':     ' 

Men,  boys,  and  dogs,  impatient  for  the  chace,  •   ^ 

Toimultuous  tranfports  flufh  in  ev'ry  face  !  .,,:-" 

With  ears  ereft  the  courfer  paws  the  ground. 
Hills,  valesj  and  hollow  rocks,  with  chearing  criot  nfouni*"' 
*  Drive  down  the  precipice,  brave  youths  !  wit}^  ip«c4;  <   " 
'  Bound  o'er  the.rives  banks,  and  ixaoke  along  the  maadl''  ^' ' 
But  whither  would  the  devious  Mufe  purfae  .  . .    ;,  >' 

The  pleaiing  theme,  and  my  paft  joys  renew  f  *  /■  ' 

Another  labour  bow  demanda  thy  fong.  <•  I 

Stretch'd  in  two  ranks,  behold  th'expe£ting  ^irong. 
As  Nimrod  poi^'d  the  fphere.     His  arm  he  drew 
Back  like  an  arrpw  in  the  Parthian  yew. 
Then  launch'd  the  whirling  globe,  and  full  as  fwift  i 
Bowls  daih'd  on  bowls  coalbanded  all  the  plain  .1       > 
Safe  flood  the  foe,  weU-cover'd  by  his  train.  v      • 

Aflfaulted  tyrants  thus  their  :guacd  defends,  ..<■./ 

Efcaping  by  the  ruin  of  their  friends. 

But 
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But  now  Ke  (lands  expos'd,  their  order  broke. 
And  feems  to  dread  the  next  dcciflve  ftroke. 
So  at  fome  bloody  iicgc,  the  pond'rous  ball 
Batters  with  oeaielers  rage  ttie  criunb&ng  ivall,       .    ^! 
(A  breach  once  made  ;)  foon  galls  the  naked  town. 
Riots  iu  blood,  and  heaps  on  heaps  are  thrown. 

Each  avenue  thus  filear^d>  with  aching  hcai«     .       r 
G riper  bdield,  exerting  all  his  art ;  ... 

Once  more  refolves  to  check,  his  furious  fa^. 
Block  up  th6  palTage,  and  elpde  ;h$  Wow.      .    ,      .     ^ 
With  cautious  hand,  and  with  lefs  force,  he  threw 
The  well-pois'd  fphere,  tbjlt  gently 'cir(;ling  flew  ; 
But  flopping  fhort,  covered  the  mark  &om  view. 
So  little  Teucer,  on  the  well-fough^  field. 
Securely  fculk'd  behind  his  brother's  flueld-^ 

Nimrod,  in  dangers  bold,  whofe  heart  elate 
Nor  courted  Fortune's  fwile^  Aor  fear'-d  h^rha.J^,     •  ., 
PerplexM,  but  not  difcQurag'd,  walk'd  vound. 
With  curious  eye  examined  all  the  groiind; 
Not  the  leall  op'ning  in  the  front  was  found* 
Sidcway  he  leans,  declining  to  the  right. 
And  marks  liis  way,  and  moderates  his  might. 
Smooth  gliding  o'er  the  plain  th'  obedient  fphere  ' 
Held  on  it's  dubious  road,  whik  hope  and  fear    ■ 
Alternate  ebb'd  and  flow'd  in  ev'ry  breail :  ,.  *, 

Now  rolling  nearer  to  the  mark  it  prefs'd  ; 
Then  chang'd  it's  courfe,  by  the  Urong  bias  rein?d»   ■*- 
And  on  the  foe  difcharg'd  the  force  th^t  yeti«BUMta'44..« 
Smart  was  the  ftroke  ;  away  the  rival  ficd  ;        .     .   .  / 
The  bold  intruder  triumphed  in  his  ftead* 

*  Viftorious  Nimrod  feiz'd  the  glitt'ring  prize  j 
Shouts  of  outrageous  joy  invade  the.&i?3  :  .  -  ^    i* 

Hands,  tongues,  and  caps,  exalt  the  victor's  fiuoc if,     ^    -*:    v-^  • 
Sabrina's  banks  return  him  loud  acclaim.  -"'  • 

OF 
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.'  ::.    ■:   a  ..-.    .j.  :  -a 

•      ■■•■•  j-'i-iT 
OF      ENGLISH      VERSE. 

BV    MR.    WALLEIU  ,.  .    .,   ,^ 

POETS  mayboaft*  as  fafely  vunj    ' ' 
Their  works  (hall  with  the  world  irxftani  : 
Both  boand  together^  live  or  die  ; 
The  verfes,  and  the  prophefy. 

Bnt  who  can  hope  his  line  (hoold  long 
Lad  in  a  daily -dunging  tongue  ? 
While  they  are  new,  envy  prevails  ; 
And  as  that  dies,  our  language  hils. 

When'architefts  have  done  their  part. 
The  matter  may  betray  their  art : 
Time,  if  we  ufe  ill-chofen  ftonc. 
Soon  brings  a  well-built  palace  down. 

Poets  that  lafHng  marble  feek,  '    >m 

Muft  carve  in  Latin  or  in  Greek.  '  ''I'li  i 

We  write  in  fand  :  our  language  grows  t'    ' '  ^'^''-  ^'^ 
And,  like  the  tide,  our  Work  o'crHows.       -  -^-^  -     08 

--•■•■—-■-   '..o?.nol> 
-    :'•..'••/.  'j/il' 
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Chaucer  his  fc^rife  can  only  boaft. 

The  glory  of  his^niuribers  loft  : 

Years  havc'defaVd  his  matchlefs  ficrm r  * ~  •  A 

And  yet  he  did  not  fing  in  vain.    '^  -;.:-!  -^-A 

The  beauties  which 'adom*d  that  age,  -  ^ — -^  ^^iT 

The  (hiniiig  t^bjefb  of  his  rage,  •      ^A^if^tl 

Hoping  they  fhould  ithiwortal  piw*,**  ■  -          :"-  iisA 
Rewarded  with  fuccefs  his  love. 
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This  w*  thiTgibliHius  poet'sTdbj^  '.' .-.  H  3  f.-^ 

And  all  an  Englifh  pen  can  hope ; 
To  mak^  the  pa m  approve  his  flame. 
That  can  fo  far  extend  their  fame* 

':'    '■    ?    ''    "^        ■'-■    '         *    f-    ■/    7        '-'   f 
Verfe,  thus  defign'd,  has  no  ill  fate. 
If  it  arrive  but  at  the  date    -  ^ 

Of  fading  beauty-— if  it  prove 
But  B^  Jong-Uv'd  as  prefent  love.  '-i 


ON    A    MISCELLANY    OF    POEMS. 

TOBERNARD   LINTOTT* 
BY  MR.  GAY. 

Ipfa  varietate  tentamus  efficere  ut  alia  aliis  ;  quzdam  fortafle  omnibus  placeaat. 

AS  when  fome  Ikilful  cook,  to  pleafe  each  goeft,  _ 
Would  in  one  mixture  comprehend  a  feaft. 
With  due  proportion  and  judicious  care. 
He  fills  Ids  diih  with  diff'rent  forts  of  fare  ; 
Fiihes  and  fowls  delicioufly  unite,  .  ^ 

To  feaft  at  once  die  taile,  the  fmell,  and  fight : 
So,  Bernard !  mn&  a  Miicellany  be. 
Compounded  of  all  kinds  of  poetry ; 
The  Mttfes  olio,  which'^U.tailcs  may  fit,  ^ 

And  treat  each  reader  with  his  darling  wit.  .      .-«. 

Wouldil  thou  fbaj  jnifcellanics  raife  thy  fame,  . 

And  bravely  rival  Jacob's  mighty  n^me, ^* 

Let  all  the  Mufcs  in  the  piece  conlpirc : 
The  Lyrick  Bard  muft  ftrike  th'  harmopioua  lyre ;    _..^ 
Heroick  ftrains  muft  h^re  and  there  be  found,  .  ,       .^ 
«  And  nervous  fenfe  befungin  lofty  fp.UA4i  -^ 

;.  ..  ;.,:',    Let 
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Let  Elegy  in  mwing  Auftibers  flow^ 

And  fill  fomc  pages  with  melodious  ^'Oe: 

L'^t  not  your  am'rons  fongt  too  iiaQi^rOii&  pro^, 

Nor  glut  thy  reader  with  abitndant  love. 

Satire  muft  interfere,  ^hofc  pointed  rage 

May  IdHi  the  madnefs  of  a  vicious  age : 

Sari  re,  the  Muf:  that  i-ever  fails  to  hit ; 

For  if  there's  fcandal,  to  be  furc  there's  wit. 

Tire  not  our  patience  wfth  PIndarick  lays  ; 

Thofe  fweli  the  piece,  but  very  rarely  pleafe : 

Let  ihort- breath M  I^Lpigram  it's  force  confine. 

And  ftrike  at  foUicb  in  a  fmgle  line. 

Tfaftllirtotls  fhouM  throtfghout  the  work  be  fown. 

And  Homer's  godlike  Mufe  be  made  our  own  : 

Horace  in  ufefnl  numbers  ihould  he  lung. 

And  Virgil's  thoughts'  adorn  the  Britilh'  tongue. 

Let  Ovid  tell  Corinna's  hard  difdain. 

And  at  her  door  in  melting  notes  complain  : 

flis  tender  accents  pitying  virgins  move,    ^ 

And  chaml  the  Hft'niAg  ear  with  talis  of  lov«» 

Let  cv'ry  claifick.in  the  vdnme  (hine. 

And  each  contribute  to  thy  grext  dedg^  : 

Thro'  various  fubjefts  let  the  reader  range,- 

And  raife  his  fancy  with  a  grateful  change.    . 

Variety's  the:fouToe  of  joy  below>  .• 

From  whence  dill  frelh-revolving  plesfufes  flow-  , 

In  books  and  love  the  mind  one  end  pnrfuefs^ 

And  only  change  th'.6xpiring  flame  refterwr^ 

Where  BuckingKAA  Will  condefcend  to  give. 
That  honoured  piece  to  diilant  times  lAvft  H^e : 
When  noble  ShefHdd«fti»ik^s  tlie  t)%rti^Ting  firings. 
The  little  loves  rejoice/  rfml  ^htp  t\it\f  ^illg*^^ 
«  Anacreon  Hvffs  I'  tht^  cry  ;• '  fhf*  karittoAiMB  fwaill  •  ^ 

•  Retunes  the  lyre,-  wid  trart  hiis  wonfted  ftftdnf  i  C 

'  'Tis  he— oar  loft  Atuidr^oefkJfves  %%Act  P  »      .  3 
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But  when  th*  illufbious  poel  Ibars  above 
The  fportive  revels  of  the  god  of  love. 
Like  Maro's  Mufe  he  takes  a  loftier  flight. 
And  tow'rs  beyond  the  wond'ring  Cupid's  fight. 

If  thou  wouldft  have  thy  volume  ftand  the  teft. 
And  of  all  others  be  reputed  befl. 
Let  Congreve  teach  the  lift'ning  groves  to  mourn. 
As 'when  he  wept  o'er  fair  Pallora's  urn. 

Let  Prior's  Mufe  with  foft'ning  accents  move. 
Soft  as  the  fbains  of  conHant  Enuna's  loye  ; 
Or  let  his  fancy  chufe  fome  jovial  theme. 
As  when  he  told  Hans  Carvel's  jealous  dream  : 
Prior  th'  admiring  reader  entertains 
With  Chaucer's  humour  and  with  Spencer's  drains. 

Waller  in  Granville  lives :  when  Mira  fings. 
With  Waller's  hand  he  ftrikes  the  founding  firings ;  • 
With  fprightly  turns  his  noble  genius  fhines. 
And  manly  fenfe  adorns  his  eafy  lines. 

On  Addifon's  fweet  lays  attention  waits. 
And  filence  guards  the  place  while  he  repeats : 
His  Mufe  alike  on  ev'ry  fubjeft  charms. 
Whether  fhe  paints  the  god  of  love  or  arms : 
In  him  pathetick  Ovid  fings  again. 
And  Homer's  Iliad  fhines  in  his  Campaign. 
Whenever  Garth  fhall  raife  his  fprightly  fong, 
Senfe  flows  in  eafy  numbers  from  his  tongue; 
Great  Phoebus  in  his  learned  fon  we  fee. 
Alike  in  phyfick  as  in  poetry. 

When  Pope's  harmonious  Mufe  with  pleafure  roves 
Amidfl  the  plains,  the  murm'ring  fh'eams  and  groves. 
Attentive  Echo,  pleas'd  to  hear  his  fongs. 
Thro'  the  glad  fhade  each  warbling  note  prolongs  ; 
\His  various  numbers  charm  our  ravifh'd  cars,  ^ 

JHis  fteady  judgment  far  outfhoots  his  years^  > 

l^nd  early  in  the  youth  the  god  appears.  '  3 

3  O  From 


474  BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY. 

From  thefe  fuccefsfttl  bards  collect  thy  fb^dns* 
And  praife  with  profit  fhall  reward  thy  pains  : 
Then,  while  calves-ltfathcr  binding  bears  the  fway. 
And  flieep-fkin  to  it's  (leeker  glofs  gives  way ; 
While  neat  old  Elzivir  is  reckoned  better 
Than  Pirate  Hill's  brown  iheets  and  fcurvy  letter  5 
While  print-admirers  careful  Aldus  chafe. 
Before  John  Morphew,  or  the  weekly  news ; 
So  long  (hall  live  thy  praife  in  books  of  fame. 
And  Tonfon  yiel4  to  Lintott's  lof^  name. 
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